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INTRODUCTION. 



VOLUME V. 



[HE completion of the Fifth Volume of this collection of Parodies affords me an 
opportunity of acknowledging many acts of courtesy shown by gentlemen who take an 
interest in the subject. 

They have appreciated the importance of making the collection complete, and 
reliable as a book of reference on Parody and Burlesque, and by the information they have 
sent, have assisted me to carry out my design so far as it has gone. 

In some few cases the difficulty of finding the authors has prevented me from obtaining their 
permission to insert their poems, but in every instance due acknowledgment has been made. 

No trouble has been spared to obtain every parody worth quoting, to trace every poem to its 
original source, and to give the Authors' names, wherever they could be ascertained. 

Wthout the assistance of the Authors themselves it would have been impossible to collect and 
verify such a mass of information, and my thanks are especiaUy due to the following gentlemen, 
either for permission to reprint their parodies, or for other literary assistance in the compilation of 
the worki E. B. Anstee, Cuthbert Bede, (Rev E. Bradley,) F. W. Crawford. T. F. Dillon-Croker, 
I. G. Dalton (of Boston, U.S.) F. B. Doveton, James Gordon, F.S.A.. J. H. Ingram, J. Brodie-Innes, 
John Lane, Rev. H. C. Leonard, J. M. Lowry, A. W. Mackenzie, F. B. Perkins (of San Francisco, 
U.S.) Walter Parke, Edward Simpson, O. R. Sims, T. H. Smith, (of Chicago, U.S.) Edward 
Walford, M.A., C. H. Waring, and Edmund H. Yates. 

Not only has their friendly aid cheered my labors, but it has encouraged me to hope for 
equally valuable assistance during the publication of the Sixth Volume, which will deal principally 
with the works cf living poets, or with the poems of those who have only recently passed away. 

WALTER HAMILTON, 

57, Gandeu Boad, CUpham, S.W. 
Beember, 1888. 

Reprinted ^om a copy in the collections of 

The New York Public Library 

Astor, Lenox and Tilden Foundations 



First reprinting, 1967, Johnson Reprint Corporation 
Printed in the United States of America 
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The Authors of the original poems are arrangedin alphabetical order ; the titles 

of the original poems are printed in italics, followed by the Parodies. The 

Authors of the Parodies are named in italics. 
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Mitchell'! Soliloquy. 1729 

The Belle's Soliloquy. J. P. Bobtrdtau 
Lady Townlej's Soiiloqii;... 
"Ovid, it iDusI be lo — Ihou reason'st well " ... 
Joieph Addison's pcose writings parodied in 
Pettkitmotti Paroditt. 1S14 

Rev- Richard Harris Barham. 



The Little Vulgsi (Scotch) B07. PimA. 
Sixty yeus after. TheOlobt 1S87... 
The Little Bulgar Boy. Paneh. 1885 
The Boj and the Beat. Punek. 1S87 



The Frolics of Boreas 

A Parliamentary Legend ... 

The Lord of Intrigue. 1876. 

The Devil's Billiard Match. Bart Bitt 

A Row in the Upper Circles. Judy. 18B0 ... 

The Enchanted Net Mirth ± Metrt. 1S55... 

Handy Jack. Punek. 1881 

The Caidinal'b Hat Ipaedixit. 1S51 
Temptation of the Good St. Gladstone. 1886 
The Roll Scroll ol the Odd Vohnnes. 18S8... 
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Barney Maguira on the Coranativn. 1637 30 

Barney Ma^teoDtheJnbilee. Lady $ PielarM 30 
A Lar of St. Dunstan's. iSSz (on Temple Bar 

■nd the Griffin)... ... ... ... 30 

Pigeon shooting at Hurlingham. B. L. Frandt 3a 

Aa I Layi a-tkytikynt... ... ... ... 31 

A> t Sate a-drynkynge ... ... ... 31 

The JinfToldsby Legends. 1881 ... ... 31 

The Coiltscrcw Papers. 1876 ... ... 31 

Mrs. Elizabeth Barrett Browning- 
Contradictory statements ■« So her birth ... ... 33 

Mr, Ingram's final settlement of the date ... 3» 

Mrs. Browning's personal appearance ... 31 

The Cry 0/ ihe Chddren ... ... ... 33 

The Wall of the Children. Punek. 1684 ... 33 

TheBittet Cry of Agriculture. J. D. Beetlo*... 33 

Church or Stage, T/u B^trtt. I884 ,. 23 

Down East. Edmvjid H. Yata ... ... 33 

Gwendoline, EekDCh^Paptn, Bayard Taylor 23 

A Tool of Trade 33 

The Origin of Pan. .Barry Farniit ... 33 

The Rhyme of Sir Launcelol Bogle... ... 33 

The Spirit of Mrs. Browning to her husband. 

From Btrangi Vititon, New York. 1869,.. 27 

Samuel Taylor Oolertdge 

The Aneitia JUort'lter. 179S ... ... ... to 

The Sheriff's Officer. 1834 ... ... 10 

Lc lecturj malgr^ IgL 1847 ... ... 10 

The Rhime of the Seedy Barrister. 1847 



1847 ... J09 



SAMinL Tati^k Coukiimw— cootiaoed. 

Tlie PioUx OnlM. 1849... 

Tin Rime of the Ancient Aldennan, In V. 

Pmm. Bkiritg Broatt. 1S55 

The AacienI Mariner, or the Deceived Hubaitd 
Clutical MTIM Modem. 1S69 ... ... 

New Venion of Ancient Haiiner. W, J. 

The Rime of the Vodeni Shipowner. 1873... 
Tte Fight of the Fifth of November. 1874 ... 
The Rime of the Ancient Piemier. 1^5 
The Rime of je Ancient Dowager. 1874. 

(On HeniT Irving in OUcOo) 

The Wedding Gneat't Vertion. 187S 
TfaeRhjnneoftheAncieolBlae; 1S81 
The Rime of the Potent Minister. 1881 
Oar Regimental Meu. S. OUwtr ... 
An American Venion. 1S85 ... ... 

The Admiralty Goote. 188^ 

The Rime of the Antient Minionere^ 1886 ... 
Te Ancient Father Thames Truth Compett- 

tion Farodiet. 1884 
The Lar of the Hodeni MiUiaere. 1886 ... 
Tile Aneient PhOoiopher. W. J. Protcm. 1868 
Tie Rime of the Andeot Waggonere. iSiq... 
The Cockn^ Mariner. O. ATi BttktII. 184$ 
The Rime of the New-tude Baccalere. 1841... 
The Wite Men of Gotham. T. L. Piuetk ... 
It wai an AncieDt Marriagei. 1885... 
The Rimeof the Anrient Stateemui. 1874 ... 
The Biimingbam Speech, In W. E. G. 18S0... 
The Rime of the Aneient Kioldne Man. 1876 
TheUeetingof the Jniticei. 18^ ... 
The Aneient Story O^ichlxme ewe) 



The Power of Science. 
T» a Tavitf At*. 



J. B. AqiIUm. 1880 



Flayhonie Moiingt. Etjaetii JMnttm. l8ia 
KiMa Xtion.' 

In Xanadu did KnbU Khan 

In Hongerford did lome wire man. 1844 

OtritUM.. 1797 - 

Cootioaation \nl>r. Magiim. 1819 

The Dream. Warrtiiiana. 1814 ■■ 

A Parody of Chriitabelle. I%* D^jtumf. 1S20 

Chriitobell, a Gothic Tale. iSit ... 

Geraidine, a leqael to Cbriitabd. HtuHn F. 

Tuppar. 1838 ... 
Chriitabel, continued. SUia Stftort 1841... 
CbiiUabeu, by A T. CoMrilAr. 1816 
Iiabelle. Jamt$ Hogg. 1816 

The Chemb. 1S16 

Chmubelle ; or, the Rote without • Thorn. 

Atmund fUomur. 18&1 
Notei of other Farodiei of Chrbtabel 
A VisoD. TTiemas Meert. 1S16 ... 
Fragment of a Virion. WSUam Magimk, 1811 
T>MPtnPiPTOtTaionSarik... 

The Devil'* Walk, varioatly aicribed to Fro- 

fcuOT Potion, Robert Sonthey, and to S. T. 

Coleridge 

Variooi Imitation* 

Satan Refarmet. 1831 

The Devil'* Drive. Lard Sf/nm ... 

Death'aWalk. 183a 

The Printer'* Derifl Work. 1831 

The Devil'* Dieun. Tk* Honut. 1871 
The DevU't Politics. 1878 
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William ColUns. 

Oi* «• U* Pattumt ... 
Ode to the PaulOD* 
The Atpirttnt*. An Oit for Uwic^ Fn 

PMMiinow Far«4if- 1814 
The Victim*. Tliomai DMin. 1813 
The Scuioni. An Ode for Moiic. C. i 

Ode to the FteUon*. CamieNtmr. 1864 



William Oowper. 



nt DntrtM Birtorjf of Jatin Gilpin. 17S1. 
Mrs. Gilpin riding to Edmonton 
Th« HiatoryofMOore'slifeof Byron. 1831., 



A Ballad for all Traa Sportnien. 1845. 

" Prince Albert i* a Spartsman Bold " ... 
The Political John (^Ipin. (Gaoria Bentiack) 
The new John GIlidD. (Sir Robert Ped.) 1846 
TbB Hodeni PeepiDg Tom, (ViiootiBt 

Ranelagb). 1868 

The Railway Gilpin 

The Diverting HJuory oT Tom Tncker. 1831 

John Gilpln't Voyage to VaoxhalL 1885 ... 

Davy Jone*. B. J* Bvrgk. 18)3 •■• 

lobo Gi]|rfn in Latin ... ... ... 

Paod, 

Btubabas'a Defeat. 

Tbe Modern Gilpin, or thaadventnreaof John 

OMttOck. 1S38 

ThtRim 

Cowper'a brat draft of tba poem ... 
My Uniform, by a Volantear in 1S60 
April, or tbe new hat C. S. ColMrbw 
The Rink bad been v»ahed. A.W.Uatianii 
The Roae and the Bncketa. iSi) ... 

1883 



Lord Grey'a Complaint. 1S3 
Jamba'* JaremiM. 1881 ... 
Tbe School Boy's Complaint 



}] Boy's Complaint 
Farewell to tbe Camp. WUrtty Broekt, 1833 
" J am JfoHorek e/aO Jmrwip " 

Verses sapposed 10 have been written by 

LXIGB HCHT. 

"I am tenant of nine-feet by four"... ... 

Verses ascribed to tbe Dnke of Wellington ... 
The Monarch of all they survey. Bj a Rail- 

w^ Director, 1845 
Verses ascribed to William Smitb O'Brin. 
Tbe otigiital aoog o( Robioton Crusoe. 184S 
Ballad of tbe Exeter Arcade Beadle. 184B... 

A Savage Partidy. 1867 

Lines by the '■ Head of tbe Family." 1S71... 
" Sba ia Monarch of all ehesnrveyiL" 1874 
Eoferced SoUlnde; 1874... 
Vene* ascribed to Dr. E, V. Kenealy. 1873 
TheFroxen-ODtFoxHiuter. ntWorU. 1879 
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Willi AH Cowpir — contiDoed. 

The Lay <rf ibe New Ameer. 1879 
Ei-KiDK Cfltewiyo'i LuneDt. 1879 
l»ni"CoekoClhoW«lk." F. B. Dovtien ... 
The GnSa'! Lament. iSSo 
The ParveDo. 18S1 

LAwnTennit. A. JV. Macktmit. 1SB3 ... 
On the AnnexatioD uf New Guinea. iSSj ... 
Snliioqtiy b; a DUgaaied Dandy. 1SS3 
Verses by Salisbury Selkirk. 1SS4... 
The Tortures of Tourists. 1SS5 ... 
The Umiied " Mooarch.'' iHS; ... 
A song for Mr. Joseph Cbamberlaio. 1ES6... 
The Lameni of the Sportive M. P. 1886 ... 
Verses by Sir Charles Warren. 1887 
Lines supposed to be wriiicD by Robinson 
Cmsoe. C. M. AnsAoiM 

A Siddlt by William Cowper. 1S06 

The Answer 

"Bless my Heart, how Cold it is" ... 

Thomas Gray. 

.Aw £Ewy uroic in a Country CIntrclk-yard. 1751... 
A Kepinl of the tint edition, anil 

history of ihe poem. 
An Evenine cont em pinion in » Collee& 1753 

JohKDuncombl.lIA 

The Nunnery, an Elegy ... 
Elegy on "The Guardian outwitted." 1764... 
An Epiuph un a certiin Poet 
An Ef^y in Covent Garden. 1777 
An Elegy in Westminoter Hall 
An Ele|>y written in St. Stepheni. 17S4 
Elegy wrillen in a Grub street Garret. 1789... 
Elegy written in Bartlemy Fail. 1810 
Elefy written in Drury Lane Theatre, 1818 ... 
Elegy wiilttn at a Christmas Feast. 1803 ... 
Elegiac Slaniai written in a London Alley 
Elegyonthe Laitoflbe Lotteries ... 
Elny written in King's Beech Prison. 1831.,. 
„ by A Miitor. 
E^ph on a late Administration. iSl t 
An Elegy in a London Chnrchyard. 1799 ... 
Nightly Thoughts in the Temple. 1806 
Noctninal Conlempblions in Barhim Downs 

Camp. 1806 ... ... 

Elegy on a Pair of Breeches. T. Brand. 1818 
Elegy written in a College Library. 1814 ... 
Elegy on the Death of bow Fair. 1823 
The Long Vacation, 1S13 
Lucubrations in an Apothecary's shop 
Elegy on 3ii Francis Kutdelt, M.P. 1811 ... 
Elegy addiessed to a little Attorney. 1819 ... 
Elegy written in the Long Vacation. 1831 ... 
The Woes of Change. T. J>.Mtii. 1831 ... 
The Gambler. " 



1844 

AOtTt Smilh (?') 1848 
El^y m a London Churchyard. 1849 

„ „ „ Divgaut. 1853 

Elegy 00 a Betting ofRce. 1S53 
Elegy written in a Railway Station. 180 ... 
El^y written near a Suburban Station House, 
A Lunatic Parody, fun, 1S65 ... 
Elegy written in the House of Commons. 1867 
An Elegy on Cremation. 1875 



Lament of the Eminent One. (S. Irving), 
lit Figare. 1875 

El^y written in Rotten Row. 1676 

Elegy written in a CounUy S'..ali.ic Rink. 1877 

Cremorne: An Elq^. 1S7S 

Circuit Elegy. By Lord Chelmtford. 18S1... 

El^y on a favourite Washerwoman. iSSa ... 

Gray's Elegy in an Irish PriMin. 1882 

The S.K. King's Requiem. i88b 

Pamell-egy in Westmintlei Palace. 18S7 ... 

Epitaph on "The Pic-Nic." 1803... 

Epitaph on a noted Highwayman. 1606 

A Political Parody. The Britith Prtt: iStz 

Elegy in Si Stephen'! Chapel. 1S09 

Elegyfot "TheMitror." 1825 --■ 

Elegy written in a Town Cburch-yord. 1885 

Elegy in Newall's Buildings 

The Scales 

Lord Greji's Elegy. 1881... 

A Perretiion 

The Author 

Pensive in a Bone'Vaid. 1S85 

ImiiatioDt of "The Elegy" 

A Supplement to Gi ay's " Elegy." 18*3 ... 

The Foundlings. An Elegy. 1763 

An Evening Contemplation in a French 
Prison, 1809 ... 

An Elesy written under a Gallows. I768 ... 

Lord Mayor's Day. A Mock Ele^y. 1786... 

El(«y written at Bristul Hot WelU. 1789 ... 

Elegy written io Poei'i Corner. 1803 

The Nunnery 

El^y written on a Field ofBatlle. 181S ... 

El^y writteo in a City Churchyard. 1S48... 

TraaslaiioD* of " The Elegy " 

•■The Elegy" in French ... 

Articles and Notes on " The Elegy ■■ 

Legs in Tatletsall's yard. 1S18 

An El»y on the Departed Season. 1S67 ... 

"TheElegy"in Latin ... 

An Imitation of the "Elegy." By a Sailor 

Elegy in Newgate. Tkt Satiriat. i3io 

Elegy written in the Temple Gardens, by Mr. 
Jtulia Haya ... 

in a Ball Room. W. Jlagin* 
__ iveslied." Hit Cmpirt. 1S88 

imbledon," an Elegy. July 18S8. E. b. 
dnafee, L.K.B. ... 
Parody in Tht Cauri af Set$ivn QarUuid by 
Colin Hatlaurin 

INDEX TO FIRST LINES. 
n* Cur/eu talU l\e kntU of parting Dag 
The Curfew tolls the hour of cliising gales ... 
Retirement's hour proclaims the lolling Bell 
The shrill bell rings the knell of "Curtain rise" ... 
St. Paul's proclaims the solemn midnight hour 
The Courts areshot— departed every Judge... 
Gaiettes now toll the melancholy knell 
Now sinks the sun within the siute main ... 
The ckick betl lolls the hour of early day ... 
The prompter rings the lofty curtain down ... 
The clock proclaimi ihe welcome dinner hour 
The watchman drawls the hour of dawning day 
The Chancellor has passed the stern decree 
The tnmkey rings Ihe bel! for shutting out... 
The surly ciier tings his nightly knell 
Great Tom now sounds Ihe close of busy day 
St. Dunstan's bells proclaim deparling day... 
The moon slow setting sends a parting ray ... 
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Thomas Gray— coDtinDed. 

The chapet bdl. with hollow monniM (onnd 
The BtM-btU loltt the knell of Bow-fiir fun 

My Loid now quits his vcQtrkbtc teat 
The twilight curlaiai round the buiy day ... 
The pealing clock proclaimt the cloae of da; 
The Judgci toll the knell of Burdett'i fame... 
The vacant teats proclaim the jrarfiny dajr... 
Improvement lolls (he knell of what, of joie 
The lampi refract the gleam of paiting day... 
The curlew tolls the knell of parting daj ... 
The whaif-bell tolls Ihe knell of starting steam 
The curtain fallit, the signal all is o'er 
Saint Martin tolls the hour of long past day 
The sexton tolls the knell till palling day ... 
Si. Cleroenl's tolls the knell of parting day... 
The SlBlion clock proclaims the close of day 
The mufEn-bellprocUims the palling day ... 
The curlew rolls amidst the darting sprfty ... 
The big clock lolls the knell of parting day... 
The curfew lolls the knell of parline day ... 
The Paih poclaims the season's had its day 
The church clock strikes the knell of parting day 
The buildei tolls the knell of Ciemoine's day 
The trumpeli sound ihe coming of the Judge 
Faiewell old friend, and memoiy ever dear... 
They think to tell Ihe knell of prisoned Qray 
The Iniiel-dock proclaims the hour eleven... 
The clock-low'r tolls the bell of coming day 
The candles lell the close of paiting day ... 
The pealing clock proclaims the close of day 
The chuicb-bells peal the message 
The clanging crow-bai ringi the pile's dee»y 
The piano souads the knell of parting day ... 
Rads toll [he knell of England's passing day 
1-e rappel a marqui le joui en son d£clin ... 
The dustman lolls the coming of ibe mom... 
Ilie porter tUls the bell on starling day ... 
The whistle shrieks the koell of parting day 
The Cnifew tolls the hour of locking np ... 
The gaid'ner rinp the bell at close of day ... 
The beaux are jogging on the pcliued floor... 
The shops are closed — Ihe sign of closing day 



Ode on the Spring, by a Man of Fashion 
Ode on the closing of the House of Cominoiii 
OdeoathtDtathafaFtnHnirHsCat 

'Twas in a new conslmcted boat. 1S05 
'Twas on the pavement of a Lane. iSoo 
'Twas on the lofty Treasury's side 1763 
Ode on Ihe AmpuUtion of a Cat's Tail. 1795 
Cit on a Dittanl Pratpttt a/ Bteit CoUtgt. 1747 
Ode on Ranelagh. 1775 ... 
Ode to Sir John Soane. 1B14 
Ode on the Distant Prospect of a Good DIonet. 

Bladtwood > Xagaxint. 1S18 
Ude on a Prospect of the Abolition of Eton 

MoDtem. 1846 
Ode on a Close Prospect of Eton. 18S3 
The Bard. A Pindaric Ode ... 

The Baid. A Covent Garden Ode. 1809 >.. 

The Union (Cambridge). 1817 

The Barber. Tktimai Bribiiu. 1814 

" Bnin seiie Ihe^ ruthless EaiL" Tlu Worid. 

CompetiUoo Parody. 1B79 



The Bostooian Prophet. 1779 
Parody in the Life of tin. H. A. Clarke. 
1809. (Connected with Ihe Duke of York) 
TIUi)eKnilD/Odiii ... 

The Deicent of Timothy. /. B. Bnftit. 1794 
Tha Triumphs of Owen. SKirleg Broiiia, 1861 
Gnf* Piadarie Oda ... 

Ode (o Oblivkm. I By C Oilman 
Oda to Obscarily. j and B. Uoyi 
Ode /or Mutic Cambridge^, 1 769 

Two Travesties. 1786 ... 
AInH^BUiry 

A sequel. JvhnPtiM 

A sequel. Etnry Jama Pyt 

Latin translations of Gray'* Poema. 1775 ... 

Mason's continuation of Gray*a Ode 

Sneic Odea, in Ibe rosDner of Mr. Gkav. 

Th«mat Jataa liafkioM. 1781 ... 
Ode in imitation of Gray. C 



John Home. 

llgSamti$St>niaL (From "Donglaa"} 
My name is Moaes. -J. P. Bohtrdmit 
My name's the Doaer, 1819 
My Dame it ScraRg'em 

My name's Tom Dihdin. TJu Timt*. 1803... 
My nameis Wbitbread. Morning Port, 1811 
My name ia Canning. Utt Milatigt. 1834 ... 
My name is Lardne?. 1S31 
" Hy nameis Norval," burleaqned... 
My name is Randolph. Figaro. 18S6 
My name is Balfour. Fun. 1887... 



Leigh Hunt 

Aiou Ben AiUem 

Making up Ihe Slate 

Ben Disraeli. 1867 

The Bluecoal Boy 

Abou BenFolsom 

Adam Mac Adam... 

Abou Ben Bullet. iSSC ... 

Fiancesca Da Kimini. Bo* QauUitr BaOada 

A Nuiserr Ode. tfamfuana 

CarloluGrisi 

Song of October ... 

Manners (Lord John) and Civility ... 

Matthew Ore^iy Lewis. 

Alm*o On Bratt, and tkt fair Imogint ... 

Giles Jollup the grave, and Brown Sally Gieen 

PilgBTlic the Biave, and Brown Celestine 

Su George and Caroline. 1810 

Colenso Ihe tirave. SAi'rley Brook*. 1S65 ... 

Alfonso of Spain. 1875 ... 

A Terrible Tale. ThtSifertt. 18S4 

Fire and Ale. Bfjtcttd Addrma. 1813 ... 

Fire and Water. 18S7 

Peggy the Gay, and the Bold Roger Gray. 

Tkt 7'nit Briton. 1799 
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Swinburne's Question, and the Answer. 
The Vicar of Bray, Uld King Cole, Lord Lovel, 

and Old Simon the Cellaier. 
Chevy-Chace, Loid Baleman, Songs by R. B. 

Sheiidan, Charles Mackay, and fi. W. 

Proctor (Barry Cornwall). 
Parodies of various old Songs and Ballads. 
Parodies of Scotch, Irish, and Welsh Songs. 
Songs by the Hon. Hrs. Noitoo, and various 

old English Songs. Alfred Tennyson's 

Jubilee Ode. 
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" Thkrb u no talent ao nnivsnall; entertuning u that of mimiekry. even when it ie 
eonfined to the Uvelf imitMion of the air, manner, and external deportment of ordioarj 
indiridnals. 

It liaea in intenrt, however, and in dignitj, when it mioeeeds in expressing, not 
meral; the visible and external characteriatice of its objects, bat those also of their taste, 
their genius and temper. A rolgar mimio repeats a man's known stories, with an exact 
imitation of his voice and gestures ; bat he is an artist of a far higher description, who can 
make stories or reasonings in hie manner, and represent the features and movements of his 
mind, IB well as the aocidents of his body. The same distinction apfdies to the mimickrf , 
if it maj be m> called, of an author's etyle and manner of writing. 

It is another matter, however, to be able to borrow the diction and manner of a 
celebrated writer to express sentiments like his own — to write ss he would have written 
on the subject proposed to his imitator— to think hie thoughts in short, as well as to nee 
his words — and to jnake the revival of his style appear a natural consequence of the 
strong conception of his peculiar ideas. To do this in all the perfection of which it is 
capaUe, requires talents, perhaps, not inferior to those of the original on whom they are 
employed —together with a faculty of observation, and a dexterity of application, which 
that original might not always poeeese ; and should not only aSoid nearly as great 
pleasnie to the reader, as a piece of composition, —but may teach him some leesons, or 
open np to him eome views, which oould not have been otherwise disclosed. 

The exact imitation of a good thing, it mnst be admitted, promises fair to be a pretty 
good thing in itself ; bnt if the resemblance be very striking, it commonly has the 
additional advantage of letting ns more completely into the secret of the original 
author, and enabling us to nnderetand far more deaily in what the peculiarity of his 
manner consists, than most of us should ever have done without this assistance. The 
resemblance, it is obvious, can only be rendered striking by exaggerating a little, and 
bringing more oonspicoonsly forward, all that is peculiar and characteristic in the 
mod^" 

LoBD JiTTHBT on I^ Etjtcttd Addratei. 
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THOMAS GRAY. 

Born in CornhUl, London, December 26, 1716. 
Died in Cambridge, July SO, 1771. 



Thb foltowing is a list of the prindpal poems 
written by Thomas Gray, upon most of which 
parodies will be given : 

Elegy written in a Country Church-Yard. 

Ode on the Spring. 

On the Death of a favourite Cat. 

On a distant Prospect of Eton College. 

To Adveraty. 

The Progress of Poesy. 

The Bard. 

Ode for Music. 

The Fatal Sisters. 

The Triumphs of Owen. 

The Descent of Odin. 

The Death of Hoel. 

A Long Story. 

Thb Elwjt m a Codntiy CHUtCHvAin wm com- 
menced bj Gnr In 1741, >l the ie« of 34 ; it ww then laid 
■aide, to be taken rp Again Aftet the death of hii «uDt, Wwj 
Antiobn*, in 1749. Stoiie-Pogei ChurehyAid, where (hit 
bdr vat batied, ii the generally accepted icene of the poem, 
and there the poet wa* liimMir afterwacdi laid to int. 

The "Elegj" wa* eompleted at SloVe ia Jmie, 1750, a 
copy, la MS., wat lent immediately by Gray to hii fiiend 
Horace Walpole, and ABOlhei to Dr. Whaiton of Durham, 
which latter it now in the library of the British Muaeum. 
Another MS. Ii in the library of^ Pembroke College. Cam- 
brid|;e^ but which wa* really the original HS. cannot be 
dcGnitel* axceituined. ai Gray lent out tereral other copiet 
to Ma fnends. Hence the diScnlty there I* now in deciding 
npon the puticnlar venion of the " El^gy " which leceiv^ 
the Uit Gniihing louchei of the author, who woi knoim to 
be moit fiutldioui in the diclioD, and panclnalion of hii 

On the nth June, 1754 Gra? announced to Walpole that 
"a thing," whoie be^ning be bad leen long be/ore, bad 
at lait got an end to it, ''a merit," he added, "that moil 
(^ mj wiiiingi have wanted and are like to want." Thit 
"thing" wa* the "Elegy." Walpole thowed it abcmt, 
co)Hei were taken, and early in 175 1 Gray received a letter 
from the edilonof the "Magailneof Magaiioci " informing 
Um that fail "ingenioui poem'' wai in the preii, and 
begging not onlj nit indulgence, but the konnut of hii 
coneipondeoce. " I am not at all dbpoied," wrote Graj, 
x to be either 10 indul^t or lo correspondent ai thej 
deiire.'' GrAy had not intended to publish the poem, but 
annoyed at the untcmpuloui action of the proprieton of the 
" Magazine of Magaiinei," he determined to foietlalt them 
if pouiUe, and requested Walpcle to get the "Elegy" 
pinted, without the author'i name. " in what form i* moil 
convenient tn the printer, but on hii beit paper and char- 
acter 1 he matt correct the preii himielf, and print it withoni 



any inletvali between the itaniai, became the mbm bin knu 
place* continue^ bnrond them." Accordingly, on the leih 
of Febmary, 1751, £ve dayi aflei thii letter wai written, the 
fint edition wai printed aod pnbliihed by Robert Dodiley of 
Pall MalL In tbii batty manner, and without the anlhor't 
coriectioni, wat ittaed from the preti oat of the molt 



CtKHlry CkKTcXyard, although )l w«t entered In the Index a 
A» Elfgj msdt in a C»iaUrf Churdgttri: Thit wat mar* 
modern in iti orthography, and contained terenl rariatlong 
from the aalbotitedcdition pobUihed t» Dodilcy. 

There can be tillle doubt bat that thU pirated Tertian of 
the "Elegy" wai at fiitt generally pr<Ancd to Gray's 
•uthorited edition, in which there were tome very obrioni 
enon^ due to ita batty prodnctioo. Certain it i that all 
inbteiiuent editiont far mote nearly retenUed the pirated 
veruon, than that printed by Dodilcy at Gray'i 

Dodiley'iGttteditic 
rare. The following 



Dodiley'i Gttt eoition wai in quaito, and ii now eiceitiTclj 
rare. The following it an exact reprint of it, the original 
orthography and itjle of printing beug in itiict accordance 
with the copy now in the libioiy of the Britiih Hoicam. 
The only Tarialion being that the itaiuai are numbered tat 
of reference to the loot note*. 



ELEGY 

WROTK IN A 

COUNTRY CHURCH YARD. 

Itondsn: 

Printed for R. Dodslet, in PaU-matt; 

and sold byM. Cooper in fa te r no H tr-Sow, 1751. 

[PKICX SlX-PKMd.] 

ADYERTISSMSNT. 
The following Poku came into my Hands 
by accident, if the general Approbation with 
which thb little Piece has been spread, mty be 
call'd by so slight a Term as accident It is 
this approbation which mokes it tmnecessaiy for 
me to make any Apology but to the Author: Aa 
he cannot but feel some Satisfaction in having 
pleas'd so many Readers alread;^, I flatter myself 
he will forgive my communicating that Pleasure 
to many more. 

THE EDITOR. 
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PARODIES OF 



The lowii^ Herd winds iIowIt 
The Plow-mui homewaid plods his wear; Vfay, 
And leaves tfae World to Darkoesi, did to me. 

* Kow tides (he Blimmering Landscape on the Sight, 

And all the Air a solemn Stillaeis holds. 
Save where the Veetle wheels his dronins Flight, 
And drowtr Tinkling* lull the distant Folds. 
■ Save that Crom vonder Ivf-maDtled Tow'r, 
The mating Owl doe* to the Mood complain 
or stich, as wand'ring near her secret Bow'i, 
Molest her indent solitarf Reigo. 

* Beneath those nined Elms, that Yew-Tree's shade. 

Where heaves the Tutf in many a monldiing Heop, 
Each in his narrow Cell for ever laid. 
The rade Forefathers of the Hamlet sleep. 

* The breexj Call of Incense-bteathlne Mom, 

The Swallow twitt'ring from the Straw-buill Shed, 
The Cock's shrill Clarion, or (he ecchcnng Horn. 
No more shall wake tbem from their lowlv Bed. 

* Fm them no more the blaiing Hearth shall burn. 



Tbdr Farrow on the stubborn Glebe has iHoke : 
How jocand did they drive their Team afield I 
How bow'd the Woods beneath tb«r sturdy Stroke I 
' Let not Amlntion mock their useful Toil, 
Thai bomelv Joys and Destiny obscure ; 
Nor Graodeiunear with a diidaioful Smile 
The short and simple Annals of the Poor. 
• The Boast of Heraldry, the Pomp of Power, 
And all that Beaul;r. all that Wealth e'er gav^ 
Awaits alike th' inevitable Hour. 
The Paths of Glory lead but to the Grave. 
"Forrive, je Proud, th' involuntary Fault 
If Memory to these no Trophies raise. 
Where Ihro' the long-drawn Isle and fretted Vault 
The pealirtt Anthem swells the Note of Fruse, 
>>CBn storied Om or aoiiiiBted Bast 

Back to Us Mansion call the fleeting Breath ? 
Can Hononr's Voice provoke the silent Dust, 
Or Flatt'iy sooth the dull cold Ear of Death 7 
— ' • in this neglected Spot is kid 



. CWry*wiBlaUr*dltIoii*. 

flM flw/n MUOutmU^ partly ia^, 

HiiilUa dl lanuao 

Cbt pal* '1 ilarBO pUufar, glu li m 



I (iplrinc a»j. 
Caiy$ lyoiulatigm, 

itr with a 




■*Bat Knowledge lo thtir Eyes her ample Page 
Rich with toe Sprali of Time did ne'er nor^ 
Chill Penury reprexs'd their noble Rage, 
And froie the genial Current of the SoaL 
'*Full many a Gem of purest Ray serene. 

The dark unfathom'd Caves of Ocean bear j 
Full many a Flower is bora to blush unseen, 
And waste its Sweetness on the desait Ait. 
"Some village HtmfAn, Ibat, with danutlew Bccut 
The little Tyrant of bit Fields withstood. 
Some mute inglorioat Millat here may test. 
Some CnmnU, golltlexs of his Conntiy's Blood. 
i*Th' A;w1anse of lisl'uing Senates to command. 
The Threats of Pain and Ruin to desiuie; 
To scatter Plenty o'er a snuUns Land; 
And read their HUt'ty in a Nation's Eyes 
*'Tfaeit Lot forbad: nor drcnmscrib'd alone 

Their growing Virtues, but their Crimes confia'd | 
Forbad to wade through Slaughter 10 a Throne^ 
And shut the Gate* of Uercy on Mankind, 
■■The struggliDg Pangs of consdoos Truth lohid^ 
To quench the Blushes of ingennous Shame, 
Or heap the Shrine of l.<uiary and Pride 
With Incense, kindled at the Unse's FlaatC; 
>*Far from the madding Crowd's ignoble Strife^ 
Their sober Wishes never leam'd lo stray ; 
Along the cool sequestet'd Vale of Life 
They kept the niHseless Tenor of their Way. 
"Vet ev'n thes« SoneaCrom Insult to protect 
Some trail Uemtnial still erected nigh. 
With nncoulh Rhimes and shapdess ScnlptOK dtck'd. 
Implores the passing Tribute of a Sigh. 
"Tlieir Name, their Vean, spelt by th' niile(t«t'd UuHt 
The Place of Fame and Elegy supply : 
And many a holy Text around she strews. 
That leach the rustic Moralist lo die. 



U. TUi bsaatUol aoBDarlan ol Iba 
borrond (bat with added torn and Ui 



se; ttoa Dr. T«« 



■■ (yanteek'd BanUMsajoy IMU ballbsr etona j 

" Sb* rau* hujlai^*, and spr«di bar iMTtt fiMn ; 
■■fS»r»turiU'»rtU"M'™lT J""* *raM. 
•■ And wuM (hair Butlo on tba saian raea." 

Unittrmlfuilit, 81. V. 
Ur. Edwards taulbar at Of Ouooa ntOritMsB), wbai^wuib 
lb*ahalor,llk*llr. Orv. was tar more aUanUv* to Ua filr 
iDdMVonrsd to npBlT what b* iboisght ■ difaet l> lUi pMOb 

Imdadw alUr (U* Um two (oIIowIh ttr 

Soma lavely Iklr, whoa* anaOselad oh 
BbOH with atttaeUoD (0 bwaaU - -' 
Wkoaa baaotj miftat have biaat ■ ] 



(our loUoiriu :— 

Tb« UMUfhtlMB worid to H^Mty may bow, 
Eult iSe btava, and IdoUw nKimB : 




Ka mra. with rMMO and thnalt at stiUt, 

Qln amloiia oarat aad andMst wlsbM rMa ; 
But tbrourt tha ood aaqoaatiad vy* ofUls 
PunBathatllantiaootottiii toeta. 
Aadher«tluPoti»wai<ifMtB7l M saaidl« H Bilaii.jil«nl>« 
bsptif IdM of lb* boary-bMfid IwalB, te s um ■ » *» »» ■ » )» >^ 
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GRAYS ELEGY. 



■ 'For who lo dumb Fmectrulnesi > Pre^, 
Thii Titaaiae aniioiu Being e'ci resicm'd, 

- "- " ■ tsoftTie<- 

ling'iing 
le p»nini. 
Some (nous Drops the closing Eje leqairei ; 



Lefl the wum Piecincts of the cheaiful D>j, 
le longiDg ling'ring Look behind ! 
1 Breast the pirling Soiil if 



e fond Breast tl 



Ev'n from the Tomb the Voice ot Niituie ei 
Et'd in onr Ashes live theii woaled Fires. 
**For thee, who mindful of th' nnhonotir'd Dead, 
Dosl in these Lines their aitleis Tale relate ; 
I( ehuice, bv loneW Contemplation led, 
Some hidden Spirit shall enquire Ihj Fat^ 
"Hapl; some hoaif-headed Swain may saj. 

" Oft have we seen hiro at the Pcqi of Diwn 
" Brushing; wUh hasty Steps the Dews away, 
" To meet the Sun upon the upland Lawn, 
""There at the Fool of yonder nodding Beech, 
"lliat wreathes its old fantastic Root.'-, so high, 
" His listless Length at Noontide wou'd he stretch. 
" And pore upon the Brook that babbles by. 
"•■ Hard Iw yon Wood, row frowning ns in Scorn, 
" Mutl'ring his wayward Fancies he wou'd rove ; 
" Now drooping, woeful-wan, like one forlorn, 
" Or crai'd with Care, or crosi'd in hopeless Love. 
""One Mom I miss'd him on thecustom'd Hill, 
"Along the Heath, and near his fav'rite Tree ; 
" Another came ; nor yet beside the Rill, 
" Nor np the Lawn, nor at the Wood was he ; 
"■'Theneit with Ditgrs due in sad Array 

" Slow thro' the Church-way Path we saw him born. 
" Approach and read (for thou can'st read) th« Lay, 
" Grav'd on the Stone beneath yon aged Thorn.'' 

TJIE EPITAPH. 

Hen rttta Ait Btad upon the Lap of Earth 
A. Yaalk to Fwttmt and to Fame unlmean : 

Fair Beittue/nan'd not on hi$ humbli Birth, 
And MtlttitAotf mark'd him for her oim. 



tX St'n (n tar atlui Urn (Mr (nmUiIi km. 
Cb'l T«gglo Dd pcultr. dolce mlo luo« , 
PTMlds au llniiw. •! du* InaLl «uti[ Etdnl 
Bimuktr doppo uol plen dl lavillB. 

PilTanA, Son. UB. 
It. In lb* U.S. sop; ot th) Elt»b«u«thed by Qrmv lofak trlind 
Mhob which is now In tb« itaeofiin irf Sir WlllUm FniHT, Bart., 
tba lut two UuH or thii iluu r»d :— 

Wllh hHtj toouteps brnih the im away 
Oo th* Mf h brow ol j^oodar buvlne lawn. 
AlUt thli itanH In tb< sui* maooKript thera wh lh« following ;— 
Hin y»tt n leeD th* grHnwood dd* tlonr, 

WKIUn'M thii hitftlh wn kiEnH. nuT Ibhnur'a dnn«. 



It mupKMi (b> uo 
HHMbelnKomltUd, 
Udor^KW." 

B. Months EplUpb, Hr. Oray orl(lna11; InmlAd a < 

mlwrwarda omlltwl, btoMUB So thraghl that It will loo lot 
tlHtla In tbla plac*. ThoUna howtrer ue, In Ibmueln 
ItdT am, aotfdmiand pnMrmUoii. 



And UUIa rootiMp* llfbtlT print the ground. 



If lo Oolllni'i " DlijB 



rwi 



'■ Tbo rtdbreait oil, at evtn&g hoon, 
" abaU kindly land bU lltlla aid. 
" With hoarr noa* aod nlber'dfloii'n, 
"Tadack Iha gromul wbara thou anlali 



Larffe tnu his Baunty, and hit Soul lineere, 
Htat'n did a Beeompenee as largdy tend : 

St gave to Mis'ry all he had, a lilr : 
He ffain'd/rom Heav'n ('taat all he KM'd) a Frimd. 

Ifo farther seek his Merit* to disdose. 

Or draa hie FraHtits from their dmd Abodt, 

(Thrrt they alikt t'n trembling Bope repoM,} 
Tht Bosom of hit lather and hie God. 



Notwithstanding the want of orif^nality in some detached 
passages of this " El^y," and the obvious truisms of many 
or its ideas, ii is doubtless the finest poem of its kind in the 
language, not even eicepting the beautiful , and perhaps more 
pathetic, "El^on the Death of Sir John Moore.'' The 
best proof of its popularity ii to be found in the ii 



yet the omission of any important or noteworthy example 
would destroy the utility of this Collection as a work of 
reference, especially in the eyes of the numerous admirer* 
of Thomas Gray. 

To readeii not having access to either of our great public 
libraries it ii the eailin parodies which are the most difficult 
to refer to, these will therefore tie inserted complete, though 
it must be ailmilted that the first half doicD will be found 
lather heavy reading. 

These will be followed by selections from the most 
amusing modem parodies, and a few of the best imitations 
and trootlaiions. 

The eailiesi parody 1 can trace of Gray's "Elegy'' is one 
entitled— 

AN 

EVENING CONTEMPLATION 



COLLEGE. 

Being a Parody on tfae 
ELEGY 

A COUNTRY CHURCH-YARD. 

By another Geotleman of Cambridge. 

London : 

Prioled for R. and J. Dodsley in Pall-mall; and Sold 

by M. Cooper in Pater-noster Row. 1753. 

[Pritt aixftnti.\ 

ADVERTISEMENT. 
Thb Author of till ixcellent PoEH on wkith lii foOoaiag 
Pabody is built, it is kof'd mill forgive Ihii ianottil Pkv npvn 
it; mhith a tinctri admiration of its iiaulits invited thi Paroditl 
lo attempt : and if il shauld bt thought thirs is any merit in this 
Imitation, it must be attributid in a grtal mtasurt lo kis work- 
ing afUr tofini an Original. 



An Eve 



] COHTEMFLATION IN A COLLEGE. 



The Curfew tolls the hour of closing gates ; 

With jariing sound the porter turns the key, 
Then in his dreary mansion slumb'ring waits, 

And slowly, sternly quits it — iho' lor ne. 
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PARODIES OF 



Now ihine the ipirei beneath Ihe pal; moon, 
And thro' the donler Peu« and Silence reign ; 

5«Te where lome fidlet icnpei & drowir tune, 
Or copiiMt bowti inipiie ■ jovial iliain : 

Sare that in jronder eobwet>-maiitIed room, 
Where liei a itudeot in profoond repoie, 

Oppreu'd with ale, wide-nJiiM thro' tbe gloom 
The droning mmic of hit vocal ooM. 

Within those walls, whae thro' the glimm'ring shade 
Appear the pamphlets in a mold'iine heap, 

Each in hit narrow bed till morning laid. 
The peaceful fetlowi of the collie ileep. 

The tinkling bell proclaiming earlji pray'rs, 
Tha DOii; serrants rattling o'ei their head. 

The call* of buinesi, and domestic cares. 

Ne'er roosc ihcM sleepen from their downy bed. 

No (^att'ring female* crowd their social foe. 

No dread have ihey of discord and of strife ; 
UnlmowD Ihe names of hatband and of tiie^ 

Uofelt the plagaei of matiimonial life, 
0(l have tbn bask'd along the tnnnf wall^ 

Oft have Uie benches bow'd beneath thikr w^ht ; 
How jocnnd are tbrii looks when dinner calli 1 

How imoke (be cutlets on thdr crowded plate t 

O, let not Tenp'rance too disdainful bear 
How long our feasts, how kog oar dinners, last : 

Not let the fait with a cont'mplaoiu sneer. 
On these unmairjr'd men teflectioos cast I 

The splendid foitnne and [he beauteous face 
(Tbemielves confess it, and their sires bemoan] 

Too socm are canght by scarlet and by lace : 
Theae sons of Science shine in bladi alone. 



gayet* di 
Where thro' moad Ran^agn'* wide-echoing ranit 
Mclodions Fraii trilli her qnav'ring lay. 

Say, is the sword well suited to the band 7 
Dots tnoider'd coat agree with sable gown ? 

Can Dresden's laces shade a Churchman's hand, 
Oi Leaming't TOt'riet ape the beaux of town 7 

Pcriiapa in these timelotl'ring walls reside 
Some who were once the daiUngt of the fair ; 

Some who of oU could laites and fashions guide, 
CoDtronl the manager and awe the pUy'r. 

But Science now has fill'd their vacant mind 
With Rome's rich iptuli and Troth's exalted view* 

Flr'd them with tnuuoorts of a nobler kind, 
And bade them slight all fenule* — but the Muse. 



on many a lark, high tow'ring to the sky 
Unheard, onheeded, greets th' approach of light ; 



Some rmnre HiBUxa, that with dauntless bteati 
RebelUoa'i lonent shall, like him oppose ; 

Some mate, some thoughtless Hakdwickb here may test, 
Some PiLUAM, dreadful to his coontry's foes. 

From prince and people to command applause, 
'Midst ermin'd peers to guide the high debate 

To shield Britannia's and Religion's laws. 
And steer with steady ooorte the helm of state 



Fate yet forbids ; nor drcnmscribei alone 

Theit ^wing virtues, but their crimes confines j 
Forbids in Freedom's veil t' insult the throne. 

Beneath her mask to hide the worst designs. 
To fill the madding crowd's perverted mind. 

With " Peniiont, Taxes, Marriages, and Jews j " 
Or shut the gates of Heav'n on loit mankind, 

And wrest thdr darling hopes, their future view*. 
Far from the giddy town's tnmultnoas slriTe, 

Thdr wishes yet have never team'd to stray ; 
Content and happy in a single life, 

I'hey keep the noiseless tenor of thdr way, 

Ev'n now, their books from cobTfbs to protect, 

Inclos'd by doors of glass, in Doric style. 
On fluted pillars riis'd, wiih bronics deck'd. 

They claim the passing tribute of a smile- 
Oft are Ihe authors' names, Iho' richly boand. 

Mis-spelt by blundering binders' want of care ; 
And many a catalogue is ilrow'd around, 

To tell th' admiring gnesi what books are there. 

For who, to thoughtless Ignorance a prey. 
Neglects to hold short dalliance with a book? 

Who there but wishet to prolong his stay, 
And on those cases casu a ling'ring k>ok i 

Reponi attract the lawyer's parting eyes. 

Novel* Lord Fopling and Sit Plume require ; 
For songs and plays the voice of Beauty cries. 

And Sense and Nature Grandison desire. 
For thee, who mindful of Ihy lov'd compeen 

Dost in these line* their aniess tales relale. 
If Chance, wiih prying search, in future years. 

Some antiquarian shaU enquire thy fat^ 
Haply some friend may shake his hoaty head 

And say, " Each mom, unchill'd by frost*, he ran, 
" With h-jie ungorter'd, o'er yon InrQ' bed, 

" To reach the chapel ere the psalms began. 
"There, in the arms of that lethargic chair, 

"Which rears its moth-devoured bock *o high, 
" At noon he quaff'd three glasses to the fair, 

" And por'd upon the news with curious eye. 
" Now by (he fire, engag'd in serious talk 

" Or mirthful converse, would he loil'riug stand ; 
" Then in the garden chose a sunny walk, 

"Or launcb'd the polish'd bowl with steady hand ; 
" One mom we miss'd htm at the hour of pray'r, 

" Beude Ihe lire, and on hi* fov'rite green ; 
" Another came, nor ycT within Ihe chair, 

" Nor yet at bowls, nor chapel wa* he seen. 
" The next we beard that in a udghbouring *hir^ 

■' That day to church he led a blushing bride ; 
■■ A nymph, whose snowy vest and maiden fesr 

" Imptov'd her beauly while (he knot was ty'd. 

" Now, by his patron's tioiinleaus cate temov'd, 
" He roves enraptui'd thro' the fields of Kent t 

" Yel, ever mindful of the place he lov'd, 
" Read here (he letter which he lately senL" 

THt Lbtter. 
" Ik rural innocence secure I dwell, 

Alike to Fortune and to Fame unknown : 
Approving Conscience chears my humble cel^ 

And social.QuiM maiki nc liM ItCT omii 
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Next to Hie bicsiingi of Reliekmi Ttntb 
Two giht mj endleai gratitude tagage ; 

A wife — the joy and transport of my jouth. 
Now, with a lOD, the comfoit of my age, 

I Seek not to draw me from this kind retreat. 

Id loftier spheres nnftt. untao^ht to move ; 
Conteot with calm, domestic life, where meet 
The smiles of Frieodship and the sweets of Love." 
FINIS. 

The above is an exact repricl of the vetjr scarce Gnl 
edition of this parody, which wis btoncht ottl bjr the same 
publisher, and within two years, of Gray's "Elegy." It 
wo* published in quarto size, and in type and style closely 
resembled the oci^nal " Elq>y,'* 

"An Evening Contemplation in ■ Coll^ " was written 
hf the Rev. John Duncombe, M. A., of Corpus College, 
Cambiidge, itho was bom in 1730 and died on January 19, 
1786. He was the anihor of several other poems and 
parodies, ndlhei of which obtained the success of the above. 
which has been frequently reprinted. It appears at the end 
of one Dublin edition of Gray's Poems, in l3mo. 1768, aod 
of another printed by William Sleater in 1775, A pralBl 
quarto edition was published in London t^ J. Wheblc in 
1776, nod attributed to "An Oxonian.'' it was also included 
in the collection entitled Tht Qxjori B<i»ugl, and in the 
•econd volume of Tit Bifositary London, 1777. All lhe*e 
reprints contaiD nameroii* veibal alteratioDS from the original 



The next parody, which bears no dale, was probably 
pablisbed only a Uttte later than the above, as it was issued 
in qoaito b the tame general style, and by the same firm. 

NUNNKRY. 



ELEGY. 

In Imitation of the 

ELEGY IN A CHURCH-YARD. 

Sns pittmt tmh* lo,— Cokrxcio. 

Printed for R. and J. Dodslbv, at Tully's-Hiad, Pall- Mall. 
(PrJM Sixpna-I 

Tax NUKNBBT. 
RrriKBHENT'i Hour proclaims the lolUng Bell, 

Each sacred Virgin follows its Decree : 
With meek submission secki her kmely Cell, 

And leaves the gtale to Solilode and me. 

Now shows the sinking san a fainter glare 
And Silence thro' the Convent reigns coofett. 

Save where some paie-ey'd Novice (wrap'd in Ptny'r) 
Heaves a deep gioan, and smiles her guiltless breast 

Save where in artiest melancholy Stiaiiu 

Some £MiiS whom soft Passion moves, 
AbsoTpt in Sorrow to the night complains ; 

For ever bar'd the Aitlatiibt loves. 

Within those ancient wall* by moss o'eispread. 
Where the relenting tinner learns to weep ; 

Each in her narrow Bed till Mid-Dight laid. 
The gentle Daoghlen of Devotion sleep. 



No slings of Conscience goad their easy Breast. 

No unrepented Crimes their iilumbers fright. 
Mo moumnil Dreams invade their peaceful Rest 

Nor shrouded Spectres stalk afore their tight I 



While the deep organ swell'd tt 

Let not the eiy Coquette with Jetl profane. 
Mock thrir veil'd Life and Destiny severe : 

Nor Worldly Beauty with a sneer disdain 
The humble Duties of the Cloyster'd Fair. 

The glist'ning Eye : The half seen Breast of Snow, 
The coral Lip, the clear vermilion Bloom 

Awaits alike th' inexorable Foe, 
The I'athi of Pleasure lew] but to the Tomb. 

Forgive, Ye fair, whom Britsin't Sons admire. 
If This her meanest Bard incur your Blam^ 

While He devotes not to your Praise the Lyr^ 
But to the convent dedicates his Theme. 

Con These partake the sptightly-moriag Dance? 

Or in the Garb of 1,01017 appear ? 
Can These e'er pierce the Lover with a Glance? 

Or grace the Tragic scene with Pity's Tear ? 

Perhaps in this drear Mansion are conlio'd 
Some whose accouiplish'd Beacty coo'd impart 

The toft Desire to the severest Mind, 
And wake to Extacy the throbbing Heart. 

But splendid Ijfe in each Allurement drest 
Attracts Them not, tho' flush'd with yonthhd Bloom ; 

Stem PennoDce chillt the Ardour of their Breast, 
And buriet their Ambition in his Gloom. 

Foil many a Riv'let steals Its senile way 
Unheard, oniasted, by the thirsty Swain, 

Full many a Philomel attunes her Lay, 
And pours her plaintive Melody in vain, 

Ssme vdl'd EliM (like the clouded Snii) 
May here reside inglorious and unknown ) 

Some, like Augutlt, might have rear'd a Sod 
To bless a Nation and adorn a Throne. 



Their Lot forbids : nor doei abne remove 
The Thirst of Praise, but e'en their Vice* ch 

Forbids thro' Folly's Labyrinths to rove. 
And yield to Pleasure the unheeded reins : 

To raise mid Hymen's Joys domeitic Strife, 
Or seek that Converse which They ought to 

To break the saaed Tics of married Life 
And give to many what they vow'd to one. 



Smooth as the Stream, when sleeps th 
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Vet tho' thejr'ie iprinUed wiili ethereal Dew? 

With blooming Wreathi b; Handi of Senphi crown'd T 
Tho' Hea*>n'i etoiul Splcndon bunt [a View? 

And Hupi celeitui to thcit Eai roound ? 

Still cralefnl Hem'iy punti ibe mbiCDt Frieod, 
Not e'oi the World to their Remembrance diet : 

Tbeii Mid-oigfat Oriioiu to HeaT'm uceod 
To itop the Bolt daceDdinc from the Skia. 

For who CDtranc'd, in Vlikmi from iboTC 
The Tboaght of Kindred raiei from the Misd ? 

Fccli in the SodI do warm returning Lore 
For wme endeai'd Companion left behind. 

From Friendihip'i Breail rclDCttol ther withdrew. 

And with a ligb fonook tbdr DUire sir : 
To their Toad Farenti when ihej bed adieu 

Gmh'd from their E^e Ibe lender filial Tear. 

For Thee, who mindfol of th' cnclonter'd Fur 
Do(t in the*e Linci their artlcu Talc relate 

If Chance in diilanl Time'i levotring Year 
Some Idadred Spirit ahall enqoirc thj Fate^ 



" There at the Tomb where EleiM lie*, 

" He'd read Ih' Inicription : and her Fate condole 
" Then in hit BreaM, ai icene* of Grief arise, 

" Sigh the kind Rcqoieni to her gentle loaL 

" Againtt ron Pillar careleu now He'd lean, 
" Smiling al what bii waprard Fancy m<nei : 

" Now dioof^ng, wan, and penuve, won'd be leen 
" Al one abandon'd bj the Pair He lore*. 

•• One mom I miu'd Him in like awcAil Dome 
" Aloif the Iile, and In the Sacriitj i 

" Anothei came, nor yet be»ld« the Tomh, 
" Not at the Font, nor In the Porch wm He. 

" Tke next we heard, which did onr wooder moTt^ 
" He wai deputed to retDro no more, 

" Vet lest the indden change we ihoa'd reprore, 
" These Linet He H ' ' - "^ ^--- -•-_ 



It OS from BritataiU't ihore. 



A Vttlal Fair (Hv Samt I mqni*( v^fM) 
a<u tUinttd in my Brtatt th* rttaiing Dvrt ; 

Wko by rdfntUm vowf, if not eetJna'd, 
Wau'd omt, ptrdiana, a Sya^My t/Mtart 

W» gmnng Faatitn impofMt te ji«H 

Baen Dirattion urg'd m* te rttnat ; 
Nou ai my native rural Horn* I dwiB. 

Wkert Canlen^tion ktrpi *cr lonrfjf Hat 
jMb not (o drflir me from Ikit iHU abode. 

W>itrt tht kind Mu*e» Ic my Aid r^oir. 
And w*m tht Tkougkti ofkafUn Lom wrrotto 

Outk tkt dtep S.>*, and wijn tMt tnddinf Tuw. 
Thii ii riven tromlbe original qoarto i there haTe been 
■uuncfout reptinti, aU conUlniDK coniiacnbk ntiatmu 



Thr darion, Beard,t tli 



from the above, which il woold be alike tedioM and 
neceuarr to enamoate. One vcnloD, and prrlfip ' 
known, U to be fonnd in Hu S^otilory, VoL ■• '. 
1777. 

EUOT 

On the Death of 

"Thi Goakdiah OmnmD.'' I7«4.« 

t ihrin ben riwf 
From the thram'd . _ 

Behind the aeenea the plodding anaffer hia 
And leaves the sl^e to operas and to Am& 

Now strike the glimnMring lunpa npon the ri^t 
And all the boose a sricmn stillness holds. 

Save where the Seaman fiom the Gallerr's height. 
For roast beef bawling the cn'd Fiddler tcMd) t 

Save Ihat in jonder velvd^mantled bat 
A moping Countess to her Grace compluns 

Of macaws, monkejs, pcRoqueta, and ihocki^ 
And losses vtUt and *aittly paltry gaina, 

Bdiind those Togged spikes that 
Where loBefuTFoilos Ue in m_^ ^, 

Each in his narrow line for ever hud 
The embryo cTotcheu of the "Quartan" *lee|ii 

The k>ng. long trill of qnavo'^nturing Btent,t 
■"aBaU ' ■ - 

Ho more shall roue eacb lowtj-slamberiag n 

For these no more a paicnt'i breast shaH bom ; 

His boay fingers ply thdr erening care | 
Poor banlsh'd children 1 never to retom. 

Not thelt own tender dre's a^laue to share 

Oft did the CilT Nymph their sweetness own 
Their force the stubborn sentinel haa broke | 

How joomd did they drive the doll farce down, 
Wlwn wit and sense expir'd without a ji^ I 

Vet let not gtmns mock Iheir nseless ttnl, 
Their transient boooon and their life not loofr 

Not sense bdiold with a disdaiolol smile, 
The short and ainple annalt of a ica^ 

The pomp of Tragedy, expremioo'i power. 
And all that Gairick, aU that Qoin e'er gav^ 

Have found alike tb' inevitable boar. 
And the Fifth Act still led them to tbe grave. 

Fotpve, ye Bards, th' bvdimta^ fault 
If love parental shall no trophies raise, 

Wberc in th' Oicbestra'i low sequestered vaalt 
The coxcomb Fidlei plies his arm for praise. 

Can pen^ve An^ with animated strain. 
Back to its andknee call hi* fleeting Play? 

Can Marie's voke the band of death tettniin. 
Or sooitdng taoDd* pcakmg tbe btai day ? 

Pethana, ere tUs, he many an Opera mad<^ 
Which, though not pregnant with celcUial fir«. 

Might yet, like this, its little night have sway'd. 
And wsk'd to exiacy the living lyre, 

* Ab Optra, wrttUn aad mnpoawl bjr Thomai Anfiiitiaa Ai 
H.D. It WIS utad ai Ooraet wdsa Thsurs, Londoii. sla al| 
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Fidl iDMij ■ book, of pareit jage lerene. 
The big;ti augenUl celli of Giub-itreel beu ; 

Full loutj ■ pam^let Invei Ihe preii unieen, 
Id Mootfieldi daogliDg to the deuit tii. 



Th' >pptai»e or liileiiiiie Boxet to cammaDd, 
Duniutioiri Mia Mta ruin to ditpiie ; 

To icatter ctotcbett o'er & Gdling taod. 
And read their inBuence In > liidy't tftt. 

Their lot forbade ; not citcumicrib'd alone 
Their tuoefnl empite, but theii ptlde oonfin'd. 

Forbade pert NMuenie to unup tiie throne 
Of Taste, and banlih geaiut from maDluud. 

Oft pUfer'd aiit and borrow'd itraini to hide, 
To quench the bluthet of ingenuoui ibaine. 

And feed the bodoeu of a Fidler't pride 
With dull pmeoeet to a Hum'* dame. 

Far from the mercj ««k^ and ruitic ball. 
No Tain pnmiti, their lober wiihei led ; 

Along the itreeti ajid round hit wonhip'i hall 
Ther Krap'd the mmy tenor for their bread i 

Vet (till the blind from intuit to protect. 
Some faitblbl conixt ever wandering nigh. 

With varj'd gnb. and uncouth'd pinner deck'd. 
Implore* the patting tribute with a tigb. 

Her dlttia oft, thoi^h an nnlctter'd H 



For who, to much to gloomineu a ptty, 
Wbo*c *i^l* mntic know) not to advance? 

Or who could litten to her ronndelaj. 
Nor lift one lon^ng, lingering leg to dance? 

On lome tmail air the active bed reiki. 

Some iprightlr Jlg the tprin^ng foot require* } 

E'en to a march the moving tpuiti rice. 
E'en in a miimet wake oar jrodthfdl iia. 



If cbanee, hj lore of Elegy milled. 

Some kindred spirit itiill enquire thy U 



"MW 



" From hi* rent cattock and bit beaver bare. 

" Oft by the tide of joader nodding ftnit 
" That litti it! old fantaitic head lO high, 

" To wait the frequent chiiitening wai he'wODI 
" And frown upon the Clerk that b«bbled by. 

*' Oft in jron pulpit, tmiling ai in icon^ 

"liuttering hi* mieouth doctrine* would he preadb 
" Now droo^ag, woeful, wan, like one btlon, 

" In deep deapali the Hitre'i grace to reach. 



" One mom I mbt'd him at the hour of ptareii 
" In vain I took mj ipectadei to tee ; 

" Hi* wonted lurplice did another wear, 
" Nor in the vestry, nor the detk wat he. 



lIsitB rest) bit bead upon the lap of earth, 
A Curate poor, lo ttitlls uid tytbei unknown i 

No Biihop imit'd upon his humble birth ; 
No Mini*ter e'er matk'd him for his own. 

Bread wat bit only food, hit driuk the brook ; 

So small a salary did bis Rector tend ; 
He leFt his laundress all he had — a book 

He found in Death. 'Iwai all be wish'd — a friend. 



A ClBTaiit PoBT. 

Hire twli hi* head npon Ihe lap of earth 
One ttor to Fortnne nor to Fame nnknown ; 

Fair Science frown'd not on hi* bumble Birth, 
And amooth-toogned Flattery mark'd bim for h 

Large wot hit wiih — in this he vat tiocere. 
Fate did a recompenee at largely tend, 

Gave the poor C r (oar bundred pounds a yew 

And made a dirty minister hi* friend. 

No [nrthor aeek hia deed* lo bring to light 
For, ah I ha offsT'd at Comiplion'i shrioe: 

And baadv strove to waah an £lbiup white. 
While Tenth and Honour bled in every line ! 



Written io Covent-Garden. 
(Printtd htfon \-jfj.} 

St, Pam-'t proctaimt Ihe aotemn midnight boar. 
The wary Cit ilow turn* the matter-key ; 

Ttme-itinted 'prentice* np Lndgaie scour, 
And leave tha atresia to d«rknesa and to me. 



Save thai, at yonder icon-grated tower,* 
The watchmen lo the conitable complain 

Of *uch as, in defiance lo hi* power. 
Molest (heir ancient, solitary reign . 



, Google 



PARODIES OF 



Beneath thoie bntchen ilallf, thM penl-honie sbad^ 
Where rankling offals fret in many a heap. 

Each in his naily itje of garbage laid, 
The dextrons sons of BackhorM slink and tiaep. 

Tb« cheaiful call of " Chajrl jont honour— chair I " 
Rakes drunk and roaring from the Bedford-head, 

Th« oath* of coacbmen squabbling for a bre. 
No more can rooso Ibem from their filthy bed. 

For tbem tha blaziOR linki no looger bum. 
Or bnsy bunten ply their evening care ; 

No Setters watch the muddled Cit's return. 
In hopes some pittance of the prey to shares 

Oft to their subtlety the fob did yield, 
Their cunniDe oft the pocket -string halh broke : 

How in dark alleys bladgeons did they wield I 
How bow'd the wretch beneatb their sturdy stroke f 

Let not Ambition mock their humble toil, 
I'beir vulgar crimes and villainy obscure; 

Nor rich roguet hear with a disdainful smile 
The low and petty knaveries ol the poor. 

The titled villain, and the thief io power. 
The greatest rogue that ever bore a name. 

Await alike tb' inevitable hour : 
The paths of wickedness but lead to shame. 

Nor yon, y« prond ■ impute to these the fault. 
If Justice round their necks the halter fix ; 

If, from the gallows to their kindred vault. 
They ride not pompous in a hearse and six. 

Gives Dot the lordly axe a* sure a fate? 

Are Peers exempt from mouldering into dust 1 
Can all the gilded 'scutcheons of the Great 

Stamp on polluted deeds the name of Just ? 

Beneath the gibbet's self perhaps is laid 
Some heart once pr^nant with infeiual fire ; 

Hands that the sword of Nero might have tway'd. 
And 'midst the carnage tun'd th' exulting Ifre. 

Ambition to their eyes her ample page. 

Rich with such monstrous crimes, did n'er unroll; 
Chill Penury repress'd their native rage. 

And froie the bloody current of the soul. 

Full many a yonth, fit tat each horrid Kene, 
The dark and sooty fines of cbimnie* bear ; 

Full many a rogue is born to cheat unseen. 
And dies unbaog'd for want of proper care. 



>f worth or honesty withstood ; 
Some mute, inglorious Wilmol * bere may rest ; 
Some •■••••■, guiltless of hi* itewaid's blood. 

The votes of venal senates to command. 

The worlhy man's opinion to despise. 
To scatter mischief o'er a Irusiing land. 

And read tbeir curses io a nation's eye*. 

Their lot forbad ; nor circam«crib'd alone 
Thnr groveling fortunes, bni their crimes confin'd ; 

Forbad with libels lo insult the throne. 
And vilify the noblest of mankind. 

• Esrl ot T.ttibutn. 



Th) strogglinj pa-iz* of canseioa* guilt to hide. 
To bid defiance lo all senae of shame ; 

Tbdr bleeding Country's sorrow to deride^ 
And heap fresh fnel on Ssdition's flame ; 

To sncb high crime*, such prodigies of vic^, 
Tbeir vulgar wishes ne'er presam'd to soar : 

Content at wheel-barrow* to cogg the dice. 
Or pick a pocket at a Play-house door. 

Yet e^Bu these humbler vice* to correct. 

Old Tyburn lifts his triple front on high ; 
Bridewell, with bloody whip* and fetter* deck'd. 

Frowns dreadfnl vengeance on the yoooger fry. 
Their name, their years, their birth and parentage, 

(Though doubtful all) the Ord'nary supplies ; 
Points out wbal Gist debauch 'd their tender sge^ 

And with what words each ripen'd &l03 ik%. 



No *onl *o callous but remone may wring; 

No heart *o hard bnl srief may teach lo sigh ; 
Contrition forces heartfelt tears to sprioft 

And melts to leodemess the sternest eye. 



Whom carlain punishment attends, though late ; 
If, when his wretched carcase i* inlen'd. 
Some curious person should enquire hi* fate j 



":f& 



hoai}--hesded Ibief may say, 
ift have i seen bim with his lighted link 
- Guide some unwary stranger cross the wav, 
" And pick hi* pocket on the kennel's brink. 

" Tbste. at the foot of yonder column strelch'd, 
" Where Seven Dials are exalted high, 

" He and bis Hyrmidonl for hour* have walcb'J, 
" And pour'd destruction on eacb paster-by. 

" Hard by yon wall, where not a tamp app^s, 
" Skulking in quest of booty wonld he wait j 

" Now as a beggar shedding artful tears, 
" Now smiting with his cratch *ome bapleM pMe. 

" One nighl I miss'd him at th' accnstom'd place, 
" The seven-faced Pillar and his favourite wall i 

" Another came, nor yet I saw his face ; 
" The post, the crossings, were deserted alL 

" At las', in dismal cert and sad array, 
" Backward up Holbom-bill I saw Mm nunut ; 

" Here you may read (for you can read, you say) 
"His Epitaph io th' Ord'nary's AccoonL" 



HiRB festering rots a queititm pest ol earth. 
To virtue and to honest shame unknown ; 

I.ow.cunning on a dung-bill gave him birth. 
Vice clapp'd her hands, and mark'd him tor her o< 

Quick were bis fingers, and hi* toui was dark j 

In lucky knavery lay all his hope ; 
No pains he spar'd, and seldom miss'd hi* mark. 

So gain'd ('twas what he merited) a rope. 
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I( further ron his Tillaiaie* would know, 

Aad eaauine tmecdola desire to meet, 
Go read tbe itorv ot bis weal and woe. 

Ptioted and told bf Simpson, near The Fleet. 

The exact data of the firti appeaianoe of itiiB and the 
IbllowiDg parody are ddIedowd, bnt tbey were both jd- 
clnd«d in Vol. a o( " 7»» Ripoiitoty; a Stltcl CeOttioit of 
FugOiBt FUui of Wit and HumoMT." Londoo, 1777. 



An Elegy. 

WritUa in WttlmititUr HaU during tht long Vatation. 

(Frintid btf^ 1777.; 

Ths coartl ace ihnt — departed vitxj judge. 
Each creedj lawyer pipes hii doable in ; 

In doleful mood (he >nilori homeward Iradge, 
Aod leaK the hall to litence and to me. 

Now not a barrister attract* the sight. 
And all the dome a soleoin ilillDCsi holds, 

Sa*e at the entrance, where with all her might, 
The Qittan of Apples at the pjiter scolds : 

Sa*e that at IiTes a group of wrangling boys 

At intervals piursne the bounding ball, 
Make Hendeison,* the sludious, &ma their noise. 

When battering down the plaistei from the wall 

From every court, with every virtue crown'd. 
Where many get, and many lose their bread. 

Elsewhere to squabble, puule, and confound, 
Attomies, clerks, and council— all are fled. 

Contending fooli too stubborn to agiee. 
The good fat client (name for ever dear I) 

Tbe long-drawn brief, and sjMii [.stirring fee 
No more, 'till Michaelmas shall seBtTibem here. 

'Tin then no more th' Eiebequer + nymphs shall ran 
To fetch their wigi, and giggling stroke the taiV 

Ot dressy orange-wenches ply their fun 
And offer their commodities to sale. 



Let not droll Peter} look with eyei askew. 
Nor cD*y tbem tbe ptoGti of tbe hall ; 

l.ct him not think that with a spiteful view. 
They mean to diaw the custom from bis itaU. 



Tbe ragged irulU, who, sprats and herrings ay. 
The meanest tioUopa, have a right to live. 

Nor you, ye belles 1 impnte tbe fanlt to these. 
If at the glittering ball they not appear. 

Where music has a tbonsand charms 10 please. 
And with its sweetness almoat wonnds tbe ear. 

Wll Almack, ot ibe goddess at Soho, 
Inlist these misses in their brilliant train, 

Admit them e'en to see tbe puppet-lbow. 
To take one peep and light them out again? 



A tilDkitsaUv. 



Perhaps in their neglected minds were sown 
The seeds of worth fiom Nature's targe supply ; 

The leedi of worth, which might in time have grown. 
And Souiish'd lovely to the ravisb'd eye. 

But the calm sun-shine of a parent's care. 

With one warm ray their bosom's ne'er imprest ; 

lU'Siage drove the wretches 10 despair. 
And check'd each growing virtue of the bieasl. 

Full many a rural las* in Britain's land 

The vile unwarran table brothels hold ; 
Full many a town-bted damsel walks the Rlrand, 

And tracks her beauty for a piece of gold. 

Some ghost of JefFeries will this floor parade. 
Some daring Pettifogger, stem of bron, 

Who might have done due honour to tbe spade, 
Whirl'd tbe lough flail, or gralp'd the paceful plongl 



False pride forbade ; nor to himself alone. 
Confines his views, but to bis son extends ; 

Forbade the youth, lo quirks abeady prone. 
To mind the means, so he could gain tbe cnda. 

Forbade to bind him 'prentice 



Far from the worthy members of Ibe law, 
A rogue in grain, he ever kept aloif ; 

From leam'd bum-bailifls ieam'd bis briefs to diaw. 
And where he could not lind. he coia'd a proof. 

Yet doth this wretch, illiterate as proud. 
With low-lird homage low-lird business meet. 

And pck the pockets of th' unhappy crowd, 

Moor'd m th' Compter, Newgate, and The Fleet, 

Bound by their creditors in durance fast I 
In plaintive muimun they bewail their fate. 

And many an eager, wishful eye they cast. 

Whene'er (he tum-key opes and shuts the gate. 

For who to dull imprisonment a prey. 



" Noi cast one longing, lingering look behind ! " 

Some sharp attorney most the captive hire, 
Whoknowseacbsecret winding of the taws; 

Some previous fees th' attorney will require 
Before he ventures to conduct his cause. 

For you, who traverse up and down thii shrine. 
And lounge and saunter at your wonted rate, 

If in some ^ture chat, with arch design. 
Some wag should ask this Pettifogger's fate ; 

In sneering mood some brother quill may *ay, 
" I've seen him oft at ale-house table sit, 

"Bniihing with diity hands, thecmmbs away, 
" And eye the mutton roasting on the spit. 

" There in tbe inug warm comer of tbe bench, 
" Part ilain'd with grease, and part defil'd with beer 

" His thint with cooling porier would he quench, 
" And bend Us noddle o'er the Gaietteer. 
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" Htrd bf JOB itepa, now ninning u in icom, 
" MattaiDg hU oMbi ud ({aibbla be would (land ; 

" Now bulging dowD hii pile like ope forion, 
''Ai if lome dcead commilment wu >( hand. 



" One mom I miu'd bim in this cuitoio'd ball, 
" And 11 (he Oak.* wheie he was wont to be, 

" His clerk came do*ni, and aniwered to mjr call, 
"But bjr me ttepp'd, hot at ibe Oak wai be. 

" The neil I heard (oh, melancholj tale 1 
" On our pToreMlon was a Toul reptoach [) 

" That he for forgery was coofin'd in jail, 

"AnddriQ>'d (oh, shameful I) ihere without "a coach." 

His Chaiactii, 



Grown old in sin. at no one crime diimaT'd, 

'Caiatt natnie'i cries he arm'd hii calloul heart, 
" For when bis father was lo death cODver'd, 

He growi'd, and damn'd the ilowneu of the cut- 
Jack Ketch, to shew his dutj lo his friend 

Will toon confirm it with the strongest tie ; 
But on such ties what mortal would depend ? 

A Ttygae he liT'd, and like a t<^e he II die. 

Now prett with gnilt, he feels its iharpetl sting, 
Gieal hit transgieisiont, and but small bis hope, 

He gave the Sheriff (all be had 1) a ring. 

He gain'd from justice (all he fear'd :} a rope^ 

No raither seek bis vice* to disclose, 
But leave the culprit to hit dark abode ; 

There let bim rest, till, breaking bis repose. 
The hangman summons him to Tybnm-road. 



An Eleoy wkitthn in St. Stiphbks. 

Gazittes now toll the melancholT koell. 
Of Statesmen fallen from (heir high degree ; 

Whitehead disdain ■ to ring their passing bell. 
And leivei the task to Printers and to me. 

Now fades Ambition's landscape on (he sight, 
Moek-patiiot faces maiki of sadness bold. 

Dire Diiappointment hide* his head in night, 
But Fiction wake) to pen Addresses bold. 

Id rondei stately rook'ry (Biookes's fane) 
Nothing is beard bD( rout and wild uproar i 

Th' affiignted Rooks forsake their wonted teign, 
TMti art tun'i, and httmd ii no more. 

Beneath this dome, where dwells St. Stephen's shade. 
And benches rife in many a veidant bed. 

No seati ire occupied, no motioni made, 
The quondam Ireai'iy Hembcn all are Bed. 

The eaily call of incenie-breathing tool*. 

The Council's lummons (hnnd'ring it their door; 

The Levee's courtly pomp (the pride of fools) 
Shall route ibem from (heir privacy no more. 



■ Hm BoTil C>k, a psbllc-hsoaa ni 



For Oteta no more shall Council dinner* smok^ 
Or Ci(y feasts display (heir sumptuous fare ; 

No needy hangers-on retail each joke. 
No parasites the Bait 'ring smile prepare. 

Some lime they reap'd the harvest of the feais 
Fall many an act they plann'd, debated well ; 

Their chariots rattled thro' Augusta's sdeett. 
And loud they lan^'d, whiUt puUic credit ML 

Vet let not future s(ateamen mock their ti^ 
Their strange connection, and (heii menu obacnte ; 

Nor grandeur look with i disdiinfiil smile, 
Becanse, beside thcii faults, these men were poor. 

Not all the wealth that either lodii brings. 
Not all (hose iiti which fell corruption trie^ 

Can bay the best prerwative of Ki^gt 
To listen to an iDJui'd people's ctie*. 

Nor yon, ye proud, impute to these the blame, 
Tlut mem'ry, o'er their fall, no trophies ruse ; 

Those men had better die wi(hout a name, 
Who merit infamy instead of praise. 

Perhaps, amidst this band, have sunk in night. 

Some hearts once prignant with celestial fire. 
Hands that might well have done their country right. 

Or wak'd to eitacy the Muse's lyre. 
But Science, tho' she ted thdr early youth. 

Beheld her power to politics give way ; 
Accnnt self-int'rest hit! the face of truth 

And party seal assum'd nmivill'd sway. 

Perhaps some Calvin, in whose restless brain 
Things call'd Reform Bills lurk'd, (a ipedout bnxal,) 

Perhaps some Catiline migbt head their train. 
Some Cromwell yet uns(ain'd wi(h legal Mood. 

The vote* of venal Senates to command. 
To break the Constitution's strongest tie* ; 

To seiie the tacied charters of the land, 
And on the ruins of her commerce rii^ 

Their lot forbade, nor circumscrib'd alone 

"Their views tow'id India, but their plots unplann'd. 
Forbad to chain (heir sovereign on his throne 
And ride triumphant o'er th' insulted land. 

Fat from their Monarch's sight, the senate's strife, 
"These madd'aing Paliiots now shall learn lo stay. 

Along the cool sequester'd vale of life 
Unplac'd, unpension'd, unlamented, stray. 



ITriftoa ia a Gnb ttrul Garni, 

Now links the sun within the aiure main, 
The dirty walls assume a darker hue ; 

Each brother Poet racks his muddy brain 
To write fresh stricture* on the figlituig Jim. 

Now the whole house a solemn stillness hohl*. 
Save from the itaiicase head, with noisy tongue, 

My landlady inexorably scolds. 
And with shrill clamour* intempti my song. 



izcdbyGoo<^le 



GRAY'S ELEGY. 



Beneath a heap of ntde watte paper plac'd. 

(Alai that Gnb-«treet Budi >o sogn ihould die !) 
The WTilingi of mv brethren ue diignc'd. 

Or, doom'd to chaadlen-ihopi, neglected lie. 

Fretb nriins, chAonted wilti melodioot vdc^ 
Or Printers' Devili ever hasty Irckd, 

Shall nought avail to make these men rejoice, 
Or rouse those wriliags which to lame are dead. 

Foi the*e no m^e the ceilings shall be swept. 
Or sjriders driven from their dreary dens, 

Who twice ten months have anmolestei} slept 
And brav'd the (otj of sacceediog pern. 

To hiss the varied fictions of each houL. 
Snpreme in judgment, arbiters of wit. 



Delicious (are apart fiom Gilded walls. 

Faint are the joys which Ven'son can bestow, 
Faint is the pleasure Turtle can impart i 

B; rad experience we are taught to know. 
These aching limbs tocceed, with angnisb'd heart 

Nor jou, thrice happy few I whose writings please. 
Contemn the Baid whom Fame disdains to crows. 

Or scorn the wretch, whose vain attempt) to seise 
iSe Lanreit Wreath, are sadly overttuown. 

Can pompons dedication's splendid line. 
Or praises on rich Lords profusely ponred, 

Make Envy her dire qualities resign, 
Or empty fame satiety afford ? 

Perhaps in this sad garret once has lodged 
Some vect'roui Knight, well skill'd to cog the die. 

Who deitrously the Bailiff's oft has dodged, 
Or made the sleepy watchmen nimbly By. 

Some sturdy Humphriet, that vrith brawny fis'ts. 
Well ikill'd in Boxing's scimMte lore. 

Defied the Sons of Israel to the lists. 
And beat their champion till he rose no more. 

Some Peter Pindar here has tun'd his lyre. 
Or some sagacious Pig here leam'd to read ; 

Some Juggler chewed a stone, or swallowed fire [ 
Or here lo eat live cats 'twas first decreed. 

Vet e'en their fame from Malice la defend. 

Unhappy Poets shall essay to write. 
With labour'd lints and verses badly penn'd, 

NVhale'et the God of Dulness may redte, 

Th«r Names and Portraits on the dusty walls. 
With ballads seltii^ forth their high renown. 

In rural colt^^. or servants halls. 
Shall gratify the gaping eonnlry clown. 

For what incurious mind could e'er resign 
The bosv bustling pleasures of the town ; 

Who could the joys of Lmidon e'er decline, 
Unless deierr'd by Poverty's sad frown. 

On some gay scene, by flattering Fancy dress'd. 

The visionary mind stlU loves to dwell ; 
And Sadler's Wells, or Lord Mayor's c>udy vests. 

Delight the village beau, or rustic belle. 



For thee, wbo, mindful of the ScribUer's lot 
Dost in these lines their ill success relate. 

If chance, when in the world thy name's forgot. 
Some kindred Poet iboold enquire thy fate ? 



«1!J, 



n waiter may declare, 
>een him at the hour of ten 
Dg bis coffee, with a mournful air, 
holding sage discourse with learned meiu 



Id yonder box, now moisien'd as with tears. 
Conning H% wayward verses be would sit ; 

Now soota'd with hope, and now depiess'd with fears. 
He pour'd the wild ^hmoos of his wit. 

One mom we misi'd him at the 'cnslom'd place. 
Nor at the bar, nor in the room was he : 

Another came . who had not seen his face, 
In the King's Bench, or Fleet, or Martbabea. 

Him next, io sad procession bnme along, 

We saw ptoeeediog ihtuugh the ehnrchyard'i gloom ; 
Affliction had abridg'd bis mournful song. 

And wrote this sad inscription on his tomb." 



Hbke rests his head, lix feet beneath the earth. 
An hapless youth, lo hunger often known ; 

The Grub-streel Muses frown'd not at his birth. 
But mark'd the scribbling infant for their own. 

Tho' in hit breast eieh virtue made abode, 
The Public never recompensed his lays ; 

Hegave the King — 'twas all he could — an ode — 
The King refns'd his only wish—the Bays. 

No further leek his errors to reveal. 

Or scrutinise his wit with envious eye 
Oblivion's hand hii writings shall conceal. 
And with the Poet all his works shall die. 
From Tke lalerarj/ Xagaiine, and British Bcin'm, 
London, September, 1789. 



WritlinmBarlltny I^iralfivte'tloekinthtmominff. 

The clock bell tolls the hour of early day. 
The lowing herd Iheii Smithfield penance drie. 

The watchman homeward plods bis weary way. 
And leaves the fair — all solitude to me I 

Now the first beams of morning glad the sight, 
And all the air a solemn stillness holds ; 

Save when the sheep dog bays with hoarse affright. 
And brutal droveis pen the anwilling folds. 

Save that where sheltered, or from wind or shower. 

The lock'd out 'prenlice, or fiail nymph complain, 
Of such as, wandering near their secret bower. 
Molest them, sensible in tleep, to pain. 

Beneath those ragged tents — that boarded shade, 
Which late display'd its stores in tempting heaps . 

There, children, dogs, cakes, oysters, all are laid, 
"There guardian of the whole, the master sleeps. 

The busy call of care-begetting morn. 

The well-slept passenger's unheedii^ tread ; 
The showman's clarion, or the echoing horn. 



le them from their lowly bed. 

IJgilizoc by Google 



PARODIES OF 



Perhapi in this neglecled booth i* laid, 
Some head volcanic, oft dijchareing lite I 

Hands — Ihal Ihe rod nf magie lately twajr'd ; 
Toei — that HI nimbly danc'd upon the wire. 

Some clown, or pantaloon — Ihe gaiers' jraC, 
Here, with his train in dirly pageant sIckkI : 

Same (iieJ-out pasture maitei here may reat. 

Some conjuring sworittman — Guiltless of his blood I 

The applause of listening cockney) In command. 
The threats of citjr-manhal to des|rite ; 

To give (lel^ht to nil the grinning tMnd. 
And read their merit in spectators eyes, 

II stilt Iheii boast ; — nor, haply, theirs alone, 
I'liUto't lions (though now dormant laid) 

And human montlers, shall acquire renown. 
The s]H)tied Negio— and the armless maid I 

Peace to the youth who, ilumberine at Ihe Bear, 
Forgets his present lot, his perils past : 

Soon will the crowd again be thronging there. 
To view the man on wild Sombrero cast. 

Careful thnr booths, from insult to protect 
I'hese furl their tapestry, lale erected high ; 

No longer with prodigious pictures deck'd. 
They lempl the pasting youlb't aslonish'd eye. 

But when the day calls forth Ihe belles and beaux. 



To leach ascending strangers — wAere (o jMy. 

Sleep on, ye imps of merriment, sleep on I 
In this khoil respite lo your labouring train i 

And when Ihis time uf annual mirth is gone, 
May ye enjoy, in peace, your hard-earned gain '. 

From Tht iloniiag Chronitlt. 1810. 

Bartholomew (or BiTilemy] Fair, was formerly held in 
Kmiihlield on September 3id, unless thai day fell on a 
Sunday, Of later years it became an intolerable nuisance 
in Ihe city, the shows were discontinued in 1850, and the 

"-' s proclaimed for the lasl lime in 1855. A very 

- - - - - ml of the old customs attending il will be 
"Every Day Book," 






Writlen in Drurg Lam Ttitaln. 

Thg pTomptei rings Ihe lofty curtain down, 
The gaping audience leave the pit with glee^ 

Homeward in troops returns the weaiy town, 
And leaves the house to emptiness and me, 

Now fades each glimmering candle to the «ght. 
And thro' the air a smoky silence ragns. 

Save whtre some lobby hero seeks the f^t. 
And bravely gels a beating for bis pains : 

Save thai to scare Piitia-haunting flocks. 

The moping watchman does in oaths complain, 

Of such as, wandering near his secret box, 
With clamour loud intrude on bis domain. 

Their parts perform'd, behind that curtain's shade. 
Where stretch the scenes in many a mollej beaf^ 

Each in bis humble lodging quiet laid. 
The cborus-singing tribe securely sleep. 



The summons of reheanal-bringine morn. 

The prompter whispering from his wooden shed. 

The trumpet, haultxiy, clarionet, and hotn. 
Shall rouse each man to-morrow from bit bed. 

And yet for them no opera pours ils rhyme ; 

No loud tiicort rewards Ihrir evening care ; 
No children rtm to hail their panlomime. 

Or crowd the ixii, the envied laugh to share. 

As sailors oft Ihey hail'd Britannia's shore ; 

As forty thieves they spum'd Ihe Sultan's yoke ; 
Tbeir shoulders oft Peruvian Rolla bore ; 

How bow'd their beads when mighty Bluebeard tpokc 

Lei not tragedians mock (heit useful toil. 
Their russet boots by hundreds worn before ; 

Nor fashion bear, with a disdainful smile. 
The lowly annals of out Thespian cor^ 



For tragic glory leads but to the grave. 

Nor you, rich actors, lay on these the blame. 
If Iheii poor names no daily journals raise. 

Where, thro' the long-diawa column, bent oa fame. 
The editor resounds the uote of praise. 

Can studied puSs an actor's fame decide. 
Or to a throne a mute attendant carry? 

Can praise give pow'rs that nature has denied. 
Or make Beau Clincber equal to Sir Hairy? 

Perhaps in these neglected ranlcs has stray'd 



Or base lago prov'd a living liar I 

But authors to tbeir eyes their ample plays, 
Rich in line acting parts did never bring ; 

The manager repress'd tliar mental blue. 
And pent them up in chorusses 10 sing. 

Of sonnetlceis, full many a rhyming moon. 
The monthly magazines, unread, contain i 

Full many a joke is cut to die unknown. 
Lost in the echoing dome of Druiy Lone. 

Some unknown Gariicli, with advent'rous wing, 
Clipp'd by the shears of want and melancholy ; 

Some low, inglorious Brabam here any sing, 
Some Betty, guiltless of a nation's folly J 

Th' applause of wondering lioxes to attract. 
Their face engraved in public shops to bomsL 

T' ensure a full box-book whene'er they act. 
And read their history in the Morning foil, 

Tbeir lot forbade : nor ciicumtcrib'd alone, 
Their Blowing talents, but their faults unseen 

T' omit uie author's jest, insert their own 
Or woo the boxes while they slight the scene. 

By mummery the writer's text to bide, 
Tbrir influence o'er Ihe galleries 10 boast, 

Or mar the play, and decency deride. 
With nonsense purchas'd at the muse's cost 

Far from the rattling squares and Fashioned spoil. 
Their small finances rather bade Ibem slay 

In Russell Street, Long Acre, Maillei Court ; 
Convenient spots contiguous to the ptay 1 
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Yel c'cD thete namci from Lethe to protect, 
Some teogthcn'd play-lull Mill erecled there, 

With tetters of all torti and liie* tieck'd, 
Imploiei the pawing tribute of a ttaie t 

Their namei, thor character!, * motley pack i 
Great beroe* Grit, and male attendanta tail ; 

Robber* and lenaton. in red and black, 
To ihow the public how the parts aie cast. 

For who, to careless netuhaJaiut a prey. 
Of (elf- importance Deirer gave one hint, 

Pass'd idly l^ the red IhUs of the d&y. 
Nor caM one look to see bimiclf in print ? 

AmbitioD on oar mimic stage will lise, 

Trueman suiviTCt, vbcn Bunwetl yield* his breath, 
Emilia nTO, when Desdemooa dies ; 

The bleeding captain emulates Macbeth. 

For thee, who mindfal of thy brethren dead. 
Dost in these lines Ihdr useful toils relate, 

If chance by curiosity misled. 
Some gentle critic ihall enquire thy fate. 

Haply the leader of the band may say : 

" OTl have I seen him standing there aloof, 

" Eager to write, at well ai act a play, 
" And wooing Fhcebus frowning on tbe roof. 

" There on the boards he often play'd his part 
"Up to hit ears in business of the stagei 

" He ^'d the bones oft itith aching heart, 
" And trembling, stiore iheii favor to engage; 

" Fronting the audience, in a double mood, 
" Multeiing his dialogue, now bfiih, now sad ; 

" Sometimes, as actor, tolerably good, 
"Always, as bard, intolerably bad. 

" One nighl tbey hi*>'d him in the accnstom'd scene, 
" I thought the play was damn'd — oh, woe is me I 

" Another came, with scarce a pause between, 
"They biss'd again — in doleful plight was he. 

" The third with dirgei due, in sad onay, 
" The prompter's iheep-bell rang our poet's knell, 

" Approach and read (none else will read) the play, 
" If not, the epik^e may do at w>IL" 

Thb EraxKVE, 

Here rests his bead upon prompter's shelf, 

A bard to wisdom and to wit ut)known ; 
Thalia smii'd not on the scribbling eif. 

But gentle dulnest mork'd him tor het own. 
Coy fioro hit suit the Muses tura'd away, 

"A Day in Louden " ill hii toil retjuiles ; 
He gave the town, t'was oil he had — a play ; 

The town denied his only with — nine nights! 
No further seek his writings to deride, 

Net Icy to mend what seotiment has marr'd, 
ObliviDD's veil his comedy shall hide, 

And shioud in night the actor and the bard. 
From Tht BritUh Himrva. Printed in Hambui^ 181B. 

Euov, 
Written at a Chritlma* Ftatl ia Iht country. 
The clock proclaima the welcome dinner hour, 
Tbe gnetts are met — and ev'ry brow unbent. 



Now crowd lbs Cbriatmat daiotiet on tb« sight. 
And *ll tlie toon ia btuh'd in nlence deep ; 

Save where the plates with jarring sounds noite. 
And bnsy jaws a ceaaelesa munnar keep. 

Save that from yonder bench, with hollow gtoaa. 
The faiibful Tray does to himself complain 

Of those that, mindful of tbemselvei alone. 
Allow him not a portion to obtain. 



Where rise the bdnei in many a treaaj b 
Sacb in his easy chair supinely laid. 
The Sons of toil their annual revel keep. 

The forest moaning hollow in the gals ; 

Tbe cold and cheerless winds sarcbarg'd with soow ; 
Tbe headlong torrent rushing down the vale ; 

Compel ibem not their banquet to fotego. 

Foi them no £u-[etchi luxuries are spread, 
Ncr costly Bargnndy their cats b^iles: 

Yet Peace and Plenty at their table-head 
Are seen, wiUi all their family of smiles. 

Oft did Ihey &wt throughout the by-gone year. 
Their looks confirm the Irutti of wbat I say ; 

How patiently they bore their lot severe 1 
How did tbey welcome this auspicious day I 

Oh t let not Lui'iy mock their diet plain, 
Theit flowing can, and toasts of pretty melds : 

Nor titled Pride behold, with proud disdain. 
The poor, but neat, repast, that Labour spreads. 

The crowd, that Ibrms sweet smiling Pleasure's tnin. 
And all that fickle fortune's favours share, 

CmifetB alike tbe iron sway of pain ; 
Tbe paths of power are but the paths of care. 

Nor you, ye rich t account it as a fault, 
Though at their board no chosen wine* are plac'd 

Where the iuspiring quintessence at mall. 
Lull* every sorrow, every care to rest. 



Or claret string the n< 



But these hard time* a cheerless gloom have thronn 
Oer all their smiling prospects of delight ; 

Cbill Penury, with hearl-apalling frowo, 
And hollow eje, now elands before Iheir sight. 

Full ouny a tear bedims Mitfortnne'i eye. 
And, streaming from its source, unseen descends 

Full many a sad and unavailing aigh 
1* breaih'd in i«crat— and with ether bltnds. 

Some unknown Howard, that, with pity Emit, 
Has oft explor'd Affliction's sad retreat ; 

Some poor nnhonour'd Nelson here may sit ; 
Some Butns, that sing* and atr'jgglee with his U,:e. 
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Th' Applanie of jollf lopen to obtain. 

At teaiti to cnck a botlla with Lord May'r ; 
To aconr tb« watch along lome dirly lute. 
And read with lond huiias tha midoight air, 

Fortnoe forbids. — Nor circnmacriba* alone 
Tbdr pleunres, but their aornms too confine*; 

Forbida in private ladly to bemoan 
The goat and all tbe ilia debauch combine! ; 

The treich'ron* perfidy of Mends to prove. 
To Ion at clay a foiitiiie, madty driven ; 

Or, tor tome looie-rob'd wanloo strampet't lore. 
Ritk life, and all their fature hopes of hear'n. 

Far tmm the hamlet, where their fathers grew. 
The SODS have never wish'd nor sought to stray ; 

Fortnna their hamble dwelling never knew. 
And Science there ne'er thed her piercing ray. 

Tet, e'en their welcome holiday they keep, 
A emile of pleainre spaikles in their ^'ea ; 

Dreit in thur Sunday's anita, and drinkbg deep. 
They draw the imile and pity of the wise. 

Their wants, their woes, withoot diq^niie made known. 

The void, in conversation ail mpply : 
And many saving maxims are laid down. 

That teach the poor, lank hnnger to defy. 

For who, to pennn and ^sT a prey. 
At Chrisimas-lide no signs of pleasure showa? 

Flies from 'he scenes of happiness away. 
Nor casts one wiitful glaiice where plenty Qow* ? 

At that glad time the face in smiles is drest, 

And ev'ry honest heart around is gay ; 
E'en the poor lab'ror stiivea to have a f^t, 

B.'en the sad widow wipes her tears away. 

For thee who, mindful of this festal day. 
Dost try in rhyme its pleasures to relate. 
If chance, when Reason shall r^ain ber away, 
Some boon companion shoald enquire Iby fate. 



"There in yon Aream, that slowly wanders down 
The silent vale, remote from care and slrifa. 

His listless length at midnight honr was thrown, 
And 'scap'd, by chance, with scarce a sign of life. 



"That mom we miased him ope bis cottage door, 
Within the bam. and on the bowling green; 

Aootfaer fill'd his chur at dinner honr : 
Nor at the sports, nor ale.hoase was he seen. 

" At night, by frirmds and neighbours homeward borne, 
We saw him pillow'd on the couch of rest, 

Approach and hear hia faithful Mary mourn, 
And mark the tbrobbings of Ibe aoiioua breast." 



Cold poverty presided at his birth, 
And ever dnca baa marh'd him br her own. 

Large were the dranghu he qoaflfd, W puiien driv'n. 
And reason's power was lost amid the dow j 

Ha gave his sorrow to the winds of hsKveo, 
And anatch'd a abort oblivion to hia woei 

Ho farther seek his fraiities to disclcaL 
Or tell each little failing of his lib. 

Here they, foi^ot in silence, should r sp oee— 
The bosom of his confidant and wib; 

From The FUatmra of Satvn; or, a< autrmtofBunt 
Lift. With eOa- Foima. By David Carer. London i 
Vernon and Hood. iSoj. 

(D. Carey also published ■ ■ Reign of Fancy, with Lyrical 
Tales," 1S04. •' Craig Phadrtc ; VisianB of SensibUitr 
with Legendary Tales." Printed at Invameas lor the 
Author, 8vo., 1811. Carey was the SOD of a manufacturer 
in Arbroath, Forfarabire, when ha was boin In 1781. He 
edited T^ iHvrnmt Jauntal for five yean, and died U 
Arbroath, Octobn ^ih, 1824.) 



Eliciac Stanias, 

0»ritiimitg4UD;>^rfk.lkreivh*mAIUf bt Loudou, fn 
a BaU <U Lsdy Duk-l. 

TBI Watchman drawls tbe hour of dawning day. 
The breakout booth is set vrilh smoking tea. 

The dancera homeward wind their weaiy way, 
And i«Bv«(hn aitwMa to ojoming and to me. 



And leave the streets tc 
Now brighter beams npon the pavement dart 

Though yet a gen'ral silence holds the air. 
Save where some gard'ner drives his Mrly can. 

Or drowsy milkmen clank along tbe aqnan ! 

Save that, disguised with liqoor and with pnint. 
The Iraigile fair complains of eoue nrishap. 

From rough patroles, who, stem and nngalJanl, 
Molest her chill and solitary nap. 

Beneath these humble roofs, theee broken tile*, 

Blovrn from their lay'rs when April winds wen bifh 
On beds uDcnrtain'd, and in crowded files. 

This narrow alley's lab'ring tenants tie. 
The pealing knocker at the pompon* porch, 

Tbe fretful gabble of tha elbow'd guest, 
Tbn clattering carriage, or the flaring torch, 

Has never robb'd them of Uwir lowly rest. 

For them no dame shall plan the brilliant ball. 

Nor Mr. Speaker ply his evening care : 
No lacqueys bow before them through the hall 

Nor scream tbeii title* up the crowded stair. 
Oft does the dray their sturdy strength invito 

Their harden'd hand* oft haul the stubborn rope - 
How jocund do they shut tbeir abop* at night I 

How smirk tbeir chins benaalh tbe Snnday soap ' 



The early hours of (hat udpolish'd brood. 



• Loni: Pal* WslUilay, Eh, , 1 
eoUoiMd by Lord Bttoo In Bob 
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Lord UomlDcton, thos 
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Thepompof lii'tiaand the vhirt of wheals. 
And all that Hobr,t all thai Dyde { e'er gam, 

ATe random to;* ibal Fortnne blindly deal*, — 
Grave to the fool, bat fboliab to the grave. 



,. .jr them no rapt'roaa pUndila raiie ; 

While in the bniz of many a (cented room, 
Yoor voice, yoar dancing anell (he note of prain. 

Can animating reel, or melting walti, 
Teacb yon to thread the giddier maia of life 7 

Can D'Egnlle'a skill redeem one *tep when £alw ? 
Or Cramer Inll the jar* of man ana wife ? 

Perhapi in tod dark garret may repose 
Eyes, ofuir Caitlereagh' a celestial fire; 

Hands that, like CoDgrere'a, had conanmed oar foes. 
Or iwept, like Soatbey'a, o'er the Uoreat lyre ; 



d nipp'd tbe teniler flow'reti of the soul. 

Foil many a Lnttrell's mental ray serene 
The iride oncnlttired bog* of Erin bear : 

Foil many a Hope i* bom to blaah □□seen, 
(^ waste her fcweetnesi at a villa{[e lair. 

Some namelea* Ward, wboee muter-wit reprew'd 
The alebonse patHol'* dull disloyal arts. 

Some bright tintoasted Hertford here may rest — 
Some Jersey, gnitiless of our broken hearts. 

The Momine Post'* af^Utue to bear away. 
To tease the envioas mob of aping citi, 

To scatter plenty at a feU emit, 
To learn of Statesmen, and to live with wits, 

Tbeir lot forbade : a power supremely wi*e 
Their fate, their ^uibion, ana their faults confin'd : 

Forbade, to deal destruction with their eyes, 
And ihut tbe gate* of mercy en ■Miiiiii ; 

Tbe modeat throes of stmnling tratb to bide. 
To qoeocb the bluihet M ingeaious ihame. 

To vie with demirep* in paint and pride. 
And swell the calendar of enl fame. 

Far &om St. James's, far &om all the Square*, 

Tbeir vnlgai footstepa never learn'd to stray ; 
About St. Martm's Lane, or Lambeth Stairs, 

Thej keep the noisy tenor of tbeir way. 
Yet, tbat ev'n these toay taate tbmr due delight^ 

Some Bveoiog Tea-garden with holly lence, 
From caion'd qnisies, and from flonnce-cloak'd 
frights. 

Obuini the tribnte o( tbeir eighteen pence. 
Their cake*, their ate, brought by a tidy maid, 

The place of venison and champagne scpply : 
And cocks and hens are clipp'd from yew-tree shad^ 

That meet their taate for raral scenery. 
For who, in Nature's favourite month of Tune, 

Seeks not the velvet of tome verdant sod t 
Feels the warm ray of Snnday afiemoon, 

Nm caats otM rMtless, roving took abroad 1 
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For thee, wbo, mindfiil of a friendless race; 

Doet in these rhymes their little live* define. 
If chance, when y^rs have sped their eileoi pace. 

Some kindred spirit *ball enquire of thine. 

Haply, some gentle dowager may say, — 
" Oft have we seen him at tbe peep of dawn, 

"Kicking from painted floor* the chalk away, 
" While sleepy cbaperoD* would sit and yawn. 

" There, where the Palace fronts St. James's Street, 
" And rears its old fantastic tow'rs so high, 

"The rattling carriages he loved to meet, 
" And gossip with the (oik that babbled by. 



" One mom I miss'd him in th' accuitom'd walk* 
" jUong the Park, and near hi* bv'rite Ueea ; 

" At night he sate not in my opera boi, 
" Nor came to sup at Lady ■■'«. 

Next mom I beard that, just two days before. 
With a loved bride from busy Town he went i 

Sit down with patience a few moment* more^ 
And read a tetter that be lately sent : 

Thb Lbttbb. 

Here live*, retired from all the haunt* of men, 
A youth, to Fortune and to Fame iintuiown : 

The mnses frown'd cot on his early pen, 
Bnt DiBapp<HQtment mark'd him for her own. 

His heart was warm, and bis ambition high, 
But Heav'n decreed a aafer, iiiller life : 

He gave to pomp and pow'r a parting sigh : 
He gain'o from Heav'n a hni and bithfol wife. 

No farther seek his merit* to disclose. 
Nor wake his wishes for a world fo^ot : 

Here, in bis rustic home he finds repose. 
And love and letters bless tus lonely coL 

Prom PviMiiMMu FatOMis and etktr Futa, compoMd by 
teieral of our most celebrated Poets. London. John 
Uiller, 35, Bow Street 1814. 



Thb Last of 1 



Thb Chancellor hat pMsed the siera decree. 
The daily press rinqi* out the doleful Imell, 

Warning each old adventurer, that tie 
Must now of Lotteries take a la*l farewell I 



Swearing they ne'er sliall print another hill, 
Wtien thoee for whom tfuypuSii are thaafufii out. 

O Fred'rick Robinson, tbon man of death I 
Our scanty pittance why shoold you begrodge it ? 

Why — oil t why thus in dungeon stop our breaiti, 
And shut u* cruelly (rom oat thj bodget I 
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What wu it Bseni'd oSeanve in thino eyes, 
And ^n Ibine act a plaasible preleoce ? 

Sat— didtl thou think the telling a largi fria 
Wu in ilMlf a atital(,Sm<x ? 

Whatever be the canie, the effect ia sad : 
Since thou mnsl clou his i*ell-kDOWD Inckjr wicket, 

Bitk. oar LeviathoD, is gODe hal( mad, 
And looks as dismal a* « blank-drawn ticket. 

Cttrral — alas \ bis carols, turned to sigbt, 
Seam to his cheerful name to give the lie ; 

Haard. with fear otdiath before his eyes 
Declaret he'll stand the "hatard oftht dit." 

Swift, of Ihe Pouitn; loo, i» ill at ease. 

His grief breaks forth ia Ibis pathetic swell— 

I go to pine on wretched bread and cheese, 
Tor, ab I to fsnUty 1 must bid farewell I " 



Marliit complains bis rarad flight is checked. 
And doth the ruin of hi* house deplore, 

Wond'ring (hat marlines nests don't claim respect, 
As thej were wont to do in times of yore. 

Rick*rdi«n says the world will teem with crime*. 
And woe and misery pervade the state ; 

For what can prosper in those hapless times, 
When Good'liitii is proscribed, and ont of date? 

The mb of death encircles J. D. Wdib. 

The common rain on him too hath landed i 
Him, too, man reach this melancholy abb. 

And all the fortunes of the Strmd be ttraititd. 

Piidag, who did hit corner mach enjoy. 

Saya, while he contemplates the prospect dim, 
*' How oft I've ImKg oat my gay blue-coal boy — 

Now I mast Im; myseU instead of him I 

Happily, next year, some friend shall say and weep, 
As np CenkiU he takes his lonely way — 

" Where are the katvisti which I used to rmf. 
Beneath the sickle of each drawing day t 

" Ah t where is SifwrigM ? where is Eyton now ? 

Where are the placttfds, which so lately told 
Th« dastering congregation when and hew 

Tbe thirty tbuosands were all shared and sold ? 

"Where dwell activity there reigneth %\.oam : 
Uy well-known friends have lost their public rank ; 

The LeIUrt hat pais'd into the tomb. 
And left the world an anivertal blank." 

Fran) Tkt LiUrtij GautU. 



An El.EGy, 
Writttn in ihe King't BmA Priton. 

The lumkey rinn Ihe bell for thnlting oul. 

The visitor wdbs slowly to the gale ; 
The debtor chnm-watd hastes in idle rout, 

And leaves the Bench to darkness, me, and fate. 

Now fades the high-spiked wall upon the sight. 

And all Ihe space a ulent ur assume* 1 
Save where some drunkard from the Bnce* takes Bight, 

And diowsy converse lulls the diitaol rooms. 

■ A sort at undar Up, In th* iDUrlor at tbe Bnch. In wlilab porter 
Mid bj tlia Butborlij' ol tba manhsl. to (b< dabtors. ■ 



Save that from yonder Strong Room,* close confined. 
Some noisy Wight does to ihe night complain. 

Of Mister Jones, the marshal, who, unkind 
Has, by a week's conSuemeDl, dieck'd his ragn. 

Within those slrong-bailt walU, down that {>arade. 
Where lie ihe stoaei all paved in order fair, 

Each in his narrow room by bailiffs laid. 
The new-made pris'nen o'er their caption swear. 

The gentle morning bastle of lh«r trad^ 
The 'prentice, from the garret overhead. 

The dapper thopman, or the busy maid. 
Will never here arouse them from their bed. 

For Ihem no poliih'd Rumfordi here shall bum, 
Nor wife uxorious ply her eveniog care ; 

No children run to lisp their dad's retam. 
Or climb his knees, Ihe sugar-plums to share. 

Oft did Ihe creditor to th^ promise yield. 
As often they thai solemn promise broke ; 

How jocund did they drive the duns afield t 
'Till nick'd at last within the bailia's yoke I 

Let not ambition mock their heedless fale. 



The short insolvent annals of Ihe debtor. 

The boasi of hentdiy, Ihe pomp of pow'r. 
All wealth procures, ils being to entrench. 

Await alike the writ's appointed hour : 
The paths of spendthrifts lead but to the Bench. 

Nor you, ye proud, impute to these Ihe fault. 
That they are here, and not at large tike you. 

Thai the* have bills at tailor's, and wine vault 
Bills thai, alas ! have long been overdue. 

Can storj gay, or animated tale. 

Back from this maasion bid us freely run ? 

Can honour's voice o'er creditors prevul, 
Or flati'ry soothe the dull cold ear of Dun ? 

Perhaps in this coafined retreat is shut 
Some heart, to make a splash once all on fire : 

Skill, that might Hobhoase to the rout have put. 
Or loyally play'd Doclor Soalhey's lyre. 

But prudence to ihdr eyes bet careful page. 
Rich in pounds, ihillings, pence, did neeranroIL 

Stem creditors repress'd Ibnr noble rage. 
And frose the genial current of their souL 

Full many a blood, in fashion an adept. 
The dark, lone rooms of spunging-bouses besr 

Full many a fair is bom to bloom unkepl. 
And waste her sweetness, none know how or where. 

Some cockney Petersham, that with whisker'd cheek 
Once moved in Bond Street, Rotten Row, Fall Mall, 

Some humble Mrs. Clarket for rest may seek, 
Seme Burdett, guiltless quite of speaking well 

The spplaoses of admiring mobs to gain 
To be lo threats of ruin, prison, lost i 

To see thev have not spent their cash in vain. 
And read Iheir triumph in tbe Homing Post. 



A soUtary plM of coBOBaBSiit t« iBoh as brssk tbi ralM of Um 
Mn. Kir/ Anna Ouks, BriHisSS of (^ I»ks of Tork. 
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ThMi lol (brbwlfl; 

Their Rowing foUic*, tml IhemielTa CMifincd ; 

The b«lia erimly (died Ihem fw hit own. 
And inmkeTi doted the gales on (hem bdUnd. 

The itiu^liDg paHEt of contdoni tnith to bidc^ 
To quench the blaihci of ingenoont thMne, 

The Kuig't Bench leiriblj pulli down ooi pride 
For high tn lowljr bocn, 'tu all the tune. 

Fu ftom the citT'i mad ignoUe ttrife 
Ther itill letam an cagei with to itraj' ; 

The; Date thii coot leqnetlei'd mode of life. 
And wish at libot; to woik their way. 

And on thote walli thit ttiU from dnoi protect 
Thote fire-proof wallt, lo mongl; boilE and hi^ 

With ttncoutb ihTinei and mii-tpell venei declc'd, 
Tb^ atk the patting tribote of a ti^ 



Their nunes, their yean, writ liy tfa' i 
The place of fame and brait pUte fill np well; 

And many a lawra't too the itranget vicwt 
With pioui withei he may |[0 to hell. 

Foi who, to dumb forgetfniDett a prer. 
Hit pleatine anxioui liberty reiign d. 

To Banco Regit bent hit dreary way. 

Nor cait one longing littering look behind. 

On tome one out, the prisonei still relies. 
Some one to yield him comfort, be reqaira ; 

E'eo from the Beoch the voice of natnre dies, 
I'en though impfiton'd, glow our wonted flrei. 

for thee, who, mindful of the debtor's doom, 
DotI in Ihetc line* their hapless state relat* ; 

If chance by writ oi cafus hither come. 
Some kindred spirit may inquire thy Me. 



" Where Dmiy Lane erects its well-known head. 
And CoTcnt Garden lifts its domes on hi^ 

Moroing and noon and night we found him Bed, 
Hoit snugly poring on us passing by. 

' On Simdays, ever smiling at in tcom. 
Patting our houses, he would tnldly rove ; 

We gave his case np as of one forlorn, 
And for his person pined in bopelest lore. 



"One moiD we track'd him near Ih' Mcottom'd spot 
Aloi% the Strand, and by hit favourite the — 

ADOtber came ; yet still we cai^t him not. 

Bat OD the third, we nabb'd a yooth, — 'twa« b& 

" The next, with warrant dne, ure btongbt our man, 
Sn>^ to die Bench, here all the way irom town, 



Tub Wairant. 

Hhk rests bit head, in "seventeen" and one, 
A youth to fortune and lo fame well-known. 

Bnt tradetaen Rutied and began to dun. 
And Mister SherifT marked bim for bis own. 



No further seek bit dtnngs to disclose. 
Or draw bit follies from this dull abode, 

(Here be'U at all events three months repote], 
Tb' Intolvent Act may open then a road. 

This Parody was published anonymoiulyb a little work, 
sititled, "Pritan Tkoughtt," by a Collecian. London, 
John Lowndes. 1811. It wal afterwards reprinted in "JI>Dtnfa 
in London, 01 Day and Night Scenes in the Metropolis," by 
George Smeeton, which was niblished about 1S38. In tb& 
it it taid that the above Parody of Graj's Ete^ was written 
by a fivonrite dtanatist, but it does not give hit name. 



Another parody, with a. somewhat similai dtle^ 
waa published, in qtiaito, in 1790, of which the 
following is an exact reprint, omitting an advertise- 
ment.a list of subscribers, a dedication to Sir 
Mattin Stapylton Bart, and some raAer tedious 
foot notes : — 

AN ELEGY. 

Jn Jmitatien if Qr«)l, 

Written in 

The King's Bbhcb ritisoN. 

By A HiMoa. 

Printed for the Antboi 1 and lold by K. Lea, Greek Street. 
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The ml* crier rings hit nightly kndl. 
The wuling guest departs his weaiy way. 

And hears with joy the lonely Prison-bell, 
Nor withes with bit wretched friend to stay. 

Now reit the noity racket-playing cry. 
And rattling baUi against the dreary wall i 

To them sucked the ruin-hurling die. 
And bawling Potmen's never ceasing call 

Within these narrow cells, in durance vite. 
Where lurid Vengeance holds its baleful re^n. 

Where awful Ruin hovers 'round the fnle, 
Tb' ingloriout captives ev'ry grief nastuL 

The breety call of incense-breathine mom 
Civet not its wonted joy unto their shed, 

The cock's shrill clarion, or the echoing bMn 
No more entices from their lowly bed. 

Here dwelli the nttic, who with thoughtleti leal 
The petty (yranf of Mi fields defied, 

Doom'd, n some lordly Villain's frown, to feel 
The tedious malice of hard- hearted I^ide. 

Here too, m long captivity remun 
Tbe hardy warrior, and the nobly brave. 

Who dar*d their Cooniiy'i battles to luitain 
Their honor'd Country's LiBi»y to lave 

But oh t det]^ not their ignoble Iful, 
Their lots of Liberty and Life obscure. 

Nor proudly hear with a disdainful smile 
The dull complaint of tbe imprison'd poor. 
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Not ev'n nn VilTUS's ncied naroe defend ; 

fat round Ibe epod, tnd near the bad await, 
The one t'afflict, the other to amend, 

The never-failing minisier* of Fate 



Fcrbapt within thii lad abode mar pine, 
A heart once pnegnanl with Celestial 6n, 

Sonli, that to warlike deedi do still incline. 
And hand*, that ttill might wake tbe Iii4ng l^re : 

Bnl liberlv to them, br cruel fate, 
Ii now denied the panting heart to warm ; 

Chill Penan confinei their low estate. 
And Life s to them devoid of ev'ijr chaim. 



Within these hated walls < 
With patience drink the Utter drty* of Lilt, 
And the diie load of miseiy luitain. 

Thdr hopes, their wishes, and the chance of hte. 
The place of cerlsintr, or troth snpplv; 

Thejr still would triDm|:Ji o'er the proud one's hate, 
Nor jet despuring wildljr wish to die. 



rs of SvtlFATHV each w 

Bnl here, entomb'd within this living grave. 

Too man; link beneath their wretched fate. 
No more have Friends iiie pUating fow'r to sav^ 

And loDg-deliy'd assistance comes too late. 

VHiiJe some, alas 1 n^lected b; each fiiend. 
The world desptting, b; tbe world forgot, 

Wilh jovial riot Ibnr doll hours defend. 

And drown with sparkling wine their hapless lot. 

The mmptnoui feast, and ev'ry sensual jov, 



AdVise bPkison, venial faults K 

Snt Ah I Iher little know the aniiooi earc^ 
And less the danger which snch schools attend. 

Can pmdent maxims to a amsdous mind 
Supply the place of Ilo>o>'s gentler nnji 

Or can the dear-bonght knowledge of mankind 
The loss of ViKTUB's gen'rons flame repaj ? 

Manj, by fond credulity betray'd. 
Their happintM on other's Amor stake ; 

The faithless friends the annj law* evade. 
And honest friendship suBers for the rake. 

Tbe sober citiien, whose hard-eam'd wealth. 

Is lost by sad vidssilnde of trade. 
With heartfelt sorrow imdennines his health 

While Prudent Friends hi* lone* still upbraid. 



The blooming Partner of his marriage bed. 
Adds Jealous anguish to his wretched care. 

For thee, who mindful of thy own mischanM, 
Dost in these lines an artless tale relate ; 

Some kiodred (pirit, or some friend perchance. 
In future time* may monm thy hapless fate. 

And when wilh dirges due, in sad array. 

Slow thro' the church-way path thy corpse be bon^ 
Ubt these few lines compose the parting lay, 

Grav'd on a stone beneath an aged thorn 

Tm EfitapHi 
Here rest his cares within the friendly earth, 

A Youth io fortune and to tame unknown ; 
Some Daemon frown'd opon hi* bumble tdrth. 

And cheerlet* mis'iy marked bim for her own. 

When youthful, virtues glow'd within his breast, 
AUui'd by Passion, by Example led, 

Wilh FnlU'i i-hiMrm hf Inn winnlv nriy 



But soon lucceed these pleasures of the town, 
Th' unfeeling persecution of the pnnid. 

With black misfortune's sad terrific frown. 
And hard neglect of the anthinldng crowd. 

Deserted by his friends, by all mankind, 
With silent anguish long be moom'd his fate. 

With joyful hope his willing breaU retign'd 
In expectation of an happier stale. 

Around his grave the cypress wreath entwln^ 
The Yew Tree's shade shall add its solemn ^oom | 

Tbe lender fair to pity will incline. 
And drop a tear upon his early Tomb. 



Epitaph oh a Late Administbation. 

Hub rest th^ Heads in Power's and Honour's giav^ 
A band to Fortune and to Fame unknown ; 

Fair Sdence never smil'd on their coneUve, 
And Scorn and Weakness mark'd them for their own. 



From 3V Morning CKrtnid* (London). Jan. i^ iSii. 



An Elect in a Londom Ckurchtau). 
Great Tom now sounds the dose of busy day. 

The weary dray horse rests from labour fre^ 
From town, till morn, the merchant speed* Ids way. 

And London leave* to tDmnlt and to m& 
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How dan tmeilrid glimmer thnincli fch (tceet, 
TlkTo' bU the kii a din confot'd it ipread, 

S*Te where perchance ionic liil'idng crowd yoa mei 
By nithtty tooplm' tb-un diuxwdut led ; 



The old nighl-guatdiui lelU hu wonted 
Or Bind b; oulrage dite to timely tt±i. 
Make* hit loud rettle loimd upon the gale. 

On cobblet'i itall, or (crccn'd br friendly *bed, 
Fnll many a maid once brealbN] ber airily woei ; 

Yet here from chill miifortmie ever fled, 
Hie honieleu wand'ren of the *ueel repoae. 

The DOily call of Smilhiicld'l early train. 
The >w«ep'> (hiill matins from the chimney itack, 

Th* dniiman'i bell, oi post-boy'i piping itrain, 
No more ihall call thdr Seeting ipriu baclc 



a fbreit oak of itately li 



So«e latent WkiH, who np the scaffold high, 
Obedfent hasten'd to the bricklay'n call : 

Soow poor harmonic Tinker here may lie. 
Some Statesman guiltleM of iat coimtiy'i fall. 

The Virtnoao's praises to commind, 
Tlw aool to lift with transports to the skie^ 



Tbtir lot forbade : — nor yet dkl fortnne frown, 
Bat equally their rrimei and fame confin'd ; 

Focbade to wade ihco' folly to renown 
And gain the execration of mankind. 



'•ButUiwwit 

"To gMO hi 



*■ Thcie, la tbc midway r^^o of the i^ 
" Where Critics oft their arts malignant plj, 

" Neat to the orchestra, sedate he'd sit, 
" And pore npou the scene with cnrioiu eyc; 

" Beneath yon elm, that each new loit'ier wooes, 
" He lov'd to sit, absorbed in ^nsiDgt deep ;' 

" Then nn the Green- Park, or by Chelsea-Hews, 
* He'd briskly run ; or, tir'd, would ilowljcrcep. 



"Nor in the ^t, box, nor gallery, was bs" 

" The next in dreary hearse, with sad array, 

■■ Slow to th' uDcypieit'd church-nrd he was borne, 

" Anroach and read (if thoa hast time) the lay, 
"GiST'dMi the stone, that no provd lit* adorn." 



Hsu rests his head upon « folio terse. 



Ltatf hit editfami^ but his readers few ; 

Pate did a recompence as largely send, 
Hb irisely bads to Booksellers adien. 

And (in their stead) each C~ " ~ ' 

No longer now palM np in nseleu ttat^ 



From nt Mominff Fetl and 

Tbonday, November iS, tjff 



Nkjrtly Tbouokts in tmi Tihplb. 

St. Doxstam's bells proclaim departing day, 
The weary hacks slow drag the axte-Mc, 

The 'prentice homeward rons his hastr way. 
And leaves the Town to dnlness and to me. 



Within tboae gates that iron strong has made. 
Where rooms a'ti rooms aiiie in many a beaf^ 

Each in his chamber on a pllow laid. 
The law-kam'd Benchers of the Temple sleqk 

The bteeiy call of incmse-breathing DKxn, 
The iwulow twitt'ring &om the straw-bnllt bIn^ 

The lens's trumpet, or the postman's horn 

No more shall roose them from thdi feather bad. 

In them no more the mnse'i fire shall bom. 
Or meta^ysics be their ev'ning care ; 

No school-boy's classic triumphs shall retnm, 
Or dnlness pine the envied praise to share. 

Oft did the grammar to their patience vicM. 

The La&n oft and sinbboni Greek tVT ipoka t 
How jocnnd Ued tbm to the cricket field I 

How dew the ball More their study sirake I 

Let not a Wakefield mock their plodding toll. 



The boast of critic skill may worms deron; 

And all that stndy, all that wit e'er gav« 
Await alike th' inevitable hour : 

The backs of Russia etuoot always sav« 
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Not foa, ye fuu'd, impute tn iheM the fult 
If leuning o'er (how (bcUei no Toliimei nite, 

Where oft the book-collector lovet to halt 
And LukiDgtoo ■ jet *weUi with hii own pndie. 



!i' expended ii 
Can honour'! voice eneiee the printei'i tnitt, 
Or flat'ry looth the dull, cold dct>toi'i room ? 



Some hearti once pregnuit with cele«tial fire ; 

Hindi that the rod of 'IlieipU might ha<re iway'^ 

Ot wak'd the modem Piodat'* langhinK lyie> 



The briefleia bag to 
Vet man; a Lovei'i born to ligh unicen, 
Or waite hii rhet'ric on Ih' obdutite bit. 

Some Nuh, that hui alike with dauntlai bteut 
The liltle tyrant, or the great withstood 

Some mute, inglorioai Eiikiue there may ml ; 
Some Scott, oe'ei thinling for a patriot'! blood. 

to gain 

To icatter pamphlets o'er iheii native land, 
And read thnr praiiei from a foreign pen. 

Their lot forbade ; nor eiTcumKiib'd alone 
Thdr growing merit, but iheir faulit conGn'd t 

Forbade lo raiie the persecutor'! throne. 
And ihul the gala of freedom on the mind. 

The gentle charmi of Christian truth to hide. 
To wake her bluibn of iugenuoaa ibame^ 

lleapinE the shrine of bigotry aod pride, 
With incense kindled at hei sacred flam& 



Far from the wianclit^ Bar's high purchat'd itiif^ 

On a back teat tnqr mark the wotdv fray : 
Along the circuit to tne vale of life. 



lliey keep the nois<le» tenor of thdi way. 

Yet e'en their beads from eave-dropi to protect 
Some frail nmhKlla still upheld on high 

The uncouth wig. as Clondeiley ShOTelTi deck'd. 
Declare a councillor a patting by. 

Their oBmei, their yean, tpelt falsely io the nem. 
The place of fame and Marlborough lupply j 

And many a line aionnd the Printer itrewi, 
That leach how Barritten may wed aod die. 

Sut who, (o doll law precedeati a prey. 

The pleating caiea of science e'er resign'd. 
Left the warm novel or '*" 



1 novel or the well-wrought play, 
le longing, ling'ring look behind. 



L watl-known bookMllar, who wi 



M tmatlBg but acotlili. 



Hanry, for thee, who now to icience dead, 
Doit on law foliol rent thy cUtuc pale ; 

If chance, by friendly recollection 1«1, 
Some kindred tpint shall enqoiie thy fat^ 



't ^1, and a front teat to itriv«. 

" There, where a whitper from the stage can retell, 
" Though for the gandy Pantomime too nigh, 

"At pomponi noihingt would he yawn and suetcb, 
" nit mark the eloquence of Siddons' eye'' 

Hard by yon band, now fiddling at in tcom. 
Muting on Godwin would hit Fancy rove : 

Now, drooping, when he thought of men forlorn. 
For public weal now ilighting private lov6 

One eve I mist'd bim o'er tb' accuitom'd jit. 
Along the Critics' seat, near twiddle dee ; 

Another came, nor where the Gods do sit. 
Nor up the ilipi. nor at half price was be. 



(I lawyers two, in black anay, 



Approael 
Engrai 



igrav'd on parchment from an old deed lotn. 



Tbb Epitafh. 



A youth, lo fopUngt and to 
Fail tcience frowu'd not on the wordt he spoke. 
And meUphyiics mark'd him for their own. 

Sound was his judgment and bis soul tiocere. 
Fortune a recompense did largely send ; 

He wrote at Colchester fall many a ^ear, 
H* gain'd from Wilham, all he with'd — a Friend, 



To be admitted by my Lord the C 



Now tcarce a candle glimmeit on the sight. 
And o'er Ihe camp at length soft stillnett reigni j 

Save where Ihe dice are dath'd with desp'rate might, 
Or braying aiiei wake the distant plaint. 



IJigilizocbyGoO<^le 



GRAY'S ELEGY. 



Within emch tent of flimn cutu made. 
When Inupncki riie id muT k tcatter'd be^ 

Twdre mCD on nsrrow bedi, till mominE laid, 
ReCrcih theit Mnsa with the devt or ilecp. 

Tbe cmnoD't ton th«l Ihnit^ the nle taoaad^ 
The mtiBit't ha»h echoing in that em. 

The tergeuil'i voice that era rudel; loiindi. 
Again ihall wake them to their humble cam. 

For them a^n the kitchen Gret ihall botn, 
And bnij matroni theit laloop prepaie, 

Tht bDlcher'l loaded wun from town Tetiltll> 
And qnarleT-roasten loavei and mutton thaie, 

OA Ao their hardy hindt the hatchet wield. 
And Tie'rom kneci ibe ttabboni figgoi. tweak ; 

How iteadilv thej tiead the ragged field. 
How quick a column, or a iquaie they make I 

Let not lac'd lonngera mock their thankleu toi^ 
Their home))' meali and Itnteti thrifty plan j 

Hot 'broider'd gen'nUi hear with Komfnl tmito 
The *imple annalt o[ a pri*ale man. 

Hie lalntationi which to rank are du^ 
And all that gold e'er bought, or favor gav^ 

Cannot the worn-out wbcek of life renew, 
Pramotion't high way leads bat to the grave. 

tier jon, ye beans, forget that they are men. 
If no while doat their totpy tocki diiguiie ; 

If on their brawoj limb* coaite cloth you ken. 
And from theit doathi no muikj Kent ariie. 



Pcrbap* on lalter'd pillow now ii laid. 
Some head by nature fubion'd for command. 

Whole *oIid KDte in coundl might have iwaj'd, 
And led to victory a aum'ioui band. 

mind, with piercing raji. 



Full many an aae of uncnltiir'd land 

Feitilily within iu womb conlaini. 
Full maay a nigged maM of tordid land 

CoDcealt of vujpn gold the Utent graini. 

Some Wolfe that ne'er ihall lee pale Gallia Sy, 
Nor in bright victoiy'i aims leiign hit breath, 

Some Uailb' rough inelorioui here may lie, 
Some Coole unskilful in the art of death. 

Th' applauie of hoary vel'nuu to command. 
The bribes and threats of moDaich'i to despise, 

To raise the glory of their native land, 
And read theit pniiei in an army'i eyes, 



UndMT'd to mark the ftantic widow'i woe, 
And bear ber orpham wail their ilaushlet'd litt, 

Of awdl of goillleis blood the crimson Bow, 
With fiiry kindled by ambition'i Ere. 

Fli'd in the fav'rile seal of noise and strife. 
They never can enjoy one tranquil day. 

Along the rough walk of an irksome life 
They keep the restless tenor of Iheir way. 

Yet from grave thoughts theit feelings to prottcl. 

Frail tempoiarj huts erected nigh, 
With uncouth phrase and wretched daubing deck'd. 

Invite their lips a cordial draught to try. 

Their mantlins mug, theit song's tonorons swell, 
The place of port and repartee supply ; 

And many a smutty tale around they tell 
That teacb the social hour with speed to Sy, 

For who, within the ranks by reason led. 
The joys of Bacchus to his soul denies. 

Treads the gay precincts of a sutler's shed. 
Nor cast npoo the door his longing eyes ? 

On some base hearts gold has a lov're^ «wty. 
Some pious minds ddight in sighs and tears, 

Fame can the poet's midnight toil repay. 
Bat ale and txandy looth a soldier s cares. 



tbliM In^ 

If chance, by friendship's soft i^aid impeU'd, 
Some kind companion shall Iby fate inquire ; 

Hqily tome brother sub, shall smiling say : 
" on in bis tent retit'd the youth was seen, 

"Scribbling with hasiv hand a bum'roui lay, 
" To fill a page in Urban's magaciob 



" Along the maies of yon mnrm'ring stream, 
"With pensive pace at ev'ning would he stray, 

'"mi wrapt iu wand'ring fancy's airy dream 
" He mutter'd metre to the lunar ray. 



The next be wrote that, prompted by hit mute, 
" In rural mansions Peguui he pac'd. 
To camps and courts had made his last adieus, 
" And o'er hia antique gate these verses trac'd." 

The Ihschiption, 



And whose tow roof Contentment calU het own. 



Google 



PABODIES OF 



No more blind ibU; mjdaiTCi ihall raiie. 
Not dtAw ay footstepi fram thi* loT'd abod« ; 

Hae will I bieathe the remiuuit of my iAjt, 
And court the fivor* of the tnnefol god. 



Elkov oh a Pais of BRBicRxt. 
nrsHK iipaii a 2>H«f>Aa>p By a Jfita-. 

Hxui rot mj bn*Au oa the [sp of euth 
By Hme dntiored, by Pride dow cut awiy ; 

WboM tPOMiand aerer koew the ilielch of roirth, 
Wbote lining iong ere thii bkd fell decay. 

Oft hu the naadb tried ill ildlt in Ttin, 
Pattk orapatA faH oft their krtttt bare bom^ 

Oft ba>e Ibeii reoU mj boiom doom'd to pain. 
That tjmpothii'd with them when they were torn. 

Not half io touflh Ibe hide of roaited |Hg, 
Not more ambroiia] wa* the damasli roM ; 

Not half to comelT wai the panoo'i wig, 
Ai ye my Breechci — best of all my dotha 1 . 

Tin Tbne'i onpilying band (by fate deaign'd), 
Vonr ititcho, strength, and youth, hath from yoa 1 

So falls the Sow'r before the nilhleii wind. 
So from its male the guiltless turtle's torn, 



5 ashes serve instead of teyi. 

TuoMAi BunDi 
(k From n* ArsNfft JftiMrvo, printed in Hamburg 1818. 



Writim in a CeUtgi XArory. 

Tu cbapd bdl, with hollow mournful sonn^ 
Awakes the fetlowi, slumbering o'ei their fitei : 

Roused br the 'cuslom'd oote, each stares around. 
And toUen from th' unfiniih'd pipe retites. 

How bota the commoD hall's restriction fre^ 
The sot's full bottles in quick order move. 

While gayer coxcombs ap their amorous les. 
And bubcTs' daughters soothe with tales of lore. 

Through the still courts ■ solemn tileiKe reigns. 
Save where the broken battlements amone 

The east wind muiman Ihroagh the sbatler'd panes. 
And boMsa ravens croak thcii evening song. 

Where groan yon shelves beneath their learned weight. 
Heap piled oa heaa aod row succeeding rows. 

In pcacefDl pomp and un^istuib'd retreat. 
The labour* of 



longer si 

The half-starved student o'eir their leaves (ball pott, 
Foi them no longer blaie the midnight oil. 
Their sun is set, and sinks to rise no more 1 

Ft* them no more shall bookscllars contend, 
Or inbric posts their matchless worth proclaim ; 

Beneath theb- wdgh no more Ibe press shall bend, 
While common sense stands wondering at thdi fam^ 

Oft did the Clasncs mourn Ibeit Clitic rage. 

While *tlU they found each meaning but the true t 

Ofl did they heap with irales poor Ovid's pagc^ 
And give 10 Virgjl words he nevei knew i 

Yet ere ibe partial voice of critic scorn 
Condemn thdt memory, or Ibeii toil deride. 

Say, have not we had equal cause to mount 
A waste of words, and learning ill applied ? 

Can none remembci ? Ye*: Iknowallcaii — 
When readivs against diSarent readings jarr'd. 

While Beutley led Uie item scholastic van, 
And new editions with the old ones warr'd. 

Hot ye, who lightly o'er each work proceed. 

Unmindful of the eraver moral part, 
Conderaa Ihese worlu, iC as you run and read, 

Vou find no trophies of the engraver's art 



To heavy works the stamp ol 
Could GriERion's art protract oblivion's hour. 
Or Ud toe epic rage of Blackmore live? 

In this lone nook, with learned dust beatrew'd. 
Where frequeni cobwebs kindly form a shade. 

Some wondrous legend, fill'd wilh death and blood. 
Some monkish usto^, perbapa, i* laid I 

Wth store of barbarous L^tin at command 
Tliough arm'd with puns, and jingling quibble's nligb^ 

Yet could not these soothe Time's remoneleu hand 
Or save Ibdr labours from eternal nighL 



Full many on Elegy has moam'd its fltt^ 

Beneath some pasty cabin'd, cribb'd, confin'd; 

Fnll many an Odo bu vttx'A in loftv atale, 
Ri'd to a kite^ ukd qaivsnng in loa wind. 

Hem too perhaps, neglected now, may lie 
The rude memorial of aome tnciant sont 

Whose martial itraina and mgged minatrelsy 
Once waked to rapture Bvery listening throng. 

To trace fair Science tbroogb each wilderiog coon^ 

With new ideas to enlarge the mind. 
With uselnl lessoos, drawn from classic sonrcs. 

At once to polish and inst: 



Their tinua forbade : nor yet alone rBpreas'd 
Their opening fancy ; but alike connned 

The seoseless ribaldry, the scurvy jest. 
And each low triumph of the VQlgar mind, 

Th«r bnmbler science never soar'd (o for, 
In Btndious triSes plsued to waste their tio^ 

Or wage wilh common seoao eternal war. 
In nover ending clink of monkish rhyme. 
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HaplTK 



T«t wan tber not avena lo noifjr fun*, 
Or ihraok relnctuil from ber mder biMt, 

Bat Mill Mjplred lo nise their dokloR nanut. 
And Sonalj hoped tlut aanw might «ver last. 

Hence each proud volame, to the wondertDi; tjt, 
Kinla (he gaud; Riare of Tymi'a' urn ; 

Wliere ahips, wigs, Famc^ and Keptone blended lic^ 
And weejnng cbernbi Cor their nxlies monm. 

Tor «bo nith rhymes e'er rack'd hi* «eai7 brain. 

Or «pent in search of epithet* hi* days, 
But from hii leogthen'd Jaboors hoped to gain 

Scnne preafent pro6t or some fntnre praise ? 

Thongb foJIy't aelf inspire each dead-bora strain, 
Stin flatterr prompt* lome blodihead lo comm 

Perh^t e'en Timon Bath doI loil'd in vain, 
Feibaps e'en Timon hath aa doll a friend. 

Pot Ihee. whsee mnae with many an nnconlh rhyme 
Doit in tbeae lines neglected worth bewail. 

If chanc« (nnknowing how to kill the time) 
Some kindred idler ahonld enquire thy tale ; 

J some ancient Fellow may reply — 
5ft have I «een faim, from the dawn of day, 
U'en till Ihe western snn went down the sky 
Loanging his laiy listless hours away : 

" Each tnoni he soDght the cloister's cool lelreat ; 

At noon at Tom's he caught the daily lie, 
Or fr^m biswiodow looking o'er the street 

Would gaze upon the tnvellers passing by : 

"At night, encircled wilb a kindred band. 

In smoke and aleroll'd their dall liresava]'; 
True aa the college clock'* novarying hukd. 

Bach morrow «as tbe echo of to-day. 

"Thu*, free from cares, and children, noise and wife, 
Past'd hi* smooth motnents ; till, by Fate's command, 

A lethargy assail'd his harmless life, 
And check'd bis course, and shook hia loitering sand. 

"Where Merton'i toweis In Gothic grandetir rise. 



The Epitaph. 
Op vice or virtue void, here rest* a man 

By prudence tasgbt each rude excess to shan ; 
Nor I.ove not Pity marr'd his sober plan 

And Dulness claim'd him for her favorite son, 



Eligt on the Death of Bow-Fair, iSij. 
C5*w Fair tnt itutOuM hg CkarUt II. in 1664.^ 
The Bmr-idt tolls the knell of Bow-fair fan. 
And BiAardnn winds slowly out of town ; 
Poor old " youDg Saunders " sees his setting son,— 
And gynyeU ptills his red tom-tawdry down. 

Now three cart-horses draw the caravan. 
O'er smooth MacAdams, to provincial bir* , 

And pining showmen, with companions wan. 
Make dreary hnmonr, while tae hawbuck dares t 

No more shall cockneys don their ijunday coats^ 
Stepney, Brook-green, or brighter Bow to fill. 

No folk ^all row to Greenwich Hill in boat^ 
And roll in couples adown One Tree Hill 1 

Girls shall no longer dance in gingham gown^ 
Nor monkeys sit on organs at (he door, 

0011^ sfaall be tnm'd to frying-pans ; and clowns 
Take to tbe country, and be clowns no mora I 

No learned rag, 00 veal, no maltonpie^ — 
No heads^ crack'd, no noder garments won, — 

No giants twelve no dwarf* just three feet higb — 
No calves with two heads, shown to calves with one 

At ScowtOD's dire destniction will be seen t 
The trampet will give up it* tragic truths 1 

The magistrate desirieg to be Ktm, 
Will pal an end, as usual, lo tbe BenOj. 

No lucky bags, no drums, no three-hand reels, 
No cocks in breeches, no (obacco-Mts'l 

No more shall Wappiog learn to dance qaadrUlei, 
Or shake a hornpipe 'mid tbe pewter pots I 

No more the Fairing shall the ^r allure, 

For fairs no more Ihe fairing may expose ; 
tn pleature-lovers, work shall work a cure; 
And Sundays only »bow the Sunday clothes 1 

The magistrates decree that *' lair is foul," 

And put a stop to profitable sport ; 
They exercise tbe Lion's sbillieg howl, 

And ent the Irish giant's income short. 

No more the backy-boi, in dark japan. 
Shakes on (he stick, and lures the rabble root ; 

No more the lemon, balanced by the man, 
Flies at the touch and Qioga it* toys about ; 

Take warning then, ye &ir I from this fair's tall I 
Otu Att ((he Vagrant Act] has been its ruin t 

Listen, oh liitett. 10 Lav't leriouM aOl, 
For fun and pleasure lead bnt to undoing I 

From 3%< Mirror. 1B13. 



Seek not his faults— hi* merit*— to explore 
Bnt quickly drop this nninstrtictive tale I 

Ris works— hit fault* — his merits — are no more, 
Sunk in tbe gloom of dark oblivion's veil. 

Six J. H. MooEB. 

From XUganI SxtratU/r^m tkt Britiah FettM. 1S14. 



*VidaA, 



Id WHtmlniUr Abbiy. 



Thb Lono Vacatioh. 

Mr Lord now quits his venerable seat. 
The SIX clerk on bis padlock turns (he key, 

From business harries lo his snug retreat. 
And leaves vacation, and the town lo me. 
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Nov all Is btuh'd, uleep tbe eyo cf c«ra. 
And Lincoto's Inn a tolemn >tilliteaa holdi. 

Save wben the portar wbislles o'er tha iqaara, 
Or Pompe]' bvki, or basket woman acoldi. 

Save that bom yoDder pump, and dirty italr. 
The moping ahoe-bliick and the laundry-maid. 

Complain of such u bota tha town repair. 
And leave Ibeir little qnartecage unpaid. 

la tbOM doll cbamben where old parchments ti^ 
And lueteta draft* in many a mouldering heap, 

Each for parade to catch the client'i eye, 
Salkeld and Ventrit in oblivion sleep. 

In tbeae dead honn what now remains for me. 
Still to the stool and to the desk confined, 

Deberr'd from Autumn shades, and liberty 
Whose lips are scft at ny Cleora's kind. 

Hail, beauleons nymph I How does thy presence gild 
Tm brow of care, and mitigate my pains 1 

With thee (such ecstacy thy beantiss yidd) 
Bondage is fnt, and hugi thy pleanng cbaiQi. 

Blest in thy lov«, sincerely I deaptae 

The quibble, warml; niged with manf a frown. 
Meat eacb opinion of the leam'd and wise. 
Nor envy Calo's wig, or Tnlly's gown. 

W, R. 
Prom n* MirraT. 1 833, 

Part of this parody was quoted in Deingt in Loikiom, 1818 1 
and alto In Tkt Mirror, May 38, 1S31. 



The following parodies of Tkt SUgy may rIso 
be found in early volumes of Th« Mirror : — 

Lt)Ct7B RATIONS IN AM APOTHECARV'S SHOF. 



The street lamp now emit* its nsefnl ray. 

And homeward speeds the bnstling Doctor Slop, &c. 
Tht Mirror. Vol. 4,, p. 459. 

Ths pealing clock proclaim* the dote of day, 
The attorney's cletk goet slowly to bis tea ; 

And mine begins to plod his weary way. 
And leave my rooms to tolitnde and me, &c. 
IH« Mirror. Vol. 5, p. 131. 



ALU t PooB Pallsn Sib Fbamcis 1 ■ 
XUfy iritltn in WtitmiHtfer EaU. 
Taa Jadees toll the knell of Bordett'i fame. 
The rabble-Toat disperse with lack of glee ; 




Now fadet each fairy pro s pect on my tight ; 

All natnre now appean to make a pante^ 
Save where the wits the CknnieU who write 

Weave drowsy paragraphs to patch my cause. 

B eneath these ancient walltt once vocal made 
B^ vole of thanks which lale I found so che^ 

Indignant lattice bids my laurels bide, 
The dull 00-partnera 01 my folly weep. 

For me no more the flaming press shall teem. 
Nor bnty printeri ply their erening care ; 

No patriots flock to propagate my theme. 
Nor lick my feet the ill-got wreath to diarr> 

Tbe fnltome strain ot incense-breathing voS, 
The wtHnnan bawling to the thrcmg misled ; 

Cobbe It's ton 1 Register, nor all the BtnCT 
Of maUy ecribei, can raise my drooping head 

Oft did the ihonghtleu to their judgments yield. 
Their railings oft disloyal rtge provtriie ; 

How jocund each his secret soul reveal'd. 
How laugb'd the crowd at ev'ry hackney'd joke 

Now yoa, ye loyal, fix on them the hnit, 
If memory to mr name no trophies raise 

Where ia tbe ample page, with seal nnbooght, 
The pen bislonc gives the meed of prali& 

Can golden box,* thoagb worth a hundred poond^ 
Back to poor Burdett bring hit (brfeit fune ? 

Can honour's voice now on his tide be {band, 
Or flattery shield him from contempt and shama? 

Tbe boast of popularity's thort hour. 
And ail that bciion saint by meant most bate, 
f, dreaded power I 



Yea ; tlill my name to reacne from neglect. 
Some frail memorial (hat on bookttalla lie, 

With nnconth rhymes and shapetett tcntptnre deek'd. 
Implore the pasting tribute of a tigb. 

For who, to damb Icr^lfnlness a prey. 
Such pleating transient laurels e'er resign'd, 

Left his proad height, the idol of a day. 
Nor cast one loi^ng, ling'tiog look behind ? 

On some ftail prop sedition still relies, 
Somep<eu« toult its frutirate arm admires, 

E'en from the grave its fetid ttench will rite, 
B'en in lit aibet live its wonted fires. 

For y^ who mindful of my honours dead. 
Do in your lines my hapless tale relate. 

If by kind feeling to yonr office led. 
Some craiy patriot shall inquire my fate. 



■Tha OltT Box. nfUfd bj (tw Princ* Bwaal, wu iiiiiiiimil to 
dnHrwillhmulolMilTu Id tha Buxmat U hla aioMm'Yai'mt 
M«d*d : but >]*• I It wu daMlnad afalB to (o K-baisls(. Hotett 
WslUuMn ■** Lot4 Kajror ol London. 
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■' Tbare (o tho mdding memb«n, lucklen wigbli I 
la backney'd ttruni, lill midnigbt would ha pretch 

'Bool Higaa Cbaru, and lbs Biirof Rlgbti, 
And prate of tbiega far, far, be;ood hla reach. 

" To priaon aant. bs iwora tbof ni'd bim ill, 
Tbo room* «na powerlesi, ai all iboiild wee. 

The Iri^ camB, and Brilisb Jndga itill 
Refated (ocbauge the Hmu'a just decrae. 

"And DOW with jodgmeiit du^ in aad dismay. 
He sBea UnuBlf cociign'd to pablic icom ; 

Approach aad rsad, if thoa can'M read, the lay 
Fean'd in the Peti, to Jacobini a ihom ; 



" HsRX faldaa hii bead, now hoinbled lo the e«rtb, 
A man to John Horns and his Faction known ; 

Fair talent* nc*er imil'd upoi Lii biitb, 
And DiMppointment mack'd him for her own. 

" Laree were hit wiiitaet, bnt hi* lot aerere ; 

To Toolte be on'd hia fortiuie and rererBa: 
lie fiain'd Irom John, 'twas all bis portion — shame ; 

{obn gain'd from him, 'twas all be wish'd— his parse. 

<' No (ortber aeeh Ua merits to disclose. 

Or draw bia frailties from tbdr dread abode j 
Where Ihay have met tbe awfal test he chose, 
The jndgmeot of biscoaotry and bis God," 

Alfied. 
From 71U Momint Pott. Loodan. Uay m^ i8i i . 



Ths Prrrirocuta. 
ITfAtm iM ir(«<ni'«f(<r ^oU, dunitff th* Ung Vatalien 
af \%\t, anA aUrttttd U a 
Lnru ATTORtfEV 1 
Thb cooits are shni, departed every Jndjte, 
Each freedy lawwr gripes the ddnble fee, 
In dolefal mood, tbe suitors homeward tmdge, 
And leave tbe ball, lo ailence, and to me. 

Now, not a Barrister attract! the iigbl. 
And all tba dome, a solemn stiUnese hold*, 

Save, at tba entrance, where with all ber njgbt, 
The Barrow'whealer at the Porter *cc4ds. 

Fnm evet7 conrl, with ev'ty virttM crown'd t 

Where Dwobers gain, and nnmberi lose their bread. 

Elsewhere to squabble, puide and conloond, 
Attmniea, clerks, and connsel— all are fled. 

ConloDding Ibols I too slnbbom lo agree^ 
The good warm client, name for ever dear 

The long-drawn brief, tbe tpirit-stirring fee. 
No mora lill Michaelmas, sboll send them here. 



re the orange nymph* shall p! 



>f the yoathfnl clerk, to sr 



B by (h* Bamii*! to (ba Bi 



Nor envy tbem the profits ol . 

Let him not think, that with a spiteful view, 
Thsy mean to draw tbe custom from bis stall. 

The cinder wancb, in dost-cart seated high, 
With bands begrim'd, and dirty as her sieve j 

Tbe ragged alnt»— wbo eprat* and barrings cry— 
Tbe meanest wenches, have a right to bve 1 

Nor yon, ye Belles I Impute the fanlt to the*e^ 
If at the glittering bait ibey don't appear. 

Where mnsic hath a Ihonsand charms to pleaae^ 
And with it* tweetness, almost wounds tbe Mr, 

Perhaps in tbeir neglected minds, were sown 
The aeeds of worth, &om natnre'* rich lupply ; 

Snch seed* of worth, as might in time have grown. 
And flonriah'd lonly, to tbe ravish'd eye. 

Foil many a raral la*s In Britain's land 
Tbe vile tuwanantable b a hold ; 

Fnll many a town-bred damsel walks the Strand, 
And barters beauty — lor a piece of gold. 

Tbe daring FiUifoggtr, stem of brow, 
Who might have done due honor to the *pad<^ 

Whirl'd the tough flail, or grasp'd tbe peaMfnl ploogh, 
Preanmes, the Conrt* of Justice to parade. 

This upstart thtnf some useful trade to learn, 

By far more suited to bis shallow b^. 
False pride Ibrbada, nor anffer'd bim to earn, 

By konttt induit^ bis daily bread I 

Far from tbe u«rf Ay members of tbe law, 

A rogue in grain , be ever kept aloof ; 
By \o^JtKBaitiff» taught bia brief to draw. 

And wbere he eoaldn'l find, he ccnn'd a proot 

Yel doth this wretch, illiterate a* proud, 
Wilb low- life-homage, low'life buainets meet. 

And pick tbe pockets of lb' unhappy crowd 

'Hur'd in tfie Bench, the Counteia, and tbe Fleet 

Bound by the creditor^ in durance fast. 
In plaintive murmurs, they bewail their ble, 

And many an eager, wistfol eye they cast. 
Whene'er the turnkey opes, and shut* the gate. 

For wbo to dull imprtionment a prey. 

The pleating thought* of freedom e'er rssign'd i 
From home, from wife— from children— drsgg'd away. 

Nor cast one longing, lingering look behind ; 

For you, wbo traverse to and &o Ibis abrine. 
And lounge, and saunter, at your wonted ratc^ 

If in some future chat, with arch design. 
Some wag should aak— tbe Fettilb^ec's fate 



" One moin I mlas'd him to this 'custom'd hall, 
" And at the room, where he was wont to be^ 

" His bov I saw, wbo regisler'd my call ; 
■' But by yon steps— nor at hi* desk was br. 
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o NewKala thrown t 
■t hU birtb, 
for hor own I 



"The next I learal (O meUocboIr tale), 
■■ On ihe profession, what a (bnl reprotch 1 
Tbat bis desens had sent him to a jail, 
"Wben be wa* dngg'd (O sbame •.) wJUioat » coach I 

His Chaiactm. 
"VotTOBBt the arrant 

'' At lengih is caushi, and 
" Fair bonesty disclaim'd hii 

" And villainy confeM'd hi 

" Grown old in sin, at no one ciimb dismay'd, 
" 'Gains! nature's cries, he arm'd his harden'd breast ; 

" For when his parents were to earrh coQvey'd, 
" He smil'd and spumed compassinn, as a jesU 

•■ Now press'd wilb Ruilt, he'll trel its sharpest sting ; 

"Gieat his transiiressions. and but small his hope; 
" He'll Rive the Sheriff (all he'll have) a rinii, 

" And gain from Justice, all he feir'd— a (opa I 

■■ No Iirtber seek bis vices to disclose, 

" Bnt leave the wretch nnpilied to deplore 

" His ill-spent life, till brsakiof! his repose, 
"The turnkey leads him to thtDMart' Dotr." 

J. B. FiSHBR. 

This parody nrigioalty appeared in a pub- 
lication called roum-Ttdi, but was afterwards 
reprinted in a scarce little volume of poems 
entitled " Plaintive TaUs," by a Comedian. Pub- 
lished by W. Tiliey, Chelsea, London, in 1819. 
This book is now principally sought after by 
collectors because it has an early illustratioo 
by George Cruikshantc, on which the name 
is incorrectly spelt Crwikskanit. 



Ah Elect 
WaiTTiN w THE Loso Vacation. 
The vacant streets proclaim the 'parting day,' 

The Inaded coaches setline olT, you see. 
The Gnwnsman homeward bends his joyoat way. 
And leaves the college and the town to me. 

No wine, no supper- parlies glad Ihe light. 
O'er all the couit a solemn slillnesi reigDt ; 

Save where some gambl'ng Gyps o'er skittles 6ght, 
When Fortune robs them of tbdr easy eaini. 

Save that at intervals from yonder tow'i 
You hear some mojnng Queslionist complain, 

Condemn'd to loll thro' many a weary boar 
O'er Newton, Smith, and ' Calculus ' again. 



All else is buth'd I— the Spicier here hu made 
His web o'cT books ia many a mould' ring heap ; 

And on the shelf till next October laid 
Euclid and Wood and Ariitotle sleep I 

TOOATUS. 

ThtOoanfnan. Cambridge, January 7, 1831. 



Woes op Chaxqi, 



The Laduyniuory Lamenl 

of 

Laudator Temporia jet Kenim) Acti. 

By noMoa DMi*. Btq. 

iMFItovEMENT tolls the ksell of what, of yore. 

We loved, and May-day garlands have gons by ; 
And (^arleus on their posla now sleep no mof^ 
But hoDrly weep the hours they nsM to cry 1 

No more grim heads, each stuck npoo a pike. 
On lookers up from Temple Bar took dauo ; 

The strikers at Si. Dunitan's cease to strike, 
They gave a ^uarfer's notice, and left town. 

(And, could St. Dunstan's clui-mates ttub 10 dine, 
Their " marble jaws " would make a curious clatter ; 

Clay {tablets would contain their wall -fruit wine, 
And all their pastry wonid be "atony batter I ") 

The Strand's so Aangtd, they've left no 'Otanga at all. 
Where beasts and beefBaiera mce held their sway ; 

Eietec 'Change is taraed ialo a ball. 
And operas that ran have nut away ! 



^t wh; hav 

Who but for Porridge Island sheds a tear. 

Its sav'ry steam's to ev'ry nose a loss 1 
Shops in nrtadfoi to buyers may be dear ! 

But will they give ni back one golden cross ? 

All ia changed round where Kin_g Charles the First 
Rears bis dark moliooless Equestrian pbii ; 

That, could be speak, he'd say, " Hayl be cnrst 
If my poor girlUm steed knows where he ia I " 

Water in waodcn pipes, ran nnder around. 
They're iron now, and Gre runs by their side ; 

And, could but fairy lanndressea be fonnd, 
We might Mow get iroo'd, wash'd. aad dried I 

Stout oars and swelling sails we once did deem 

Sufficient in a boat for tide and wind ; 
Now only boiling water we esteem. 

And all, though rigU btfart is l^ tAini ! 

Horses were changed, ainmit to Grrtna Gr«en, 
And " 6rs( pair out I " would landlords londly bawl ; 

Bnl"Polly put tbekettleon."! ween, 
Will greet ns when fiar horses there's ne eall / 

ThrM theatres, C. G., D. U. H. M. 

Were thought enough, but now no limit bars 
Some Ihrtt-and-thirly, while the most of (iksm 

Exist on buioimAim to snpporl the Hart t 

Velotiptda have harried tuiekly past, 
Kalitdettapu have elutngtd this many a da^ 

While, o'er McAdam's dost, wheels alow or &st 
Maintain the '' noittltit Unor of their way." 

Churches increase, and Aaptlt ten times more. 
But, most of all, in streets, and rows, and ranks^ 

Do gin shops grow with temp'rance clnbs itaxt door, 
And lovely little hells ana Baving banks! 



,, Google 



GRAYS ELEGY. 



Wiib pmny periodical reviewa : 

Bal/^ny ptinti precede Old Laiiti llagt.. 
And ej,£l(e gbops preunt their f^rrhiDg newt 

Wuh crampeu. cream, ud kidne;* done to nigt I 

Thns thinics will chaoEe as \oog ai time doth move I 
And now npon the hnmble lay I sing 

A veto let me lay, Jest it sboald prove 
Th« Coutc Macazimb's a lerions thing I 
n> CetKit Itoffotittt, Volomei. 1839. 



The Gaublei. 
Trz lampi refract tbe gleam of parting day. 

The we«77 Tulgar hiil the friendly oieht, 
The Gamutek hiet faim to hi> darling play, 

And leadi the way to deedi that than tbe lighl. 

Now r«gDi a dreary itillnew in each ttreet. 
And mortal fend* are haih'd in brnthleti calm, 

Save where the votaries of Sodgtr meet. 
And ipriDging tattle* lonnd the thrill alarm. 

Save that fiom yonder Lutlem lighted walk, 
Tbe drowiy watchman bawls with elam'roui din, 

A( inch as Mopping in the streets to talk. 
Omit the tribute of a glass of gin. 

Beneath the roof, that rain fTaoeht retreat. 
Where beami ihc fanlight o'ei the guaided door. 

Each wedg'd by numbers in hit narrow aeat. 
The/aitUetM gamblers chink their current ore. 

The trine entreaties ofimpauioo'd grief. 

The pileoni tale of family diitressed. 
The stranger's rnin, or the friend's relief. 

No mote shall raise compaitlori in tbeir breast. 

For them do more the midnight raih shall barn. 
Or wearied menial be detain'd from bed ; 

No wives expectant watch foi tbeir retain, 
Or anxious listen to each passing tread. 

Oft do the purses of the victims fail, 
ITirir faty oft on box and dice they wreak 

How jocund look they if their luck prevail t 
How grand (bdr manner when they deign to speak t 

Let not the l^ilaloi deem it harm 
That oikir* trifle with the laws ke breaks ; 

Nor rich knavei hear, with counterfeit alarm. 
That men distress'd wilt often moJh mtttaket. 

Hie boast of honesty, the laws dread power. 
And all that pride of feeling can acmev^ 



Nor scorn, ye rulers of the state*' finance, 
The prompt expedients of these [»lfering iceni 

Where ihio' the aid of rarane they enhance 
The scanty budget of their ways and mean*. 

Can stories sad, or mpfililalive grief. 
Back to the owner bring bit valued dtofs T 

Can Uont rebnSs administer relia^ 
Or aidless pity compensate his tost ? 



Perhaps, amidst that mnlley group there Mand 
Some who once graced far otbM scenei of life j 

Dope*, that have mortgaged the last rood of land. 
Or lost the furtnne of kome haplet* wifc^ 

But rife fxamplea, which bid witdom think. 

Their frantic folly never can appal. 
Blind avarice lead* them to the ruin't brink. 

And dark dupoir accelerates their falL 

Fnll many a trinket, pledged for half the cost, 
Haih raised the means of venturing onm mora ; 

Full many a wa'cA it destined to be lost, 
And run its time out in some broker's itotei 

Some fancy thirt-pin that hath deck'd the breast. 
On plaited cambric, ttarch'd in apraee array [ 

Some ring, memento of a friend at rest. 
Some teal, or snuffbox, of abetter day. 

The servile tongue* of borrowers to command. 

The tributary due* of boxe* to evade. 
To spread the ^per'd plunder in the hand. 

And read tbeir cooteqaence bi homage paid, 

Thdr lock forbid* ; nor circnmicribes alone 
To them itt evils, but its range extendi j 

Foibidi the needful purcbases at home. 
And ihuts the door of welcome on their friends. 

The petty processe* of law to stop. 

To prove how groundleis are the landlords feart ; 
Ot gain fresh credit at the chandler's shop. 

By paying oSf the grocery arrears. 

Far from all dreamt of splendid opulence. 
Their wish is answered if their way they clear i 

Well can they dine for twelve or thirteen pence. 
Including wuter, and a pint of tieer. 

Yet e'en their painful effort) to exist. 
Some Knavtt in luari, as yet uiukOUd to cheat, 

With secret whitper when a piece is missed, 
Will strive from [uque, or envy, to defcaL 

Their wines, their meant, on which at large they dwell. 

Invade at intervals the startled ear. 
And many an anecdote in point they tell. 

That teaches gaping novittt to fear. 

For who, to damn'd &talily a prey. 
Give* his last piece, without concern or pain, 

Leaves the warm circle of the crowded play. 
Not atks tbe table if a chaitce remain 1 

To some staunch friend it the decirion left, 
Some sturdy Ewearing the event requires, 

E en the choui'd fool* are conaclout ol tbe theft. 
E'en on their oath* would not believe such liart t 

For thee, who, absent from the wonted game. 
Doit think these lines some poioied truths relate. 

If, when it heard tbe mention of thy name. 
Some fellow-sufferei shall ask thy fate : 

Haply some wight Inquarioas may reply, 
" (Jfl-timei we met him al approach of night, 

" Bnuhing with haste along the streets hard by, 
" At If all matters were not going right. 
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" There, in lome boiue where chargei ate not hi^, 
" And peony cutdlei iked t. glimin'riiig light, 

" He gfye the mud lome cbop-bongbl (cnp to tij, 
" Of vhich he'd e^ with nvenoot delight 

" There in loiDe comer ihaQniiig to be lecn, 
" He'd draw hii hal down o'er hii prying eyei, 

"Oi with a handkerchief hit riiage icreen, 
" Like one who fear'd a capture bj inrpiiie. 



"Al Iciwth a leCtei to diicovery led, 

" With iqiarate notice lerr'd at each friend's door 
" Rcmiitding hii creditor! he wai not dead, 

"fiat meant lo IiMtoowe tbem aomethiog more." 

Trk Lbttkk. 

Hne tot* Id jail, with Kirce one bop« on eaitb, 
A wretch tbat'i aaeriGced to love of pla^ ; 



Lareewei 
Thoter 



Seek not hii^fnluie projecli to reveal. 
Nor draw concliuions to prejudge the fact ; 

In aanent dread ('wAieft moti af yevniat ftA), 
He wait* the benefit of the Insolvent Act. 

FromPi'cTM Bgan'* Baok of Bfvrt*. 1S3*. 



Det Goodb : An Eligt. 
A UtMAaitr Paredg. 
Thk curfew toUi the knell of parting daj. 

The tradiiw herd wind slowly to their lea. 

The barer* Jnn-ward wend Iheir weair way, 

And lea*e the street to darkneis and to mc. 



" The market " now a (oTemn stillneu boldt. 
Save where some straggler pile* a diuy height 
Of " Blackbom seventiet," in unnuinber'd folds. 

Save that some CharUg hosrtcly bawU the boor. 



Molest hi* vi^Iaot and vtrftWM teign. 

Beneath their dimities the men of trade, 
'Till ra^ny day npon their eye-lids peep, 

(Each in his narrow crib in comfort bud, ) 
The cleik and master innocently sleep. 

Tbe smoky call of sooty-breathiog mora. 
The servant* siirnng jnsi above their bead. 

The milk-nan'* whistle, or a maii-gnaid'* bom. 
Shall soon tiovae them &om iheit feUbet bed : 



(T/tirtttnvena emi'Had ]urt.J 
Wbc«'ei to torpid indolence a prey, 

Hi* bniy care* in trade bath ofi rctign'd j 
Quilted tbe race of fortune for a day, 

I* left by Jottling brothers far behind. 

Tbns OD tbe game of chance tbe soul relies, 
'Till fading natoie peace and rest requires ; 

'Till from the tomb are heard death's warning criea. 
To join in partnership with buried urei. 

For Ibee, who patiently thus far bast read 
These faithful memoir* of thine hnmble state. 

If chance (when thou art luimbeT'd with tbe dead) 
Some wag, like me, enqoire into thy bte. 



>Ir some hoary hooker-in may say, 

" have we seen him a* tbe dock *tmck dgfat, 
his steps with eager haste away, 
'^™- costomeis intent to woiL 



"1F& 



" Hard by yon Inn, yclep'd the • Moiley Arm*. 

To circulate bis cards he'd daily rove ; 
Now droofring, woeful man, with strange alarms, 

And crai'd with care that goods be could not more. 

" On* mora I miis'd bim at the 'cuslom'd poit. 
Along tbe street, and near his fav'iite Ion 1 

Another came, — I thought him inrely lost — 
'Twai ten o'clock, and be had never been t 

" The next, with coaches two, in sad amy. 
Slow to the ' Rushbolme Ground,' I law Urn bone ; 

Go there, and read the plain, but honest lay, 
Giav'd on tbe stone above thii wi^t forloro." 

Epitaph. 
Heib rests his head npon tbe Up of earth, 

A youth respected, and in town well known ; 
But fortune smil'd not on bis bumble birth, 

Tboogb many mochants KHighl him fot their own. 



Tbeygave 



No further seek bii merits to diidoie. 

Or draw his frailiic* from the silent tomb ; 
There they alike in trembling hope repose, 
Till he receives his solemn, fiiul doom- 
Prom " Ginemcibana, or Fugitive pieces on Manchester 
Menand Manner*." By Geoflrey Gimcrack. Manchestci. 
>833- 

MiotTATioHs ON Mo. BiUKy'i Nbw Housu or 
Fakliakint. 
Writtm on board tke "LUf" atmaOoat. 
The wharf- bell tolls the knell of starting tteam 
The jostling crowd pouia qoickly o'«r the piet ; 
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Now fadei nch pablk bDikUng from the ti^t, 
4i on be courie th« LUg iteamer holdi, 

mi Dew St. Stepbea's r«ui iti moderite hei^t, 
Whicb muij ■ ti«i of Kaffaldipg Inroldi. 

Bnieatb iboM beam* ; tboie jet nnGniibed towen. 
At pieMDI ecboiiig with tb« workmao'i dang : 

Upon lb«ir legi, perchance, Tor wear? bouti. 
Shall ISritain't fatnie Seoator* baraoeae. 

Fall manr a Wbig of eoldeil bent lerenc, 
Shall broach hi> philosophic noDaenie theic ; 

Fnlt manr a T017, born abiiie to icreen. 
Shall waite hU humbug on the midnigbt air. 

Some fnlure Duncokbe. there, with daunlleM breaM, 

The tjraat of bii dioceie ihall twit ; 
Some mole, Ktrad-homoured BrOOGHam contented reit- 

Sone SiBTHORF, piiltleu oF bi* eoaaUf't wit 

Honiii not the Housei bamt tome ;ean ago : 

No vain regreti Ibe niinM pile reqnire*. 
E'en from iti doit a voice eicUimi " Oh '. oh I '' 

Even in our aihei live their wonted fitea." 



Bliot in a London Tbkatrb. 
Thi cnrtain falli, the lignal all i* o'er, 

The eager crowd along the lobb; throng 
The jomigiteri lean againit the crowded dtxir, 



Some ragged girl compUini 10 angr; tone 
Of Mch ai, litting in tbe leat behind. 
Had ta'cs ha ihawt in pteference to thrar own. 

Tbcie where thou m^ed plank) nneven lie, 
, There on thoie dirt; boardi — that daikea'd itage 
Did Kean and Kemble lill tbe liitener* eye. 
And add a Initre to the poet'i page. 

Bat the; are gone — and never, never more 
Shall prompter'* lummoni, or the tinkling bell. 

Or call bo; crjing at the green-room door, 
" The atage waiti, gendemen I ' their dreami ditpel. 

Fn them lu more the coachet of tbe great 
Shall stop up Catherine Street — for them, alai I 

No more ihall anxiou crowd* eipcctanl wait, 
Or poliih Dp the gilded opera glaii. 

Oft did tbe viciont on tb^ accent* hang, 
Thdt power oft the ttubbom heart haUi bent. 

And, whilit tbe tpadoni boue with plauditi rai^b 
The; sent tbe barden'd homeward* to repent, 

Tlierc, in that empl; box, perchance bath twell'd 



Or dntcfa'd at Macbeth'i 






Full man; a peail of ptuett ra; leiene 
The ragged oviter-ihell doth hold inside^ 

Full man; a vot r; of the tragic queen. 
The ding; offices of London hide. 

Some Lear, whose dau^ten never tum'd hi* hi 
Nor changed to gall the hone; oF hi* life f 

Some white Othello who with feather bed 
Had smothered not, his nnoflending wife. 

The B{iplaase of listening house* (o commaod, 



The brilliant h<»e* Uia 

To tear Macreadpr* lanreto &am hi* brow, 
And pat oat Cbarie; Kean't immortal do* 

Of one of these I heani a dntinmer la;, 
" Oil have 1 seen bin (torn tbe mudd; *ti 

Across tbe crimion benches make hi* wav, 
To gain his well-loved and accustomed *e 



" There, wheift;m orchestra uprean iu rail, 



" There, opon jronder seat, which now appear* 
To have rent its robe for grief he i* not here, 

Oft have I seen him sit, dissolved in tean, 
Veiling his grief in drau^ti of pnger beer. 

"One BigU I missed him from hi* favoorlle seat. 

I wondered strangely where the bo; could be. 
Another nigbl — I gated — in vain m; gase — 

Nor in ihe^ nor in the lu»ut wa* he I 

" Come here I I saw him carried to that tomb, 
With drunken mutes, and all their mock pandt^ 

Just read— I've left my spectacles at home- 
lit Epitaph a Mend has kindl; made." 



" Here Iteth one beneath tbe cold damp ground 
A jronth io Ixmdon, and the stage onknown, 

Upon his menu stem Macready frowned, 
And 'Swan and Edgar ' marked him for thdt 01 

" Large was his bount;, nitto ao^t wherein 

The stage did mlogl^ and the cost was sweet; 
He gave the drama aU he could— hit ' tin,* 



" No father had he who could mterfere 
To check hi* nightl; wanderings about. 

And from the best aothorit; we hear. 

His mother never dreamt that he wa* out t ' 



-, ,. 1843. This parody* 

anerwaids republished, with altentkws, and o~'~---- 
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NiCRT TR OUGHT S. 



Saint Mabtin toll* ih* boai of long p»rt d«y, 
The gBvlights glimmer through daerted itreets, 

TTie dmnkvd ttaggers on hii hoinew4rd w«y, 
And rum hii hod againtt each poat he meeti : 

In evety hon$e tber've now pat oat the light, 
Sare where & rathlighl bntni with feeble *hine. 

Gm pilmcei have shot up tor the night, 
Am I'm wuched cloiely by B, 59. 

Here^ ai I *tuid, pond'ring on thii and that, 
A cabmu pulls hii hone np with a " Wo I '* 

And look* me in the face, to touch his hat. 
While homely »»king " Vere I'd wish to go? " 

To-niKbl iDTited to a small carouse, 

I've tta]Kd much later than I meant to be. 

In vain I've longht admission to my house, 
Hy wife won't rise, and I forgot the key. 

To-mwTow morning when my spouse shall wake. 
To mark my absence, wondenng what It means. 

Some rude strange hand shall roDie me with a shake 

In Corent Garden, slnmbering on the greens. 

From ne Ma* in Oe Moan, Volume 3 (About 1848.) 



Ah ELEflV, WKITTBN IN A LONDON CHOKCHVAKD. 

Bg a Jyadetinaii in tte prd'nity. 
Tub sexton tolls the knell till partii^ day. 

The latest funeral train has paid its fee. 
The mourners homeward take their dreary way 

And leave the scene to Typhus and to me. 

Mow fad«s the crowded graveyard on the sight. 
But all, its air who sceui. their nostrils hold. 

Save where the beadle drones, contented quite, 
And drowsy mates their aims in slumber (old. 

Save where, hard by yon sool'inerusted lower, 
A Reretend Uan dtxs o'er hit port compluu. 

Of such as would, by sanitary power. 
Invade bis ancient customary gain. 

Beneath those arid mounds, that dead wall's shade. 
Where grows no turf above the mouldefing heap, 



The queasy call of sewage-breathing mom. 
The ax, ure'd bellowing to the buicbef's shed. 

The crowd's loud clamouring at his threatening horn, 
No more shall route them from their loathly bed, 

For them no more t><e chamber-light shall bum. 

The buiy doctor ply hit daily care, 
No> children to their site from school return. 

And climb bis knees the dreaded pest to share. 

Good folkt, Impute not to thdr friends th; fault. 
If a'tntotf o'er their bones no tombstone raise ; 

Where there lie dozens huddled in one vault, 
No art can mark the spot where each decays. 

No doubt, in this revolting place are laid, 
Heaitt lately pregnant with infectiout fite i 

Haudt. by whose palp contagion was conveyed. 
As sot* as dectncily by wire. 



Full many a gas of direst power unclean. 
The dark o'erpeopled graves of Loudon bear. 

Full many a poison, bom to kill unseen. 
And spread its rankness in the ndghbouring air. 

Some diitriet Surgeon, that with dauntless breast 
The epidemic 'monpt the poor withstood. 

Some brave, bnmane Pby«cian here may test, 
Some Cniate, martyrs to infected blood. 

To some doom'd breast the nax^oas vapour flies. 
Some luckless lung tbc deadly reek laapjies, 

Ev'n from the tomb morbific fames arise, 
Ev'n in men's asbet live Ditorder's fires. 

For thee, who, shock'd to see lb' nnhonoured dead. 
Dost in these lines their shameful plight relate 

If, chance, by sanitary musings led. 
Some graveyard-gleanei shall inqmre thy fate. 



Haply so 
"Wei 



" There would he stand o'erlooking yonder sbed. 
That hides those relics from the public eye, 

.^nd watch what we were doing with the dead. 
And count the funerals daily going by, 

" One morn we miss'd bim, in the 'custom'd abop ; 

Behind the counter where he used to be. 
Another serv'd ; nor at his early chop. 

Nor at the "Cock." nor at the "Cheese," was he 

"The neit, by special wish, with small array. 

To Kensall Green we saw our neighbour borne. 
Thither go r^ (if thou const read) ibe lay 

With which a chum his headstone did adorn." 

Ths Epitaph. 

Here rest with decency the bones in earth. 
Of one to Comfort and to Health unknown. 

Miasma ever plagued his bumble hearth. 
And Scailalioa mark'd him for her own. 

Long was his illness, tedious and severe. 
Hard by a London Churchyard dwelt oat friend ; 

He follow'd to the grave a neighbour's bier. 
He met thereby ('(was what he fear'd) his end. 

No longer seek Corraption to enclose 

Within the placet of mankind's abode ; 
But far from diles let our dust repose. 

Where daisies blossom on the verdant clod. 
fPMithtd durirtg tht drmiftd ChtUra Vititatvm, wJ 
attention teaa bang adtti to Vu iangtr of burial* in 
troieiled Aurehyardt of th* City ^ London. ) 
Punck. September 15, 1S49. 






r CHuaCHVAKD. 



Eleov V 

St. CLEMiNT'stolls Ibe knell of parting day 

The gaudy shops their portals 'gin to close ; 
The wearied workman homewards wends his way, 

And leaves the town to silence and repose. 



izcdbyGoo<^le 



GRAY'S ELEGY. 



Now ftdo tbe glue of bnuDesi rrom our ligtit. 
And o'er tbe tlr ■ tolemn ilillnns resit. 

Save ytm eiB-p«l>ce'i QDholjr tight. 
Save yonder crowd's obscxne and dnmkeD jeiti j 

Save where the homeless wanderer, forlora. 
Cast* on yon steeple clock his hopeless eye. 

Counting the doll, slow honr*, onlil (he mom — 
Another daj to saBer, or to die. 

Beneath that steeple clock, beneath those itonei,— 
Beneath that earth piled ap in minv a heap. 

Scarce coieting their poor dishonouc'd bones. 
Past generation* of out fathen ileepu 

Sleep t do we mock the word i This crowded tomb. 
In which this mom those hallow'd ashes lay. 

Must be to-night re-opeo'd to make room 
For oiheri who have died since yesterday. 

No rest ii there. Within that narrow space 
Fall— hideously filll long years before, — 

Still day by day must those now there give place ; 
Still day by day must room be found for more. 

Vet e'en these bones ftom insoll to protect. 
Is not tbe end and object of out song. 

No, 'tis that others may with us reflect 
On thdt ««d fate who dwell these graves among. 

Death in the midst of life 1 tbe vaponn dank 
or churchyards mineliae with our every breath ; 

Dead men subduing with their poisons rank 
Men yet alive 1 Death propagating Death ) 

Full many an exhalation curseil, unclean. 

The dunp unhallow'd graves of London bear } 
Full nuny > poisor, virulent aod keen, 

To spread disease upon the wings of air. 

Then who, to dumb brgetfulness a prey, 
Can cease this cryine wrong to beei in mind. 

And tuffet those already past'd away 
Toslaybytl ' "^ ■.. . ^ . 



For thee, unmindful of this horror dread, 
Nm caring the foul noitance to abate, 

If chance by lonely contemplation led. 
Some fellow-shopkeeper shall ask thy fate. 

« some andent citiien may say. 
Oft have I seen him at the peep of dawn. 
Putting his shop in order (or the day, 
Dusting the muslins, doing up the lawn. 

"There, in the heal of yonder ttifliog shop. 
Breathing yon crowded graveyard's fatal air* ; 

Still trying not the hideous wronp to slop^ 
Intent on rkothing but to sell hu wares. 



■^^r 



And yet ai 
■ TwiU I 



But there are ve«ed rights 1 these graveyards puy I 
Although the nation be by them diagraced ; 

And to more men ate murdcr'd every day ; 
And this the epitaph above Ihem placed ; 



Epitaph. 
HIKB rest in heaps, scarce cover'd by the earth, 

A lot of bone* nnhooour'd and unknown,— 
lien doem'd to slaughter at their hour of initb. 
And gtsveyatd jobber* mark'd them as their own 
Dicgtnti. February 5, 1853. 



There n 
entitled- 



1 another short parody in Diogtnn 
Elbdt on a Betting Office. 



Remove the listi, take down the green biiie board. 
Shut up the shop (the landlord takes the key) ; 

Fate lays such heavy odds, that I am floor'd ; 
The Act has made the pace too strong for me. 

No more behind my office-rail shall I 

Watch BTeenhomi. on a chance of gain intent, 
into the changes of 1' ' — — 



No more for me the pleasing ^ht remain* 
Of those who thought a fortune here to make, — 

The waiter hastening with hi* daily gains. 
And ihop-boys raising from the liu (heir stake. 

The cabman oft would loiter at my door. 
To glean the lout's last information there ; 

Invest what be had eamed the hour before. 
And trust to Fortune for another fare. 

And if some wight a heavy ittke should claim, 
Uore than I could conveniently dim, 

I donn'd a wig and wbisken, chaoRd my name. 
And open'd, two streets off, anoiner shop, 

Another shop await* me now ik> more — 
The Fmitb of my Race arrived, 1 see ; 

On a Walk-over thon^ I won before. 
This lime I'm doite, and Luck walks over me. 
DicgtMI. 1853. 

Elbsv. 
WriOai in a Battwaf BtaUen. 
The Station clock proclaims the close of day ; 

The hard-worked clerks drop gladly off to lea i 
The last train out staits on it* dangetou* way. 
And leave* the place to darkneu and to me. 

Now fades the panting engine's red tail-tight. 
And all the platform solemn stillness bdds, 

Save where the watchmen, pacing for the night, 
by smothered coughs announce th^ teveral cold*. 

Behind that door of three-inch planking made. 
Those frosted pane* placed too high up lo peep. 

All in their iron safe* securely laid, 
The cooked account-book* of the Railway sleep, 

Tbe Debt* to credit *ide so neatly bonte. 
What should be losses proRu proved instead ; 

The Dividends thoie page* that adorn 

No more shall turn the fond Shareholder's head. 
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How muty votei of thinkt did they provoke ! 

Let not DerUion mock Kino Huusok's* toil. 
Who mtde IhlDs;! pleaumt greenhorni to allure ; 

Nor pniderr give h>ra name) to the ipcdl 
'Twa* etadto ihare — while it coold ibace lecure. 

All know the way that he bit fortune made. 
How he bought vote* and consciencei did hire ; 

How hands that Gold and SiWer-iticki have nwayed 
To gtaip hit dirty palm would ort aipite, 

Till lhe*e accounU at lait their doctored page, 
Thankt to miichance and panic did unrol, 

When virtue mddnily became the race, 
And wiped Gboroe Hudson out of fuhion'i iciolL 

Full many a DoUe Lord who once leteae 
The feaiti at Albert Gate wai eUd to ihare, 

For trick* he bluihed not at or blDibed unseen, 
Now cats the Iron King with vacant stare. 

For those who, mindfii] of theii mooey fled. 
Rejoice in retribution, sure thoueh late — 

Should tbey. by ruin to reflection Fed, 
Aik PhmA to point the moral of hit fate. 

It that wooden-headed lage may lay, 
OR have I seen him, in his fortnne's dawn. 
When *t his levee* elbowing their way, 
Peer's ermbie might be seen, and Bishop's lawn. 

"There the neat toia vouschafed in turo to each 
Advice, what scrip or shares 'twas best to buy. 

There hii own ait) his favourites he would teach. 
And pat them up to good things on the sly. 

"Till to the HoDse by his admirers borne, 

Warmed with Champagne in fluttered speech he strove. 
And on through commerce, colonies, and corn. 

Like engine, without break or driver, drove. 

" Till when he ceased to dip in fortune's till. 
Out came one cooked account — of our M.P. ; 

Another came — yet men scarce ventured, siil^ 
To think Ihrir idol such a rogue could be. 

" Until those figures set in ud array 

Proved how his victims he had fleeced and shorn — 
Approach and read (if ihou canst read) my lay, 



Here lies, the gilt rubbed oS' his aoidid earth, 
A man whom Foilune made to Fashion known 

Though void alike of breeding, parts, or binh, 
God Mammon early marked him for hi> own. 

Large was hit fMtuae, but be boiwht it dear ; 

What he won foully be did free^ spend. 
He [Sundered no one knows Imw much a year. 

But Chancery o'eitook him io the end. 



• 0(orn HodKHi. ■ dnpu, ukd Lord Utyat 

U* sne e i Ml ul imiii«i»int o> tuVhu nilw» 
lu(s KtrtuB* (nhkaa* alMmiA l«>), and bi 



No farther seek his frailties to disclose ; 

For many, of his tins, should share the load i 
While be kept riiing, who aiked how he rose t 

While ire could reap^ what cared we how he sowed f 

PimA. February 16, 1853, 



ELBcr. 
Written ittar a BiAuriait Station Uoiitt. 
By a Tiditt-af-Ltave-3Ian. 
TSE maffin-betl proclaims the parting day, 
The City clerks wind, weary, to their tea. 
The Cruther cookwarda plods hii steady way. 
And leavM tha atreets to BJI Sykea and to me. 

Now Ur and wide there's not a Blaa in sight, 
Like barmteaa lounger*, tafe oar watch wa hold. 

Save that wa graap the li&-pre*ervec tight. 
And ths garotta arrange io anfal fold. 

Maanwhila from yonder itation-honae the snore 
Of sleeping Crashers makes it very plain, 

That Bluet who soooie when th^ the itreata ahonld Konr, 
Will na'er molett oar aolitary relga. 

Within tboaa well-warmad rooms lotpeciort paid 
Out of tha pariah rate* the peace to keep. 

Each in his watch-coat warm and soagly laid — 
The mild protectors of tne public-Htlaap, 

Ths choking call of passengera forlorn. 

With the garotte Iwitch'd dexi'rous o'er their head*. 
Cries of " Police 1 '' and " Murder I " faintly borne, 

No more will roate tbem from their cosy beds. 

Fur them at morn no pompom beak ahall turn 
To the chaige-shael made out to neat and tqoare^ 

No prisoner nabb'd ahall swell the night's return. 
Or grace the hand-cuB^s o'er the Inspector't chair. 

Oft did the cook-maid to tbeir Batl'rins yield. 
Their fatt how oft the rabbit-|ne hath broke 1 

How many an area's been their triumph's field. 
How much cold meat fiUI'n 'oealb ttteir ilordy stroke I 

tM not harsh ceninre mock their nightly toil. 
Their stolen chats and araa conquests sure ; 

Nor RiCHasD Mavnb with too much strictness spoil 
The short and simple suppers tbey procure. 

Nor yon, houtebolden, fix on them the fault. 

If no cold joint e'er lasts its second day. 
While through the cupboard-aheU and pantry-vault 

Tha hungry household cat is &ae to stray. 



Backtc 

Can master's tbreali recall th'e Baky cmst. 
Or wipe tha mopped-np beer from off the score ? 



Hdu Mitsu* with the Cook fly in a rage, 
And the Police still cpine in for the wboU? 
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Foil inaajr a gem of the Em'rald Iile lo gnen, 
Tba dark nnf[aniu)ied Cnuber'a coat 111117 *''*'' ' 

Can yOD expaci inch floweri to blath aniaen. 
Or £11 their itomacb* with tlM chill night ait ? 

Some villiffa Lovslacb, whom with danntlesi bieait 

R»lic Ct^kiiiA puDfnlly witbtlood ; 
Some mate iaglorioni Dando here may re*l ; 

Soma 5iOYK*, with a genias for food. 

Tha anile* of real ladiea to commaod, 
Glance* lo win from more than cookmaid't ayei, 

Diooer* and tappen io good alyle to aland, 
And area-BoacKs and b^keo meal deapiae, 

>r circnmicribed alonc^ 



Far from the dunRetoui acaDca of Loadon life — 
Gaiotte* and Life-Preserveri— let them *la]-. 

And pa*l the area- railing*, free froni *trife, 
Puiane the haimlea^ tenor of their way. 

For me, who for the Crniher anoring laid. 
Do in IheM linei obvious excuiea state — 

If ever to the Hnlkb or Portland led 
Some pal ihoald kindly aik about my tale — 

Hapljr may aome grey-headed warder tay, 
" Oft have we teen him, in the convict ranV, 

Bmabing with measured slap* the dust away 
From off the mill, or working at tba crank. 



■■ There in the tchool-n 



n where the boy* they loach, 



Tbe CbapUln he would qaeer, upon the *W : 
Glib text* woald onote^ or conlrila mag would siieicD, 
Tipping the winli lo pal* that aoiggned by, 

■- When, In the chapel, duller rogue* n-ould •com, 
Tbe Faraon's paias that to cnnvert iham atiove | 

He Hill would sigh both afternoon and mom, 
And in his teaness eye hii knuckles shove. 

One mora I misted him on lb* 'customed mill, 
Nor Bl the crank, nor oikum room was ha. 
Another came his vacant cell lo 611, 

His game bid proved Ibe ticket— he wu fr<e. 

" And in our 00c« here (be other day, 
UpMi the prison-booka I foaiid him bornt^ 

Aa one wbo^ with his ticket aenl away. 
Would any station (bonie) in life adorn." 

If Life-Freterrer or Garotte you're worth, 
O youth, to Portland and Ibe Hoik* thoogh known, 

Tbe capital you'll find tba snunest berth. 
Its wide DDguarded Aburbs ul your own, 

Ltob tboufih roar sentence and your task aevere. 

The pious dod|j« a ticket soon will send : 
Yon give the Chaplain all be ask*, a tear. 

You'll find the Crusher (all you wish) a friend. 

No tartbar aeek the •rslem to expose. 
Or ttop the ticket CoLOxn JaaBfaestowad; 

To ap^ tbe child the Britiab pnbbc chose. 
Am on tbe gTown>«p ConncI ^araa Ibe io4 
fwMA. Norember 991 185$, 



A Lunatic PAaoDr. 



ooly watch the mote doth keeiH 
Each in his waistcoat atniehl foi ever tsid, 
Tbe well-bred lunatics oT HanweU sleep. 

Haply, Mine keeper, baTd-heatted, may tay, 
Ofi have we teen him calling to the moon, 

Heck'ning, wilb hwily thumb, the slats away. 
To meet tbe sun when he comes oul at noon. 

There at the foot of yonder nodding towet, 
Thai bteaihei %o bold beneath Ihe luure sky, 

He'd form himse'f of oyitet-shells a bowet, 
And pour hii louk on all that liavelled by. 

One noon we missed him. ai about we dodged, 
He drew his bie&ih, but nothing could we see i 

Another came — we had him safely lo^ed 
In Ihe asylum of Colwell Hanley. 
Fun. April I, iSSj. 



Thi big clock lolls tbe knell of patting day, 
Tbe (Ited Whips clubwaid now do adjoutn 10 lea. 

The Spsakkk homcwatd plods his weary way. 
And leave* the House to darkness, and to me. 

Now fade the Tressuiy Benches on Ibe (igbt, 
The mace do mote mr languid eye heboid* ; 
wheels bis di 



And pealing futlb his mellow-timed refrain. 

Unnoticed now beneath tbe gallery's shade. 
Where tbe mice gambol, and the beetles creepk 

Prone on Ibe aoor-clolb worn and half-decayed, 
Tbe Echoes of Reform ate laid lo sleep. 

The freezing ehill of CsANBOtrKNa'* bitter Kom, 
Hon blondering hopelessly through what he said. 

Sarcastic jibes and plaLiludes well worn, 
No mote shall rouse Ihem ftom their dualy bed. 

For them no mote th: fierce Debate shall bum, 
Koi shiewd repoitets ply their eveoli^ care ; 

No clamour for retum upon lelum 
Shall change tbdt wcaiy longing to despair. 

Oft did the Commons to theii Influence yields 
The new-elected ne'er escaped their y<we ) 

LocKi-KiMO and Baimu thnmgh them ofataintd a lieli 
Admlnittratton* fell benealb tAdt *boke, 
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Let not the Upper Houw dlidain the toil, 
Nor b7 Inacboa ronie the ilnmberioK itorm : 

Not BUbops heai with • disdwaful imile 
Tbeit prond po*ition tbreatened bj rerom. 

n« toMt 0/ Birminyhain may make them cowei. 

And all uiat Palmbkbton or Derby gave 
May jpield alike to Nonconfotmiit power, 

Norei-enSKAFTESBVRv'-' 



Not you, KKfORXKHR, lay to ui the Tault, 
If rotten botoughi itill their price* raiie : 

If gieedy agents still their victimi mil. 
And foul coituptioD shines with fugarj/ glate. 

Can Ballot-ntD, whete venal volert thrust 
Theif tickets, compeosate for perjured breath f 

Can candidates escape " down with the liust t " 
At well might mratals hope to cheat grim Death. 

Feibapt b yonder eomei ma; be laid 
Some tatleied fngments at a fonnet Bill ; — 

Diziy'^ with fane* franchise* o'erlaid,— 
Or lait year's, which Adullamitss did kill. 

Full many a traitor, outwardly serene. 
Thai dark, mystetioas cave, Adullah, bore ; 

Fall many a plot wat hatched, by BtA-<l> unseen. 
Combining men who ne'ei combined before. 

The stalwart EtCKO, that with daimile** breast 

The tyrant of the Treasury withstood ; 
E'en mute inglorious Doultoh did his best ; 

And HoMMAN biaved the vengeance dire of STaouu. 

The applause of liitening Tories to command. 
The threats of Bcaleb and DiCXtox to despise. 

To fotter agitation tbtongh the land. 
And read their speecha iotcnpeiMd with lies, 

Tbeit tot WBi Ibis ; this their reward alooe ; 

To Opposition Benches still conlined ; 
The Rt;ssELL Min'slty by them o'erthrown.' 

To join the Tories they had not the mind. 

Far from desirous of avoiding strife. 

They far official spoils ne'er cared to play ; 
But in Ibe feuds of senatorial life 

Pursued their own, their independent way. 

s, their deeds, writ in the duly XeiM , 



Free was their action— let us hope, sincere. 
The Leaoue a recompense as freely leads ; 

01 ''bard and faat lines" they confess a fear ; — 
The League declares they are not Freedom') fiici 

No farlbet seek their motives to disclose, 
Nor cull from speeches phrases undeSned | 

Leave them amoog the shadows to repose. 
And in Rbporm a hopeful future find. 

Prom BctMt /row tkt dut*. July 14, 1867. 



An Elbgv oh Cumation. 
Abovb yon mantel, in the new screen's tbade. 

Where smokes the coal in one dull smorldeiing heap, 
Each In his patent urn for ever laid, 

The baked residua of our fathers sleep — 

The wheezy call of mutlins in the morn, 
The milkman tottering from hii ru&ty shed, 

The help's shrill clarion, or the iish-niin'a horn, 
No more shall rouse then fiom their lofty bed. 

re the blaring Rre grate burns. 



Perhaps in thin deserted spot is laid. 

Some heart once pr^nant with terrestrial fire. 
Hands that tbe rod paternal majr have swayed. 

And waked to ecstasy the living liar. 

From Ikribna'a Xtnthly. July, 1875. 



Lament op the Euinekt One. 

The curfew tolls the knell of porting da;. 
The city clerk from daily toil is free. 

Play-goers t' wards the Strand now wend their way. 
And throng the theatre "Macbeth" tosc. 

The boast of heraldry, the pomp of power. 
And all that beauty, all that wealth e'er gave, 

Ate sealed round at this momentous hour, 
Waiting to bear the Thane of Cawdor rave. 

The curtain rises, and reveals to sight 
The scenes all have assembled to behold ; 

But, long before the witching hour of night, 
Tbe public are convinced they have been sold. 

a mock my fruitless toil, 
:y gasp and readings most obscure ; 
t from their disdainful smile, 
The critics thought JtfneMA'a performance poor. 

{Tkitt verttg amiUeS here.) 

Haply some hoary-beaded scribe* may say : 
'> Oft have I seen his ' Hamlet ' and the ■ Bells.' 

He is the greatest actor of the day. 
The idn of outmost fastidious swells." 

Thus does he seek my merits to disclose. 
And leaves my fraUtiei to the world unknown : 

And thus I find things quite touUur d* con 
Since the Lyceum marked me for its own. 
From T&e Figaro. October 6, 187^. 



Elegv. 
Wrilttn in Itottm Rote by a Diteoniotali Swdt. 
The Park proclaims the season's had its day. 

The " upper ten " ore wending towards the sea ; 
My friends are gone — such as could get away. 
And leave the town to emptiness and me. 

• AUndinr U> !«• P^wn crtli'iiia nn Hsiir) [nlnit v " Hubet 
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From Westminiter't electric-lighted lower, 
Still drowsy M.P.'j to the moon comolsin 

Tlnl dull debalei oullatt the mldniEhl hour— 
*Tn ever w when ancient Toriej reign. 

The applsDie oF liitening Seniles to commind 

Some Ule-cleeted Member vainly triei. 
Brings in his Bill, and rallering laltes hit stand, 

Bal reads his fate in every Hembei's eyes. 

Fait man* > Bill with caofidence serene 
Soch Members to the House of Comtnoni bear— 

Full many a Bill thus brought them dies onseeo 
In waited talking on St. Stephen's air. 

Far from the madding crowd's ignoble strife 
The few remaining Members crave to stray; 

And hints of cool, sequestered vales are rife. 
Or mountaias, seas, and foreign cities gay. 

Beneath theie Hyde Park elms, this chestnut's shade. 

Where heaves the tucf in many a flower-clad heap 
(Haply the brigktfti effort Lennox made), 

I mnie, or smoke, or read, or (oftl; steep. 

Though uncouth squares, with shapeless sculpture deck' 

I pais and give the tribute of a sigh — 
Don^t care a pin what R.A.'s they elect. 

Not head the fend of MajdeioD and Gye^ 

No more doth Beauty carl her lip in scorn 
Wben the walti-meaiure daintily we tread ; 

The four-hsise Ascot drag with echoing hoin 
No mure awakes me early Trom my bed. 

I trust to dumb forgetfulness n pre^ 

This smoky city soon will be resigned, 
That for a season I may pass away. 

Nor cast one longing, lingering look behind. 

Futniy Fotki. August iz, 1S76. 



ElECY, 

Writltn in a Country Biali. 

Ths church clock strikes the knell of parting day, 

And all the world is going borne to tea. 

The skater homewards takes his weary way, 

And leaves the rink to solitude and me. 



Now darkness 0' 



[these 



a mantle Biogs, 



And the French bom ei 

Save too, from yonder comer grnmblin^ steals, 

The Giter-on does to his mate complain. 
Of soch ai coming there Ic 



From liberal favo 



C9aipiH1D« 

It their wheel* 

rs lealouily abiiiin. 



'Tm here beneath the bright and aiure sky. 
The rough-laid asphollc teems to rise and sin 

Where, under many* sharp oiatcmal eye. 
The yoothi and maidens ofthc village rink. 



For them no more will croquet have delight. 
The simple shoitlecnck they will despise, 

No mote they'll watch the winced arrow's flight, 
Not draw the bow in qoest M archer's prize. 

Let not amlution mock thdr simple ttyle. 
Nor from thnr ihoughtless recreatioo ihrink. 

Nor Grandeur turn with half contemptuous smile 
From these short simple annals of the Rink. 

F'i'aps In Ibis quiet spot we may descry 
Some rinker pr^nant with emoiiuni ^rand ; 

This one. may be, will fill some office high, 
Thii the applause of list'ning crowds command. 

That youth we saw with hands upheld on high, 
With form erect, pursue bis eager way. 

Though n<iw in rinking lets his time go by. 
May be the Gladstone of a futore day. 

That yoath who " bathed melancholy " dreads. 

Some mute inglorious Milton doubtless he j 
While this who binds his fallen comrades' heads, 

In him a guiltless Cromwell we may see- 
Full many a gem of purest ray serene 

Beneath the ocean^ depth is known to sbrinl^ 
So many a damsel's born to skate unseen, 

And waste her grace upon a village rink. 

There was a yoath to whom I once did give 
Attention, though from noticn he would ohriok. 

Some peopin told me that be rink'd to live, 
Tbougb otben coid bo merely lived to rink. 

Each mom bis matutinal meal be*d eat. 

And then be seen both out of breath and hot. 
Rushing with eager steps along the street 

To meet his comrades at the much^oved spoL 

Then with his sliitei upon his feet fait atrapp'd 
He'd rink and rink through all the livdong day | 

Now seemingly in meditation wrapp'd. 
Now o^ed by eager thoughts and fancies gay. 

At first some figure would be deftly trace, 



One morn I mlii'd him from his fav'rile spot 
(The nigbt before be fell and seemed la pain] : 

Another mom, but wilb it he was not, 
Alas 1 alai 1 he never came agoLo. 

His comrades sore lamented him I fear. 

For some at least opon bis skill did dote. 
And having dropped a sympathetic tear. 

This was the epitaph they calmly wrote. 

The Efitafk. 

Hits rests lirom skating, by his much loved giotrnd, 
A youth to Fortune and to Fame unktMwn 

Science and Learning on him grimly frown'd 
And Rinking only mark'd Uro foi her osrn. 
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No fath<T had he to direct his course. 
Not e'en from such a diiinal fste ■□ save, 

For ik*len own with penrive face, petfoice. 
The paiht of [iDking lead but to the grare. 



Cremokne : An Elegy. 

[An epfUtetion bring made for lit nnttrol a/fhe liantt, 
it ttat tiattd that the proprietor had deeitled l« have Iht 
grDVud built OH. The omnttl then Mid ttething rimeintd 
but to put vp a tombitont, end vrilt tlie tpitnpk of 
Crtmomi GardtTU.] 
The builder tolls the knell of Cremome's daj' 

The navvf 'b spade uproots each (town and tree. 
Dnmb wilteri Tiom Ibeir Ubies slink awajr. 

And leave (he spot to dukness and to me. 



The walti and galop oo the breezei borne 
From orchestra wilh blazing lamps o'erbead, 

The comet, fiddle, fluir, and echoing hora 
No mote will keep ibe Cocknej' from his bed. 

For bin do more nill iparUing fitework bum. 

Or busy waller ply hii evening car^ 
No actotat a Kxnersanll will lam, 

Or from the trnptie leap into the ait. 

Let not Notih Woolwich mock while they despoil 
Cremoma'a qnaint temples, grots, and eladei obsi 

Some day the boilder, wilh disdainful smile. 
Will, too, lit leafy avennet secure. 

Nm' yon, ye proud, impnte to Baum the bolt. 
If Chelsea triumphs wbilo Cremonft decays ; 

And lirolers elsewhere seek their grc% and malt. 
And Canon Cromwell swells the note of praise. 

Can photograph or picture (lom iha dust 
The glories of a Raoelagh beqneath? 

Like Highbury and Vauxhall, Cremoroa must 
Tba auctioneer's dread hammer bll beneath. 

Ofl have stem magislrales, in angry tone. 

lis garish gaiety and "latks " maligned, 
Fotbade its reckless frolics with a groan, 

And sbat the gales of Cremotiie on mankind. 

Fot oft the maddinc crowd, in midnight strife. 
From sober wisdum straying, hither came. 

Threading the fevered path* of modern " life," 
While sleepy Chelseailes were loud to blame. 

Alas I to dumb forgetfulness a prer, 
Cremcme will to the builder be resigned; 

The baid who tecs it rudely swept away 
Vel casts one kmglng, lingetin{ look behind. 



The EriTAfii. 
Here lies s garden, famous in its birth. 

And once among ihe festive hunts of town; 
But mlcislrales have frowned upon ils mirth. 

And Speculation marked il for her own. 

From Fanny FMa. 187a 

CTcmome Gardens were closed in 1877. 
These gardens had had a long and chequered 
career, and the grouid they stood on has since 
been entirely built over. Elderly people can 
remember that filty years a^o a certain Count 
de Bcrenger started an Institution called " lit 
Stadium," or British National Arena, in the 
grounds of Lord Cremome. Here archer}', 
riding, swimming, and gymnastics were taught, 
but the venture did not succeed. The lighter, 
and more frolicsome, entertainments of Cre- 
morne Gardens were tried instead. 



Circuit Ei.egv. 

Bn the lult Lord Chtlmtfoid. 
On Ihe occasion of a dinner given bv the liar Mess lo 
Lord Justice liramwell and Mr. Justice Denmao, at Maid- 
stone, on July II, idSl, Mr. justice Denman rote and re- 
marked that amongst some old papers he had founds MS. 
I>r the late Lord Chelmsfoiil. Iieing a parody on Gray's 
' Ei^Ey 1 ' he then read it, and arteiwattli offered il to Ihe 

tit. Day, Q-C, moved that ii be accepted and entered In 
the Minute Book, and that copies should be printed and sent 
to (he members of Ihe Bar Mess. 

The motion was carried unanimously. 



Now eager necks ate straining for a sight, 
And lUl Ihe Court a so'emn sli linns holds, 

Rave when the crier bawls with all his might 
Or drowsy pleadings some dull voice unfolds. 

Save that from yonder silky mantled seal 
Some solemn owl does to Ihe JuJge eoji plain 

Of such as, wandering in K ith noisy feet. 
Disturb Ihe home-spun labours of his brain. 



A breeie between the Coancil end my Lord, 
The tittering laugh at something idly said ; 

The voice of many attuning sweet accord. 
Can scarcely raise a single heavy head. 

For Iheir approach no healed suitors burn. 
Nor brief) delivered task their evening care ; 

No I children run indeed where'er they turn. 
Or scrambling climb at wig and guwn to stare. 

Ofl to their lophisiiT the sessions yield 
Their labours oA have set at large a thief; 
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Let not their *enton nock tbi» lianible loil, 
Which MDC ttgm Ibtt Iher can ihire no more ; 

Not tkin to treat with ■ diidainfal imile, 
The sbott and limple caset cf the poor. 

Tfaeboait of itiseanlij the leaden' power. 
And all that purple, all that lilk e'ci gave. 

Alike at lenioni wait bat for that honi 

When ptofiti psih ii opened— to the grave I 

Nor jFoo, ye crowd, impnie to these ibe bull, 
If none in aught hot ttnffbit fonn dUplaji, 

While o'er the lung-drawn rank* inceiMOl Tault, 
Some whom mere chance, and lome whom buying ra 

Can well-itored mind, and animated Tace 



Ol Baltering ptMpecti open in Ihc dark t 



Fnll many a mind of paieit laj lerene 
To diilut dimei Ih' nnfalbomed ocean bean 

Foil ntanj a man 1* bom to live unseen — 
And cat hii fi:^e»— up three pair of Btain. 

Some village Uwyer,* who, with daanileu breai 

The Sqoue or Panon manfull; withitood, 
""""■' — *""" have drawn one from the inglor 
i* talent with a client'i blood. 



e of liitenin^ jnriei to command 
U of angry judgei to deipiie, 
amonr through a imlling band 



The applaoM of lii 

The tbnau of a , _ 
To acatter hamonr through a imiling bant 

And give thnt ipeecbei to the public eye* 

Theit fatei forbid ; nor yet alone restrain 
Their growing genius : but their dulneat find, 

Foitud to lamc to show their want of brain. 
And shut their motith* in mercy to mankind. 

The ftraaling pangs of slill-bom speech to bear. 
To findno thoi^hl will come, and wonder when ; 

To load a eanse, which prndence aik* and care. 
With Donseuse borrowed from the Attorney's pen. 



Tliey keep their eager jaws at last in play. 

Vet e'en In court, some slight relief to gain. 
Small slips of paper, torn from foolicap nigh, 

Which wretched rhyme* and pointless pans contain, 
From hand to hind acniii the table fly. 

■ Im the DrichuJ tUa word ii vrltt«D " Attj." 



"% 



A name — a verse uoianclioned by the muse, 

The place of wit and pucliy i^FP'yi 
And jingling jeits which sound with sense confoie. 

Will make the wags almost with laughter die. 

For who to dumb attentiveneis a ptey. 
This pleasing power of fotly e'er resigned. 

Knit the warm precincts of the court all day, 
Not cast one lagging, lingering joke behind f 

In some fond jest the weary soul reliei. 
Some tinkling thought, the closing eye* require 

E'en labouring dulness against nature tries. 
And rake* the aihe* of its brain for fire. 

For thee who mindful nf the briefless crew 
Dost in these lines their hopeless cause relate. 

If one perchance with nothing else to do 
Should feel disposed (o ask tby afkei fate. 

e sluflf.dad mity sage may s». 
Oh have we seen his tall and lanky form 
Bmshing with hasty steps to court away 
To tale hi* place where all the idle swarm. 

Then, in the midst of some dull iwddlDg ipeecb, 
While Gnrpey all Iheir mirth to hush wonid try ; 

Hia liatleaa mind in verse and pans he'd •Iretcli, 
And pour them on the crew which babbled by, 

Uacbecked hii aim by gravity, or acorn, 
MoHering bis scaitered force* he wonId ait. 

Now droopiog woefnl at a jeat still-boni, 
Now worn with care in trying for a hit 

Ono circuit misaed him ('iwoa the one in Leal) 
From all the places where he tisrd to be ; 

Another came, nor yet in Hertford, Kent, 
Id Etaex, Sutaei, Surrey, e'«n was he. 



H>BB rests his body in Australia') land, 
A youth to naval glory not unknown ; 

But e'er promotion shook him by iba hand. 
The Palace Court had marked him for its own 

Large was hi* practice, as hi* aga coul.l reach. 
And Urge hia recompense^ ai wall could b« ; 

H« gave to jnnei all ha had— a s(>BM:h, 

Ha gained from client* all he wished — a fe& 



Elegy. 
Ona/avovriU fVathtruomait, Mn. Brida** XiMgim. 
Fabbwbll old friend and memory ever dear, 

Tby earnest labour at the tub is o'er, 

' ^t every friend to merit, shed a tear, 

c~ ■a'.AA^ U..11; : 



For Biddy Mulligan is now no w 
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Secluded from [be world, and all ill illi ; 
A lender mother — a deiet(«d wire. 

And matchlesi in her doing up of frilll. 

Oft have I maiked her on a snmmet't day, 

Prone o'er her lub, regardten of (he heat 
Wiih »lee\es tuck'd ap, ihe'd sland and serob ftway, 

And then from lines Hispend her work lo neat- 
Each ctoiing week at eve, the took ibe road. 

With vests, wiih shirts, with handkerchiefs, and frills 
Collars and sock>, in parcels neatly stowed, 

Finned lo the parcels were her tittle bills. 

One winlei's day I passed her collage by. 

And wondered where the worthy dame could be, 

I saw aheap of clothes disordered lie. 
Not at the lub, not at the lioes was she 1 

The piercing cold had laid hei low at last, 

Her busy nimble hands ate now at test, 
They're bleaching in the chilly northern blast, 

Pale as the shirts their skiliul fingers press'd. 

Adieu ! ye spotless vests of white Marseilles, 
So while ye gave me pleasure to put on j 

Ve snowy bosomed shirts, a long farewell j 
Alas I poor Biddy's occupation's gone. 

No laundress of the vulgar sort was she, 

(Cruel the fate which thus could snatch her from me.) 
A faithful soul, and from pretence so free. 

It went against her grain to wash a "Tommy." 



Not all ihe symmetry of well made suits, 
Nor hats of silk, so exquisitely glossed, 



Not spicy lies, nor jetty 
Console me for the Ire. 



Oh I Mulliean, thy shiili perfection were. 
Now I ne'er put one on but feeling pain. 

And buttoning close my waistcoat m despair. 
Feel I can never show their like again I 

Kymphs of the tub attend the fun'ral throng, 
riant maiiglt wortiel near where she is laid. 

And scatter snowdrops as ye press along, — 
Fit emblems of the whiteness of hei trade. 

Let no bombastic lines be carved in stone, 

No fulsome epitaph, no flattering hope, 

Re this the plain inscription— this alone— 

" She never yet was badly off for soap." 

C. E. TisDALi, D.D. Dublin. 
The Elocutianiit. July 15, tS82. 



Grav's Eligv. 

(In an Iri$h Fritan.) 
Thev think to toll the knell of prisoned Gbav, 
The servile herd who bend to law the knee I 



VUe Saxon team I a Sheriff held in thralt I 
(II moves my wibI of Bame to noble fury) 

Because he ottered what thev choofe lo call 
Injurious remarks aboat a jory. 

Pwtet. September 3, 1S83. 



The S. K. Rinc's Requieu. 

Th8 turret-clock proelaimi the hour eleven ; 

Sir Francis Bolton* from his tower descends t 
The last illumined shower drops from heaven. 

And so the mnch-bepurd " Colinderies " ends. 

Now fade the glimm'ring lamps amongn the Wees, 
And all seems dismal now. and dark and dead. 

Save where the crowds still t'wards the statJon iqiie« 
And through the Subway plod with weary tread. 



To Ulk of things that in the future loom, 
And the conclusion of their ■< Shows " r^reL 

Sad were their faces as they sat and heard 
The clock strike out the Exhibition's dose. 

And gloomily together they conferr'd 
As to the Epitaph they would propose. 



AJttr confirriitg fir t 



mt timr, IktfilUneing, il il Ofrttd, 
shall bt t/u 

r THE "COLINDESISS." 



Was soon for its dt^enerate features kn< 
And an apotheosised Cremorne became. 
Which reckless Folly quickly made her own. 

Large were its pcolitt, and its crowds immense ; 

But larger still the expenses it defrayed. 
Thanks to the notable munificence 

With which its laviah staff it overpaid. 

Of such gross jobbery it was the spring. 
So big the perquisites which it did rain, 

That much we fear, as an official Ring, 
We ne'ei shall look upon its like again. 
Tmtk, November It, 1886. 



The Saxon herd departa ere stroke of Ibree^ 
The cabman homeward whips his wheet-y way. 
And leaves the " Yard " to Denning, ud to mi 



If Fnncis Bolton dlad earlj la ISST, Iravtnj a i^rj lai^ tortuM. 



Digitized by G00<^le 



GRAY'S ELEGY. 



"The catty "call" — of ioccoied breathing bom. 



Oft did tha Commooa to our piclcia yield. 
Out guSav oft lomB ilDbboni ipeecb has brake. 

How jocand did we bring our team afield I 
How bow'd the Wliipa beaeath onr nttrdjr ttroke I 

Let Dot ReGDeoieDt mocli abiue-(nl toil, 
UnceaiiDg "jaw," and aocMti^ obtcnre, 

Nor BreediDft bear, with a diadaiafui nnile. 
The tbarpaod (bad)' annais of "tha flare." 

Tha "cheek " □( Harr-a, tha rant of Power, 
And all that Brntltntn, all that steal Ih e'er ga^A 

Await alike th' nnenviable honr, 
The ways of Sexton lead to much that's grave. 

Nor you ye Timet, impiite to me the fanlt 
And — in hc-Bimile— vonr trophies rai«e. 

Where, 'oeath the book-stsU'd station's grimy vault, 
The (teaming engine swells the Dots that brays. 

Can stoiy'd speech or animated bast 

Back to their cerementi conjure wraiths that lark ; 
Can B--kle's voice avenge the ulenl dnsi. 

Or Flattery soothe the dall cold ear of Burke t 



The scom of Saxon senates to command. 
The threats of Peel and Balfour la despise 

To scatter terror o'er a soffiing land, 
And blend onr history in a nation's cries 

Oar lot retjDires ; nor circnmscribed we feel 



The place of Fame and Elm ai , , ., . 

And many a nasty gibe aroand she strews 

That cause the Irish m(M«list to shy. 



Hiaa lies, his head upon a lump of clav. 



Large was his satire, and his purpose clear. 

Egan did a recompense as largely send : 
Hb gave to Liq'lty— all too bad— a sneer, 

He gajn'd in Egan, — wall, not qaite a friend. 

No farther leek his secrets to disclose. 
Or draw his frailties, in these ottering rhymes. 

from where they — Bomeoflhem, 'tis said— 
The foMfum of his Walter and his Tima, 
llootuhiite. April 30, 1887. 



DETACHED FRAGMENTS 
PARODIES ON THE "ELEGY." 

Epttaph on "The Pic-Nic.*' 
Wrillen in a Nemnuin't SAnp. 
Herb lie, enwrapt within a ditty sheet. 

Pie-Aiei unsold — of course 10 fame unknown ; 
Fair Fashion's patronage they diit not meet. 
And OrtnvilU still may clum them lor bis own. 

Large were ill pages, D 



It found thus m 



a (what aU m 



It Rnd) ai 



No lirllier seek its merits to disclose, 

Oi o'er its faulls one briny tear let drop ; 
Here thev alike on dusty shelf repose, 
To add (resh lumlxi I0 the newsman's shop. 
Vu Morning Post. 1S03. 



Epitaph on a Noted HiaiiWAVMAN. 

Herb, high st 

A youth to « , . , 

'Till caught al length, by law's resistless fangs. 

The gaping gallows seit'd him as its own. 

Bad were his sentiments, his actioiis worse ; 

And when he mounted Newgale's fatal drop. 
He gave the hangman a tiemeodous curse. 

And got from him — what he deserv'd — a tope, 
^le ^ril ^ thl Public Jaumab, Volume X, iSo 



A Political Parody. 

The curfew lolls the knell of parting day, 
The lowing herd wind slowly o'er the lea ; 

Now to the Cords, see Jenky take his way. 
And leaves the House of Commons unto me. 



Full many a country gentleman and squire. 
The hinder seats and those back benches bear ; 

Full many a one who represents a shire, 

Theie wastes his sweetness on the desert air; 

Some city member, with his meal opprcsl, 
May there, perhaps, in sleep digest his food ; 

Some mute inglorious Alderman may rest. 
Some grocer, guiltless of his country's good. 

For knowledge (0 their nes her ample page. 
Rich with the spoils of^Time. did ne'er nnroll ; 

Fair Science smil'd not on their early age. 
Nor Genius gave an impulse to the soul. 

Their names, their merits in the Maining Past, 

The place of honest eulogy supply. 
With many an idle tale, and many a iKnsl, 

And many a silly speech, and many a lie. 
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Fot who, to dumb Toriieirvlnm ■ prey, 

A place otpen«on ever yei retigned. 
Quitted Ihe Court, like Canning, u they tty. 

Not cut one longing, lingering look behind ? 

This parody {consisting o( lliiriy-two verses 
in all) ongioally appeared in Tht Sritith Frat of 
September 14, iSi>; it was afterwards re- 
printed in The >ipii-it of the PuUie JournaU, 
Vulume XVI. i8r3. 



'l^s. 



Elecv in -St. Stephen's Chapel. 

Thb candle* tell the close of parting daj. 
The membeix U)r'd wind ilowly up to lea. 

Some few lo dinner plod Iheir hungry 
And leave the Mouse to Dyson and 

Now ttdet in slow debate the lingering night, 
And each dull ipeech in solemn slillnesi endi. 

Save where Bragge-Balhurst wheel* hii droning flight. 
Or drowsy Hilej cheers his slamineiing friends ; 

Save that, from yondei noolc with placemen ilor'd, 
Old Rote doth to the Treasury Bench complain 

Of such as wandering near the Navy Board, 
Molest his ancient penuonary reign. 

Iteneath that gallery's height, that )nllar'd thade. 
Where heave those seals with many a slumbering heap. 

Each, in his narrow row, supinely laid, 
A silent band, the Country Members, sleep. 

The pettish call of nonsense- breathing Pole, 

Van^ltart, tittering u'et his boxes red. 
The shrill Chailes Yorke, Sir Joseph, livelier soul, 

No more can rouse them from their rugged bed. 

Oft did the question to their inSaeoce yield ; 

Tbdr vote, full ofi, the Court's designs hath broke : 
How jocuod was the Income-Tax repeal'd I 

How bow'd the Malt-tax to Iheii sturdy stroke '■ 

IM not piood office mock their useful toil. 
Their votes, though silent, and career obscure ; 

Nor grandeur mock, with a disdainful smile, 
The " ignorant impatience " of the poor*. 

The boalt of place, of interest, and of power. 
Of all that worth can claim, ot gold can buy, 

Must yield alike, in dieod division's hour. 
To Country Gentlemen's majority. 

Nor you, ye Whigs, impute to these the blame. 
If some faint cheer its puny homage pn^. 

While, throDgh some long drawn speech, in periods lame, 
A stammering placeman courts their lingering praise. 



it impati4nc§ of loaafbn, Lr»d <^ti*r«af h. 



But Treainry to their eyes the ample page. 
Rich with a people's sprnU did ne'er nnrol ; 

Some puny job must fiie thrir noble raK 
Aitd ope Ihe loyal current of their sodX 

Full many a Casllereagh, with bands yet clean. 
The hinder benches on bis side may bear. 

Fall many a sad Fitigerald blush unseen, 
And waste bis diflidence on desert air. 

Their namei, thdr numbers, to the public giie. 

May show as fair as loipe of nobler note, 
And many a holy hint Charles Lung convey*. 



For he (division's stern demand lo meet). 
His custom'd place and company resign'd. 

Oft leaves the precincts of his Tieasary seat. 
To coax some longing lingering lout behind. 

On helps like these each pension'd soul relies, 
Sach aid each new-rais'd salary reaniiei. 

Though from the press the voice of Crokert cries. 
Though in the Courier live his wanted lires. 

And thou who, mindful of that honoar'd scribe. 
Dost for a salary like Cioker's wait, 

If, chance, by kindred calculation led. 
Of his four thousand pounds you ask the fate. 



" Then, It the lower end of yonder Board, 
He'd hold his vain fanlaslie head so big^ 

You'd think the Regent had made At'ai GrsI Lord, 
And put his duller master, Melville, by. 

Oft to the Courier Office, as in spite, 
Muttering half-form'd, half-witted squibs, he'd rovi 
Now alt the Quarterly's worst (rash indite. 

Now woo Ih'unwillinE Grab Street Ma« to love. 

" One eve we miss'd him on his custom'd round. 
Nor at the Board, nor at the House, was he ; 

Nor 'mid the Courier's devils was he found. 
Nor was he scribbling for the Quarterly. 

'' The next, lo condign doom in due debate. 
His annual thousands came, a sad display I 

Approach and read, where all may read, their fate. 
In all the papers of the following day." 



Hese rests his pension, strangled in its birth. 
His name to merit, as to praise, unknown ; 

Yet Fortune frown'd not on hia little worth. 
For Castlereagb had mark'd him for his own. 



'Quit*, Llart Bom* doubts haveariiuion Ui< orthocrapbjr ol the 
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No &idiet Kdc U* nufit to ditckaa^ 

Or dimw die umoal locnue to Ui pdf ; 
Hopd«« alike hit fune and pence repoi^ 

Lott to the Cooit, ibe ofBce. and hinidf. 

Tiom n* JTew Ttry OvUt. London. J. Rldgw^r, 1819. 



TsK pealinc clock ptodalmt tlie doie of djijr, 
Th* attonMy'i dak go«i iknrijr to bli tek; 
And mine bi^iii lo plod Ui weaij wajp. 



And diowij waCdunen follow at Iiii hi 
San^ that (ram jrandct darkly thaded tow*r. 



Beneath thoae niKed elm*, that old tree'* (hade, 
Wliece andent teati in many a moald'tinff heao 

Spread oat, where in rq>ote von mtj he laid, 
HoM aweetly to enjoy the In ' 






Rome you no longer from youi lowly bed. 

For yon, tlie blufng be«rth ne'er doe* hum ; 

Or, boty botitewue pi* her ev'ning care, 
Oi diildctn run to Uip tbeii uie'i retnm. 

And dimb your Imeei the envied Idu to ihare. 

But itill thy junior* to thy laamlng yield. 
When yon pat 00 the atatdy law pemke. 

To prove then argninenta are all afield 
And make them bow U yonr hard itrake. 



Yel do not think tby wif so tpmcely deck'd. 

Will ne'er entice a bnef that's straying by : 

Whoee strange and ancoath worda '' 

Andfer it gain the tribute of a algh. 

Thy name, thy yean, thy thin and wrinUed face, 
lonre mccets ; tby fame will then supply 

A stream of brie^ your fortnne lo replace. 
And wealth, and peaces await yon ere yon die. 

And yon, whom dnmb forgatfolneu and care, 



Elbqv waiTimH in a Town Cbdkcu Yard. 

Thi chnrch-bella peal the mewage — " Come and pray I ' 
The gay-dresiecf crowd appear, to bend the knee. 

The shabby, poor man tnms another way 
And leave* the chnrcb lo Dive* and to me. 



And merry tinklinp sound from iramcw belli; 

Save that, as if to make display of power, 
An army howls, while marching to the strains 

Of nol>r baitds, regardleei of Nqtt-Bower, 
And block* toe paasago of onr streets and laoeh 

Beneath thoee railway line* that man hath madc^ 
Where *labs lie prone apon the embankmisnt'* heap, 

Each aactificed 10 compensation paid, 
Onr Leeds fore&uher* down by Kickgate sleep. 

The snorting pnff of carboniferoa* (moke. 
The engine clattering from the locO'ShM, 

The whiatla's shrieking, and the piston's sboke 
No more shall rouse them, thongh they mock the deaii 

For them, if chance the hearu of loved one* yearn. 
No weeping moamera tend the grave with care. 

No children to this spot their footsteps torn 
To seek the dead 'mid desolation bar& 

Oft did the town of Leedi thdr labours know, 
Their efiorts oft the way to pr<»ress deared ; 

How tie they now, forgotten, cold, and low I 
How is a patriot towniman's name revered I 

Let not ambition seek for the cold clay 

A homely tomb from saciil^e secure i 
Nor grand men seek when they have p*Med away 

A safer six feel title than the poor. 

The mighty alderman, (he men of power, 
And an oni beauties, all of wealth the slaves. 

Must take tbdr diance that there may come an hour 
When railroad sleepers share their quiet graves. 



For thee, who^ mindfd of the thus outraged dead. 
Dost in these lines set down their giaveyard's stal< 

If chance, by their pemtal. some be Ted 
To tesi the truth of what thou doit relate. 



I vc watched his look, — half pity and hi 



Unheeded t>y the crowd that passe* by. 

" Round through yon bridge upon his journey horar, 
By some strange fancy led he seemed to stray. 

Then on the other bank he'd gaze forlorn. 
Then looking disappointed tum away. 
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" One mora I hw him on the railway'i tide. 
Among the ilibs, tomebroken, lome moai-growa ; 

Once more he cam* : he looked iciin, he tighed. 
Then cosed the *c«i<ch foe the Kurgatten itone, 

" And then 1 uw that ere he went awty 
One tittle leaflet from a book he tore. 

On which he wrote this aimpla poet'i lay, 
Which tome one fonnd attached to yonder door." 

Am Epitafe. 
Here rest, on eithar laAe tbii moand of earth. 
Neglected dead, forgotten ard unknown. 



Trna to their coantrr, to their town tincere, 
Thni doet poelenty their deed* commend, 

And takee their grave* to make a railroad here. 
For fear their uaefaliteia with Lfe sboald end. 

No farther aeek fresh merita to imping 

Let the poor battered sionet nnk in the sod, 

Where ricn and poor in trembling earih repoee. 
To wait, 'mid engine tbrieks, the tramp of God. 
From Tht TorJuhirtman't Comic Annual. 1885. 



NiwALi.'s Buildings. 
Th> clanging crow-bar rings the pile'a decay 

The boiy fabonreis make their work complete 

Daily the well known buildings glide away. 

And ipace and brightness grow upon the itteet 

Thia wai the first verse of a long parody which 1 , . 

in the " Free Lance " a paper published in HancheWer, many 

yean ago. A celebrated cho^ house stood in Newall'* 

Bnildiagt, and the parody describe* its piindpal frequenter*, 

but the allusions are too local to be of any general interest. 



Ths Scales. 
Thk piano *oands the knell of pajting day ; 

Next door the singing pupil sbiiekt high C ; 
The comet practices aciosi the wajr. 

And gives the night to anguish and to me, 

" Full many a man, who now doth obeat the pti 
Will waste his voice upon the heated aii. 

And vainly sigh for cooling breeie of winter 
When he is punished for his sins down there." 
From 9<i 

Passaqk from Lou> Gkiv's KLsor. 
Rads toll the knell of England'* passing day : 

The low dull herd will land her " up a tree." 
Why <n1t they not send Gladstone's gang awa;, 

Aad leave the world to Whigdom an3 to Me i 
PwneA. September lo^ 1S81, 

A Fbbveksioh. 
Full many a Sower ii bom to blush unseen. 
Is fragrance on the desert air ; 



The Author 



Safe in the bosom of his loved U 

Pensive in a Bo!4byabo. 
A Fyagmenl. 
^KRAri in this selected spat ate laid 
Some leg* once rq;aant on bicyclic 1 



Lgra Bielyeliea. By J. S. Dalton, 1SS5. 



IMITATIONS OF GRAY'S ELEGY. 

Imitations of Gray's " Elegy " are not only 
numerous, but are, as a rule, botb long ana 
dull. It is not, therefore, advisable to reprint 
them in this collection, but for the sake of 
completeness, some of the best must be 
enumerated. 

William Mason, the poet, and biographer of 
Gray, ventured to write an imitation, entitled 
" An Etegy in a Churchyard in South Wales." 

Mason said his desire was to describe a dag 
scene, so as to contrast it with the twilight 
scene of Gray's " Elegy." 

But Mason's presumption and self-sufficiency 
were extreme, not only could he venture to put 
forth this mawkish elegy, written in a church- 
yard by da^, as a companion-piece to the far- 
^med IwUigkt scene; but he also had the 
effrontery to tack a paltry tail-piece to Gray's 
exquisite fragment on '''Vicissitude," and even 
believed himself capable of improving Gray's 
epistolary compositions, although Gray was 
known to be one of the most fastidious, and 
most correct ot writers. Mason's tampering 
with Gray's letters has been repeatedly ex- 
posed, and his imitations of Gray's poetry now 
rest in merited oblivion. Another author, with 
almost equal temerity, ventured to publish a 
SUPPLBMENT 
Gray's Elbgv in a CHuacn Yard. 

"The celebrated elegy in a Church Yard, by Gray, is wdl 
known, and jusity admired by every one who has the least 
pretensions to tasie. But with all its polish, and deep 
poetic beauty and feeling, it always appeared to me. to tw 
defective, and 1 have met with a remark in Cecil's Ite> 
mains, to the same effect. Amid a scene ao well calculated 
to awaken in a pious mind reflection on the sublime trnlha 
and inspiring hopes of Christianity, Gray, with the ex- 
ception of two or three somewhat equivocal expression^ 
says scarcely a word which might not hare been said by 
one who believed that "death was an eternal sleep," and 
who was disposed to regard the bumble tenants of theaa 
tombs as indeed " Each m his narrow cell for tvtr laid." 
With these views I have regretted, that leniimenia similar 
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1 Ihe followiag hul Dot ipmDg up in Ihe heart, and re- 



No iiitj dreamt thcii limplc faociet Gi«d, 
No thinl for wealth, nor panling aftct fune j 

Bnt truth divine, inblinin hopes inipiied. 
And urged Ibein onwaid to a nobler aim. 

From ererr ciHIa£«, vilb the day an»e 
The hallowed vi^c of ipirit-bmlhing prajret ; 

And »nlt%t anthemi, al il* peaceful rloie. 
Like holy incenie^ charmed the evening air. 

Though Ihcf, each tome of haman lore nnknown. 
The brilliant path of science never trod, 

The tacred volume claimed their hearts alone, 
Which taught the wajr to glorj and to God. 

Here theji from liulh'i eleinal foonlain drew 
The pure and gladdening waleis day bj dajr, 

Leaiiit, since our days ace evil, fleet and few, 
To walk in wisdom's bright and peaceful way: 



The heavy hand of all-destroying Time, 
Through whose low mouldering isles now sight Ihe blatt. 
And round whose altars grass and ivy climb: 

>nged, (heir eratefal h< 

_ _ . m and holy Sabbath st 

The mingled tribute of their prayers and praii^ 
In (weel communion rose befaie the throne. 

Here, from those honored lipt. which sacred fire 
From Heaven't high chancery hath touched, they hear 

Ttutht which their teal inflame, their hopet intpir^ 
Give wings to faith, and check affliction's tear. 

When life flowed by, aod, like an »ngel. Death 

Caroe to release them to the world on high, 
Prai&e trembled Mill on each expiring breath. 

And holy triumph beamed from every eye. 

Then gentle handa tbdr " dust to dust " consign ; 

With quiet tear*, the simple rites are said, 
And here they sleep, till at the trump divine. 

The earth and ocean render up their dead. 

These lines, which otiRioally appearrd anonymonaly in 
an American Newspaper, are quoted in Sdie» ofLiteratiirt 
by Stephen Colleti, A.M. London. Thomas Boys, iSij. 

( ' Stephen Collett " was said to be a name astumed by 
Thomaa fiyerley.) 

The Foi;ndi.ikgs. 
An EUgr. 
Fab from Ihe madding Tumuli* of the Town, 

Which where bright Ihoughl should rriga iinirp Ihe seal ; 
Far from those Tempests which S^fl«ctian drawn, 
1 seek with brealhleM Haste a calm Ketreat. 



1, published in quarter by William 



An Even IKS CoNTBMPLaTioM 

in a French Prison : 

Bdog a humble tmitatioa of Gray'* BUfyin aCsunlry 

Chunk TttT± 

By H. P. HouoHToN, 

No\» on Snglith Friaoner at Arras i» Franee. 

London. J. Burditl. 1809. 

The Sun'i bright orb, retiring, dimly glarei. 

In strict compliance with the law of power ; 

Eachpr' 1-^- 

An<J: 

Now sable Night, o'ei all her mautle throws. 

And *olemn silence iei|;;ns throughoat the yard ; 
Save where yon vet'ran 10 hii station goes, 

A poor, disabled, solitary guard t 

Save thai from yonder room in mourofal strains, 
With melancholy tone, and plaintive ait. 

Some tender Father, to Ihe Night complains 
Of children left without a parent's care. 

Within these ramparts, by fim'd Vauban made. 
Where haplcit youths for Freedom learn to weep. 

On beds of humble itraw. till momii^ laid. 
The brave and dauntlest Soiu of Neptune sleep. 



Ah Elsqt 
Wnti tmJtr « Galtomi. 
DoN-vested Twilight now along the iky. 

With tardy moving pace, begins to creep ( 
Toward* their solemn gloom wrap'd mansions Sy 
The eUin rooks, spread o'er the monntain ateep. 

Where this bald barren spol of earth expands, 
Deck'd with no shade of plant, or flow'ret* amil^ 

Bear'd by lome skill -cond noted artist's hlnila^ 
A gallowa frowns a terror striking pile I 



By Hugh Downman, A. B. Printed m Edinburgh, 1768. 

Lord Mavok'i Dav. 
A Mttk SUgf. 
The ma creeps slowly o'er Ihe eastero hillt. 

The laiy pacing hours attend his way. 
Thro' the thick fog the scarce pervading beam. 
Gives London's Lokd his gorgeous gaudy day. 



And DOW Ihe city bells, in many a peal. 
Bursting at once upon the vacant ear. 

Bid thp glad freemen from their counter* steal. 
And bail the day to beef and pudding dear. 

Nor 3>a*s we by the capon and the chine, 
Nor heedless, leave Ihe turkey's praise nnsnng I 

The many-mixtur'd punch, th' inspiring wins, 
Joy of each heart, and theme of every tongne. 
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Tbe feuttof o'er, Um b*U, ib« tpriKbtlj <Uoco, 

With jocand-paa bagnOa the aigttt away : 

Tbe oowdi ntire when Sand*]' boan adTanoc^ 

"^■J «ri^ m irmmi, tk* «MHnl eftktiar." 

rwom T*t Htm FimUU^ Hmfilal fir Wa. VoL V. 

Loodoo, 1786. 

Wnttca U the HoiweU*, Briitol, lair, 1789- 
BrtbeRc*. W. I. Bowta. Pabliihcd W Caddl mm 
D«ik*, Strud, Loodoo. It commciicei u fbUowi :— 
The BOniii^ wiket in ihadowr mtntle ner. 
The daifanaie woodi Iheit gUi 



Tbe redd'niac Ught gains bit npoD tbe ikiei, 
Aod Eu awaT the {lut'lliiig laponn nil, 

Down the roogh deep Ih' accnitom'd hcdger hiet, 
And tbe Hreaoi wiodt in fanghtDew thro' the Vale. 

Writtm Ik Pertt Omtr, WatamuUr Ahir/, 
Now ^nlu the hmn eonfna'd of bnircan. 
And loiemn Etc b^na ha placid reipi ; 



HQdo 






And lileDce bcoda befbte hei veMtd tnio. 

Tkttt efe fifteen tene* in thi* imitatioa, it is p 
In 71* Sfhit tf tkt Fablit JoontU. Volume VI. 

Thb NuKtruiV. 
Now nantl the ni^t breeie thio' the darken'd alt, 

Am aileDCe MoUtei the Tnlal world to reit, 
$a<re iAck aome pale bc'd ooTice (wnpt in pray'r) 



Avpoaed f i* turittn «« a Fvld of BatUt. 
The wraibfiil st 

Tbe madd'iui. 
Diacord'i lood n ^ „ 

The clang of anna, and pealing cannon'i roar ; 

The donbliDg dmm ; the trampet'i braien lonnd ; 



M stonu hath iwept ikog the dale ; 

d'niiig fair of tbe fight i« o'er ; 

nd Dotei have ceai'd upon the gale— 



Eliot, Wuttkh in a Cmr CRuiCHYxaD. 
Awat from can — apail ftom eartUr toil, 

Let'a conrt the itillneai of tbe ailent gia*% 
WbCK dwell — wilhm tbe dealh-eDcnmbeted loil. 

The aahta of Ibe fair— (he gaj^-the brave I 
How manj tiophiea marie the hallowed groond ! 

Vain Qiock'r; of the nd and praccfbl tomb t 
How manj fabrica caat tbeir ihade anmnd ! 

Emblemt of death I of man'a oncrring doom I 



TRANSLATIONS 

OF 

Trk Elboy. 

Thb Elegy has beeo trxnslated into nearly 
every European language, whibt numerooa 
Greek and Latia venioos have also been 
printed. 

It would be foretgn to the objects o( this 
collection to include these translations, but 
some bibliographical notes ma^ be given which 
will enable students, and admirers of Gray, to 
obtain the works, in the Library of the British 
Museum, or in either of the other great public 
Libraries in Oxford, Cambridge, Ediobuigfa, nr 
Dublin. 



6ml Fmim o/Grer'i EkfT. 
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B. E. Sparke. 








E. Tew. 


1795- 


I. Plumlte. 

Hoa G. Denman. Cambridfi. 


;e;: 



Chiiuopher Anatey, (Mmiriigi. 1; 

(TbU wa* in quarto, olber edition* have 

pabUihed.) 



G. Coua. fWaa. 


1771. 


Beolo. nnm*. 


1817. 


Baibieri. VtroM. 


18.7. 


C C Colton (anibot of " Ueon "). 


iSm. 


Re«. WilUam HildTard. traJM. 


1839- 


J. H. MacauUr. 


iS^i. 


1849 


Jamea Pjrcrofl, B.A. BH^Iom. 


t^. 




Londff: 


1876. 


Id Latin megiaea, b7 G. H, a coon- 






1877. 


Hnnto. In the Oidian meainre. 


i8frj. 


k ytnUmt. 




U.J. de CMniet. PtrU. 
I. fioberta. LeaAw. 
If adame Necket. 


■805. 


1875. 




Adrien Sanatin. 




m Vntbm. 






i8oa. 


■ Virtion. 




H. CeaarottL Paim. 


1771. 


^.G^MIaam. Lonih*. 


1781. 


G. ToRlli Panu. 
igrufkk rirtiim. 


1793 


LmlM. F. Pilman. <Abont 1866.) 
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GRAY'S ELEGY. 



Cminp*(>iM, tndotta diU' Ingleie in [na Uiwue cod aggiiuila 
di Tirie COM Gnon inedlte per cnn dell itotlore AUuandro 
Tbrri. Vctoneie. Livomo TipograSs Mif[liaie*i. 1843. 
TbU conUiu the origiiMl El^ tn Engliih, followed hj 
twelve lUUao InntUtion* in different metrei, five in 
Latin, one in Hebrew, six in Preach, one in Germui proie 
hj WiUiam Muon, and three in Germui vene, or tweotj'- 
eight tntulationi io all, and it mentions others which are not 
inclnded. There are also coirioni nolei, uid w, biographr of 
Tbomat Gra^. The pre*t nuk in the B. H. Ubnu? 
of thii yvj cnrioni volume ii 1466 E- 

In 1830, a PotjeloH edition of Graj'i Elegj was pnb- 
litbed bj Hr. John Van Voorat, of Paternoster Row, London. 
Tltil charming little volame contains some of the Gneit 
*pecimeat of modem wood engraviog, in which the artisli 
have admitsblf lucceeded in realiung the ipiiii of the poem. 



Thetc 



with Greek. Latin, 



lation was by Thonui J. Mathiai. author of "The Pursuits 
of Literature" the Latin by Rev. William Hildyard, the 
Italian by Oniseppe Torelli, and tbe Qermanby F. Q. Qotler. 
The French version is ascribed to M. Le Fourneor, wbose 
venei are of ver? anequal merit ; in a few cases he com - 
presses Oie »en»e of a verse into two lines, in others he 
spreada it over six tines,.whilst some of Gray's most poetical 
ideas and images are entirelj omitted. 
The second verse : — 
Now fades the Blimmering landscape on the stehl, 

And all the air a solemn sliilneis holds. 
Save where the Beetle wheels hii droning flight. 

And drowsy tinklings lull the distant folds, 
herenden 

" Dn soldi expirant la tiembtaote lamiice 
Dilaitse par degris lea monls silencieox ; 
Un ealme solennel enveloppe lei cieax." 
thm altogether losing the beanuinl description contained in 
the last two Uoes.of tlie original. 

A scarce little pamphlet published at Chatham in t8o6, 

(kindiv lent b; Samuel Timmins, Esq.,) contains tome 

imitations of the Eleg; which have alreadv appeared in this 

Collection, together with an excellent French translation 

irtiichit wotlhjr^preservation. The Title page luns thus : — 

GRAY'S ELEGY 

in a 

Country Chtirch Yard; 

with a 

TiansUtion in French Verse 

ByLD. 

To whit^ are added, 

The following imitations: 



Nocturnal Contempla- 
tions in Barham 
Downs Camp. 

Evemng Contempla- 
tions in a College. 



The Nunnery 

and 

Nightly Thoughts in 

the Temple. 



with 

Anecdotes of the Life of Gray, 

uid 

Some Remarks in French ; 

By the Editor. 

Chatham. 

Printed by C. & W. Townson, 

Kentish Courier Office. 



Lb rappel* a marqat le jour en aon dicllo, 
l.ei troapeanx lentement qniltmt le ptturag^ 

Le labonreur conrbt suit ion triate chemin, 
Laiuant la sphtre obscnrs k moi lenl an pkrtlge. 



1 silence profbnd rigne dans la natnre, 
Hormi* ok roscarbot son vol bmyant pontniit, 
Et le mitMan lotntain endort par aon mnntmra. 

^on qne. de cette tonr que le lierra embelUt, 
Le nocturne hibon ponme une plainta amtra 

Qoand qnetqne voyageur, approchant aon rUnil, 
Vient tronbler, par haiard, 100 rkgne tolitaire. 

A I'ombre de ces ifo, aoaa caa ormeani noneni, 
0& la terre en mooceanx an paasaga a'oppoa^ 

Renfermi poor tonjoor* daiu son cavaaa poadrmx, 
Le Tuatiqoe habitant dn village repose. 

Le souflJe parfnm j dn i jpbir matinal, 
Le moineau gaxonillant inr lenr palrible anle^ 

Le chant parfant du coq, la cor anx cerb blai, 
Na las tiraront plai da leor concha d'argile, 

Ahl ilaneveiTont ploB lebgot pitiller, 
A leor donner les soini I'active minagtre, 

De cben (nfans grimper pour raisir nn baiser, 
Begayant k I'onvi la teodre nom da ptre, 

SoQvenl le chunp cida aes moisaons a lenn laxAi, 
Et lear soc entrouvril la gitba limonease. 

Comma ila linoient gaiemeni en menant lenn cherao^ 
Comma le bois plioit sons lenr main vigoaretue. 

Grandi, na mjpriaei point lears solna indnitrienx, 
Laura plaJsirB innocani et leari deitina lani gloin ; 

Orgoeilleox, reprimes ce aoorii dMa^neui, 
An rklt pen cooan da lenr obacnra histoire. 



ipter du terrible m 
Le chemin de« Donneun mkne k 

Et voQi, amUtieux, oe lea accniez point 
SI leura simplea tombeaox nal omemetit ombraga, 

Dans las mur* rivjrji de cet a^le saint. 
Oil de> cbanta vers lea cienx a'itivent en h 



De* [aits sur Tume inscriti, des boste* animdi, 
Peuvent ila rappeller le soaSe irrevocable 7 

L'honneur peut-11 toucher dM corps inanimi^ 
0& I'enceni appaiser la mort inexoiabia ? 

Peal4tre nn c<BDr rempli jadis d'an fen divln, 
Se troava renfermd dani ce lieu de tristeu^ 

Un bra* propre k rigler d'un people le desUn, 
OnaonnarkravirlalyrB- ' ' 



Mais loin d'eua la sdanca iloigna ion trfoor, 
Des dJpoDilles du tems amplement entlchie ; 

L'affrense pauvreti retint lenr noble ewor, 
En sa aonrCB gU^a le eonrant du gtnie. 



lu iidall, pour y 



l< nmpart dn vlllM fl 



, Google 



PAfiODtES OP 



UatDt et maJQi beau pnb[i am rayoni lamineui 
Duii lea gonarw profood> dn vute <x6an brilla : 

Uunle flenr taflit, flonrit, puu et ichtppe am jnj, 
Eih»IaDldai«le»ftiraniip^famlnnUS, 

Un Coodj de hamean donl le eanr coDrageox 
Brava aoamat dm loops la taangp fnno, 

Ua RuiDB ignort pcDl-ttre eat dans cea lieui, 
Un Mayemne, innocent da aang de aa. patrie. 

Pu la mUe jloqaenee etonnsr on ajnal, 
A^^ . '^"" ''*'"' 1' *i""« abondance, 
A»ontm lea pinls. U mort dans le combat, 
litre d on people entier la joie et riaperanco. 

Jamai* ne fat laor lot ; car la sort obstini 

mft!S!. j'*"'^,*'*"®' "^^ **"'" "' '"»" crimen 
Ciftndit de woiller an trflae e^ianslaiitj 
Ponr r^er tans pitii aar de tiiatu victimefc 

"d Jl" "'»»,""' i«n>«i«, I riprimer I'ardeur 
A ™^" "' di^rorana. d'nne flamma hontetiML 
Aprod,gnerau»ice,auIax=,Ma5rardeur ^ 
i. enccns proslitai d'une Hnse flatteose. 

Loin do fracas bniyant, das soins tnmultoeoi. 

^mpagnons assidua des habitana dea villea, 
KMiris, una dasirs, utisfaila at henreux, 

llB conltreot tana bniit des jours longs et utUaa. 

Dw inanltet pourtant laurs o« aonl prterria I 
On iliTo pri, d'eux una pierre matiqne, 

Arracheat an passant on aoupir ajmpaibiqDe. 

'T^,"?"'' '"°';.«8«>«:ri'». wni nnl ordre amnftia, 
R^^TT-'^",'^^"'"^*- ■•"raerveatTSffi 
Et des icnts divms, lea testes rtHiit, ^ ' 

Peignent la vanil* da* graodenrs de la vie. 

Car qnel est le mortel asaez insoodant, 

Kiiignerlesdoucearsd'icibasau niant 
Sana Jetter tristetnent nn n^ard en arriire. 

A notre deniiire heara il eat dooi de penser 
Uue des amu snr nous dea larmetv^l nSrunHn . 

Le fan qui bmle eo noaa vit ea^re dan« noa ^dnt. 
Td, qni oca mort* obacnrs aana cease riviraa 
101. oQi peina en cea vers leur ionoconte imace. 



Siqeelqa 
Damani 



idait aox JchoB quelsort (ut son partage ; 
0";dqne berger at, pleurs pent-Stre loi dira : 

" F^ITJ. ^^"'i '""" V- ''** '* brillante aorore. 
Fouler les pr^s Seon*, a'avancer k grand pas 
Vers CO tommet rianl, que le soleil colo^ 

" ^*°V^ I'ombraga frais dc ee hgtre inclini 
« nZ^A ^ ' ?<"■'"«"» M mtnt snr la verdure, 
» Tt 1^ ,** "'"M" 'out de SOD long coucbi 
II semblolt mjdiler an bniit de son murmurfc^ 

" Taniet prts de ce bois il erroil aoli, 
MT.-^^ na moqneur insnltant la fortune 
"TaatJt pUe, abatta, comme nn Itre effard ■ 

Malbaoiwii en amonr, plonfA dans I'inibrtaiw. 



" Un jCTir snr la coltine en vain je Is cbercha!, 
■' !>"» les prta imailW^ sons le paidble ombtan 

■• Un autre mccMa-mais je ne le Wonwl. ^^ 
" Ni prii du dair mitwtan, ni prka dn bds saDTage; 

" ?.'«'" V' '^'' *» '=''*"*■■ "J"* »o<ipira, des auglot^ 

Nous le nmes port* sans vie an dmeti^ 
" Sons cette ipine antique approcbe et lis m* mots, 
■gnnneinaiobtan£aiaanieagraTla*urU pierrei" 
L'Efitapbx. 

Sua le tein de la terra, abandonn*, sana bleiM, 

Un jenne infortnni rrpose ici la tite : 
La science en naissant le prit panni les sirnaL 



El ta milancolie en fit Ion s 



' ginjreu, 



Son ame fot sincire et son « 

La del en ricompense le ti: 

Sa pili* consolante oBnt anx malbenreni ' 

Tout ce qn'il poaaMoit— hilaa I c'itoit de* lannes. 

I cherche pas plus loin, et laisae se* vertn^ 

Ses laibleaae* auaii reposer en silence 

lOS la sein da win ni^n nui t^^.— .r i* 



Ja cherche pas plus loin, et laisae se* vertn^ 
Ses laibleaaes auaii reposer en silence 

laos la sdu da snn Dieu, qui, pannf sea dins, 
Un Jour doU I'appeler an aa saiote prjaencft 



Lbos in Tattkrsall's YAto. 
The duttman tolli the coaling of the moni 
Of Monday, big with bnsinei* and noise : 
I? fP^-E""^ pily Ho"! his patent bon, 
DdighUng all t£e little giils and bof*. 

Now briskir move along the well-p«»'d atieet 
Tiadeameo of erry grade on btu-neas bent : 

""phMita and atockbiokers on eaalent heal 
Their mind* on fbnda and barter moat intent. 

"T J"f- .^*- >■««■■ Street is dreary grown. 

And left m melancholy desert ilat^ 
Save whrae s«ne guaidaman paoea up and down 

From Hoby'i boot shop to the" Palace gate. 

Save that at Feoton's doorway there appears 

Some carriage lading to go out of town 
O' araymao Uyiog in a stock of beer 
To waah the fricaiaiea and good things down. 

Moving twrd's Hyde Park Comer in the west 
With steady pace and faibionable swing. 

Are leea yoong iprigs of fortune gaily dresi'd, 
To lounge an hour in the betting ring. 

Bniealh yon gateway, Tattenall's fam-d yard. 
Where oacs are bought and lotd both strong and fleet. 

Each with the belting book, and pencU hard. 
The legs and sporting men are wool to meeL 

Oft does the betting to their cunning yield, 
Theit craft has many a fsv'rile horse thrown back 

Hen knowmgly at odds they back the iIcU, 
And torn Iheir certain hundreds in a crack. 



Their heavy bets and calcDlatioos cleat 
For Justice self hu patronised the tame 
Although to Justice many bare paid dear. 



chy Google 



GRAY'S ELEGY. 



Hoc foo, je bmdemKD, mannBT oc oompUln, 
If when je uk for cuh. jre're totd to w«it, 

Not dare to doD, not impoitDiie agtin, 
Tho' 'twere to utrt yon fi 



SbJI tbe gieal Detby or the Omki sive fltet 



Moch wone Iban Dothiog oi bj bgging grot. 

Some lucky pogiliil vhoic prowsM pt»i 
All olbet heroa of bii day witbileod. 

Some ihick-tcnll'd bortedoilei, who o««* to fate 
Uore than to head uid braini he evei coaM. 



Tbe cait and weiteni parti of Loodo 
Foil many a peer can tettift the tnlh. 
That many men pouen leu braint than gold. 

Tbeii namea, theit yean, by folly wrilten doirn, 
A lenglhea'd liil of dnpei would well mpply. 

And many a Ug mi^t in tbe list be thown, 
Wbo cairiet now bii JUod amaiing blgh. 

Fof thee who knowing not (he tenn of Itg 
Dott In thcM linet myiteikmi langiugE find. 

And would thereof an eiplanation b^ 
To qaench the itordy wonder of thy mind. 



rhey'll tell thee that, by modern definition 
A Leg 1 a Lord, a Captain, or a Groom, 
Or one whoie betting keepi him in condition. 

For thc^ who paramoDnt of Legt the bead, 
Doat herein recogoiie thine own ettate, 

If chance, in after day* by fancy led. 
Some qKirting novice toall enquire thy fate. 



One mom we miu'd him on the accoitom'd ipot 
Jutt by the ditch, (the meeting week wat near,) 

Tlie race* came bat we beheld him not. 
At leoglh to church-yard mo*e we mw hii bier. 

BptTAFH. 

Here rettt hit head upon alqiof earth 
A l>«g at Epiom and Newmarket known. 

He made a hudiome fbrlnae on the Imf, 
That turf, alai, now claim* him a* It* own. 
From Tkt Spirit of thM Aft If nMp aptr, 1838. 



The Dcparted Season. 
The Poctei toll* tba bell on itarting day. 



The blowing heard it penl-np ««am let Eiw, 
The lengthy train wind* out It* blMing way. 
And leave* tbe town to dolnen and to mfc 

Now bdu tba glittering hmoo from tba dght— 

Belgravia ■ lotamn Millneaa holdi ; 
The " familie* " fraoi their manalon* take to fliglit. 

And holland, glatad, the fonijtnre enfold*. 

"The ling," deaerted, leave* Hyde Park in gloom. 
Ho carriage, pbaetcm, broiwbani, four-in-hand ; 

No daahing cab, no top boot dapper groom. 
No hanghty coacboun, no tall footman blaad. 

The welVdrened men who lean abont the rail. 
Who lift the hat ao gracefully, and bow 

To carriage beaaties, languishing and palt^ 
Who wearily respond — where are they now ? 

Where is tha prancing "lib" of Rotten Row — 
High blood of palace*; or clerk from mart*? 

Where the bir Amasm, daihing to and fro— 
She who breaks horse* eke awhile broaks haart* ? 

Where are the gentle conttoiBceur* of flower* — 
The languid nooterer* through Covanl Garden 7 

Off to their Continental home* and bowers — 
Spain— Pari*— Italy— Spa— Baden -Baden. 

Dark is the Opera — " in tilent tier* ; " 

Jnst now in jewelled beanty all ablaze. 
How short the fliUed season past appears t 

Singer*, and ballet, too, bow shut Ibair rtay* I 

Closed are the hall* of (asbionable shows — 
The " R.A." masterpieces, and theamudges — 

"King Charles and Sunday" — "Veons" without ctochei^ 
That shocked the pmdisfa, and amazed the jndge*. 

The Parliament— its grand defeats and gtorie»— 
lla oratots profound, and twaddling bore*— 

The fiery democrats— the Whin— the Tories— 
Ah I blessed fate that gave them to the Moor* I 

Full many a swell whose way it "all sereoe," 
Lnxariona yachts across the ocean bear ; 

Fall many a gent, too, makes a rath nosetin. 
To taste tbe sweetneaa of the deaert air. 



it boaat of heraldry, and power, and pomp T 
vara off to *ODe aea coast, recruiting health — 
To (hooting, angling, coonty ball, or romp. 

Bnt hen tbe billunan calleth every mom. 

The sparrows twitter, seeking to be fod : 
Tha maid's Bhrlll signal then i* mthles* toro. 

The man of budne** von his dovrny bed. 

Come then, Ibon &equeat, bst snbnrban train — 
The river steamer, wherry, gig, or horse— 



Or seek beneath tbe Hyde Park elms a thade 
When patriot*, aaeembled in a heap. 

Bnt now tha ghoat of interdiction laid : 
Tba mda (negatheringa of Ra!brm may sla^ 
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PARODIES OF 



L«t DM ambiliCHi mock that luefnt toil . 

BjF hafdr hand* and charadan otMcnnt, 
" ' "IT think with a diadaiDCal imilB 



Nor erandc 
OTncbi 



Edited by G«orge Aogasto* Sala. 



Thb wUmIb ihiieki Iha knell cf paitiog da;, 
The hamming eagino congbs along the lea. 
The driver leu the steam puff forth iti way 
And leaves the world to ogllneai and ma 



Mr. aUot Stock pnbllifaed an iliutTated edition of the 
Blegj, containing a/aeriMA of the fait copy of (he poem hi 
Giay'i hand writing, (which ii In Pembroke College, Cam- 
hri^e,) togetbct wiib eotet of the raindple 

.Kir ! — ».i.^ Elegy preMrred in other com 

-''t ■So contain infonnalion o 
ially concerning the E1»t. 
I, L<KMlon, December, 1858. 



alford'i Aitit 



and ImitatioDi of Qraj't Elegy. The book wai to have been 
In qnarto, and iuned at the price of one gnioea, but it doc* 
not appear in the Biitiib Mnieum Catalogne, to it it probable 
thai It wai not published. 

In a small poblkation eatitled Sdgbationia for November, 
1SS4, there appeared sn aitiele 00 Parodies, and imttationt 
of Qray'i Vlin, signed by K. L. Muoder, probably a mil- 
print lor Ifanden. Thii contained very lillle additjoail in- 
ibrmation to that previously given in the two admirable 
articles in Wslfotd's AnHmiarian Magaiiiu above named. 

A snbscribet to this Collection wriles that a parody 
entitled "An BUn wn'Mn in a Lottion CtitrdVyorrf" 
appeared In " The Literary Sketch Book," for 1S13, London. 
No such work however appears in the catalogue of the Britiib 
Mnsenm Libtaiy, the parody mentioned cannot therefore be 
inelnded. 

Dr. Iladall, of Dablin, has conrtaonslj written to point 
oat a few errors which occnrred in hia parody, Tht EUgj/ 
ws Xr». MtiBia<m, aa it origiDally appeared in Tht Eloeu- 
HtMiMt, as well as in the reprint of it on page 37 Paredia. 
The corrections are as lollows : — 

Verse s, line III. A tender motfaer — a devoted wife. 

Vena 4, lios II. With vests, Mt-miaet, with handker- 
chief, and frills. 

Verse 11, line III. And scatter inowdrops as ye pass 
akmg. 

Verse 13, line II. No fulsome epitaph, no flattering 



Thii concludes the Parodies, Imitations, and 
Translations of Gray's M^y in a CowUry 
Gkwek Yard. Such a cnUection has never 
before been attempted ; every endeavour has 
been made to gather materials from all avail- 
able sourceB, aad it is believed that no parody 
of any interest, or merit, has been omitted. 
Should, however, attention be drawn to any 
omission, mention will be made of it in a 
future issue. 



ODE ON THE SPRING. 

SThe title oririnally given by Mr. Gray to this Ode ■ 
foonlide."] 

Lo I where the rosy-botom'd Hours, 

Fair Vbnus' train, appear. 
Disclose the long-eipected Sowen^ 

And wake the purple year I 
The Attic warbler pours her throat, 
RMponsive to the cnckow'i note, 

Tne nntat^t harmony of Spring : 
While, whiip'ring pleasure at they fly. 
Cool Zephyri thro* the clear blue sky 

Their gwier'd ftagtanee fling. 

Where'er the oak's thick branchei stretefa 

A broader browner shade, 
Where'er the rade and moss-grown beech 

0'ei^«ano(Nes lbs glade. 
Betide tome water'i ruihy htink 
With me the Muse shall sit, and think 

(At ease redio'd in lustic itate) 
How vain the ardoni of lbs Crovrd, 
How low, how little are the Proud, 

How indigent (be Great I 

Still ii the toiling hand of Care ; 

The panting herds repose: 
Vet hark, how tliro' the peopled air 

The buiy murmur glows 1 
The insect youth are on the wiog. 
Eager to taste the bonied iprin^ 

And Boat amid the liquid noon : 
Some lightly o'er the cuneot skim. 
Some ihew their guly-gilded trim 

Quick-glancing to the sun. 

To Contemplation's sober eye 

Such is the race of Man : 
And they that creeps and they that fly. 

Shall end where they b^an. 

Alike the Busy and the Gay 
But flatter thro' life's little day. 

In Fortune't varying colours drest : 
Bruih'd by the hand of rough Hiscbanccv 
Or ehili'd by Age. tbdr airy dance 

They leave, io duit to rest. 

Methiokt I hear, in aceentt low. 

The iportive kind reply : 
Poor Moralist I and what art tboa t 

A solitary fly I 



On hasty wings thy youth is flown ; 
Thy sun is set, thy spring is gone — 
We Erotic while 'tis May. 

Thomas Grav, 

Odb on the Sfrino 
By a Jfan </ fhsAwn. 



Lot where parly giving dames. 
Fair Fashion's train, appear. 

Disclose the long-exp^ei garnet. 
And wake the modish rear. 

Hie opera- warbler pours her throat, 
Retponrive to (he actor's not^ 
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The deM-boii|4>l faumooj' of Spring ; 

Whil^ beaauDg pteainie u they Bj, 
Brighl flimbeaiis Ibrough the murky *ky 

Theii welcome fr*gnu>ce fling. 



Wbete'cc the ronii fiiU myTi>4> cIom 

The lUircue tnd the doot. 
WlieTe*n thick lilet of beltei aixl heani 

Penpiie through ty'rj pore t 
Baide »oroe faro-table'i brink, 

With me the Mate thall iiuid >nd think, 
(Hemmed iweetlj in hy lonene of itti^) 

How nwl the comfort of the crowd. 
How coDdeMendiiw are the proud. 

How hippjr «re &t great I 



The draji uuTbaclci repote ; 
But, bvk, bow through the vManl air 

The reltling clamour glowi I 
The wanton Miu and rakiih Blade, 

Eager to jnin the Hatqaerade, 
Through itreeli and iqwuet pvnue their fun ; 

Home in the dnilt lome baihful ikim ; 
Some lingering late, their mollei' irim 

Exhibit 10 Ae «■□. 

IV. 
To Diisipalioo'i playfnl ejre. 

Such ii the life for man, 
Atkd they that hall and they that Rj 

Should ba«e no other plan : 
Alike (he bu*; and the ^j 

Should ip(»t aU nigbl nil break of day, 
In Faihion I varying colour) dretl ; 

Till leii'd for debt through ntde milchance. 
Or chiU'd by age, thef leave the dance. 

In gaol or dnit — to reit. 



A Bond-Slreel butterfly? 
Thy choice nor Health nor Nature greeti. 

No taite bait thou of vemil tweeit, 
Enilav'd by noiae, and dieu, and play ; 

Ere thou art to the country Sown, 
The tua will KOrcb, the Sprmg be gone, 

Tlien leave the town ia Hay. 



ON THt CuMiNa OF THB HooiK or Comhons, 
Bf Qtargt, Printt BtgtHt, in 1816. 

Lo I where the icarlet-boiom'd band. 
The Rbcrht's pomp, appear ; 

Ix> I where the Commoni crowding atand. 
The ScMion't clo*e to bear I 

The tpangled Ruler ponn hi* throat, 
ReiponiiTe to the Speaker's note, 

Well-prim'd hii part to play ; 
Whlla Icemen, Penuonen, and Peen, 
By liitening with attentive ean. 

Their ready tribute paj. 



Where the old tapeitry Eigarei itteteh 

Their cobweba roand the Ihroae ; 
Where note-taken contrive to calcb 

No meaning but theii own ; 



At much I marvell'd at hii hat — 
How true to Nature ii hi* wig ; 
What beaux, what triflen aie the lug 1 

What Dandiei are the fat [ 



And ba*k them in the Summer noon ; 



Methlnk* I hear, in accents low. 

Some holder of a place — 
" Poor moralitt I and what ait thou 7 

A patriot in diigrace t 



o riband to diiplay ; 
, . eh iby hope it flown ; 
Thy lume ii up, thy party known — 
We pocket while we may." 
VtJtant Hew Tory Chudt. London; Ridgewny, 1819. 

ODE ON THE DEATH ofa FAVOURITE 

CAT. 
Dntntd in a Tuli (•) 0/ Gold liAtt. 
'TwAS on a lofty vaae'i aide; 
Where China'i gayest ajt had dy'd 

The aiore flowcn, that blow ; 
Demuieit of the tabby kind. 
The pentive Selima, reclin'd, 
Gai'd on the lake below. 

Her eonicioui tail her joy declar'd ; 
The fair round face, the inowy beard. 

The velvet of her pawi. 
Her coat, that with rha tortoiae vies. 
Her ear* of jet, and emerald eye>. 

She law ; arid poii'd applause. 

SliU had she gai'd ; hnt 'midst the tide 
Two aiwel forma were *eeo lo glidet 

Hie Genii of the itieam : 
Their scaly annonr't Tyrian hue 
Thro' ricliest pnriile to the view 

Betny'd a golden gleam. 

The hapless Nymph with wonder taw i 
A whisker Gist, and then a claw, 
WiUi many an ardent with. 

*llr.Wa]|M]a,*lUrUudHllii>l Mr. Oray. pUssd tha OUna nut 

loqattUoB i(or 1* wm Dot a tut) ob a padMUl at ■" — ' "' 

•ritt alaw Uou ol tb* Od« lor Ht latMlMian. 

TwH on U>i TiMt loh; dda, As. 

t Tar,— Two lf«ilinrt lama. 
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She tttdeli'd. In rda, l< 
Wh«l femtle tiMrt cu gM de*pi*e 
Wtii(C«ft>*ertetaath? 



^ 



eh'd, agtUn i 



Eigbl timet eme^bg from the flood. 
She oiewed to eveij waleiv God, 

Some *peedy aid to tend. 
No DuIphiD etmc, no Neieid tlined. 
Nor duel Tom not Snuii heud : 

A Fav'rite hu no friend. 



And be with cantioa bold. 
Not all llwt tcmptt jroat wondering ejes. 
And beedleu heuti U UwAil priic^ 

Not all that gliiteni,* gold. 

Thomas Gkay. 

Odk 
On M* Aaa^a/mewfta, wtonu iuw%ilr«v>MrfV« tt* 
Bittr Tliamu*. 
• TwAi id a new-cooitracted boat. 
WUch Acre's bero let afloat 

The TreaioTT Bench to ihow, 

Demnreit of the placeman kind. 

The gentle Canlereagb t Tedin'd, 

Gaied on the Thuuei below 

Hit tail, which he to lalelj Inrnd, 

The face which ne'ei with ihame had bam'd. 

Hit poweiral emp of pawi I 
The coat which be bad onen cbang'd 
Hii ean itill left, ud tjt* which lang'd 

He Mw, and amil'd applante. 

Still bad he pu'd ; bnt 'midit the tide 
Some Downuire voten teemed to glide, 

With aipect tweet and mild : 
Their littt of freeboldt in theii band 
With namei of thoie they could commacid, 

Betraf'd this itdenl child. 

Tbe baplctt yonth with traoiport taw ; 
A ptoaing ipeech, and then a claw. 

To gain the tinrd; race 
He ttretcfa'd in nla to teach the ptiie : 
Nor conid It* wdl nicb fiib deiinie. 

Who it to fond of Ploee. 

PrenmpttKMu jonth I with kwkt intent, 
AJnin tie ittetched, again be bent, 

Not aaw the golf between : 
Malignant Fate tat by and imU'd 
The ilippeti' *e^e Mi feet begnil'd. 

He tnmbled headlong In. 



•raitun, or OUMM, In olbtr Zdltkn 

tUtd OHtIanwfa,k««lantlilMd,«Mlb*ahlitf iBMnmuntln 

pronflH (ha Wuidn oaks of Bn^tBd ud Irdud in IMO, lor 

wUd lHiHa*H«tr>tMA*d bfCbnl BmonHm/M*. Ha 

eMudUodioltid* la Un, tad wit bwiM In WnBitiiirtw AbUf. 



Kgbt timet emer^g from the ThamM^ 
He call'd bit meumatei b; thdr namei. 

Some apeedy aid to leod ; 
No Phippa, no Long, no Premier heard, 
(Became he ilept), nor Mnlgrave ttirr'd — 

A &T'rite hat no friend. 



Be wim'd by thit lad boor ; 
Not all that lempti yoni wand'ring eyei 
And heart) corrupt, it lawful priie. 
Nor all within yoor pow'r. 
From The l^rit of tte PhUi'« Jonniab. 1S05. 
Ridgway. London. 

Parodt or Gkav's Ode, 
0%aCai drawiud in a t^ o/Oold Fi$kti. 

'TwAS on the paTeoMot of a tane. 
Where a bard ibower of loaking tain 

Had made a pretty meu ; 
A buck advanc'd with careful itmt. 
For feat a iptinkle from the rut 

Should toil hit lily dreti. 

Hit powder'd head, hit silken bote. 
The dathing buchlet on hit toet, 

Seem'd inited for a court i 
Tbe motlin round a pudding rall'd 
In which he kept hit chin nom cold, 

Wat of the Gneit lott. 

He trod on ilow ; but 'midst the tide 
A brewer'* dray was seen to glide — 

Unmindful of the mud ; 
Before which stalked, with itept quite bold, 
Two high-fed tteedt of beauteoui mould — 

Tlie pride of Whitbread't stud. 



Quite terrified the elf: 
He saw the careleu steeds come on. 
But dat'd not Staod, nor dai'd to run — 

Lett he should tplaib himself. 

At length, poor youth I be made a stop. 
And would ha<r« got ioto a shop — 

But , ah I the door was tbut 1 
When lo 1 th' advanc'd ptocettion greeta 
The hapleat beau with all the sweets 

Collected in the mt I 

He iwore, and call'd the drayman wight 
Untand)^ onleam'd. and unpoUte, 

Aootaid b«'d thnth the blade 1 
But be did not— good reason why ; 
Alal, no Hetculet was nigh. 

To give Nardtsus aid I 

Then, all ye buckt who walk the ttreel, 
So speuce, to buxom, and to neat. 

Learn thit tad tale by reading. 
To keep at home on rainy dayt 
Leti yon should meet with aoy dray* — 

!■__ 1 1 breeding t 



For draymen have 
JJf Monting CStmtiiU, iSoo. 
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A puodf, entitled "Ode on tbe anipnlaliDD of ■ Cat'i 
Tail," was pnbliihed by B. Flower, Cambtidn, ijgi, in a 
pamphlet entitled " fieropi «nil £way«, bj a Cantab.'' 

There ii no merit in Ihe parody lo atone for ihe chcace of 
inch a disgnstine theme for an ode. 

Another political imitation of thii ode appeared in 7%t 
Bt. Jama't Chronic retaling to John, Eail of Bute, the 
Prime Mioislei in 1763, who was no bitterly attacked by 
Jnnius, and John Wilkes. This nobleman, who had been 
Intot toGeo^ III., was nicknamed "Jack Boot," and In 
the popular caiicatnres of tbe day was leptexnted u a large 
jack boot snrmoDnted by h's head. 

The parody possesses Ullte interest, it commences thus : — 
'TwAS on the lofty Treasury's side 
Where Walpole's tNuest arU bad tried 

The wislful Briberies that flow ; 
Most ambition* ,of the Plaidy kind. 
The npshot Bate reclinad. 

Gated Ml (he gold below. 

Hit CMintry's hopes his joy declared. 
His frecklM face, his griixied beard. 

The taloDi of his paws. 
His Plaid, that with Che Rainbow vie*. 
His downcast looks, and jaundiced eyes, 

He said, and hammed applause. 



ODE ON A DISTANT PROSPECl OF 

ETON COLLEGE. 

[This wa* the Gnl English production of Mr. Gray that 

appeared in print, and was published in folio, bj Dodsley, 

in 1747- ] 

Vk distant ipires, ye antique lowers, 

That crown the wat'ry glade. 
Where eriteful Science still adores 

Her HBHKV's holy shade* ; 
An d ve, that from the stately brow 
Of WINDSOR'S heights th' expanse below 

Of gio»e, of lawn, of mead survey, 
Whose tnrf, whose shade, whose Bowers among 
Wanders the hoary Thame* along 
Hii silveririnding way : 

Ah, happy bills I ah, pleasing shade I 

Ab, fields bdov'd io vain t 
Where once my careless childhood itray'd, 

A stranger jet to pain I 
I fed the galea that from ye blow 
A momentary bliss bestow. 

As waving fresh their gladsome wing, 



11 many a sprightly race 
vmiorting on thy malgent green 

The paths of pleasure trace ; 
Who foremost now delight lo cleave, 
: ith pliant arm, thy glassy wave t 

The captive lionet which aiibnd? 
What idle progeny ncceed 

• KlnrHnrytbaSLrtli, (nmdtrnfttiaCMlafa. 



While some on earnest business bent. 

Their murm'iing laboun ply 
'Gainst graver hours, that bring cooslraiot 

To sweeten liberty : 
Some bold adventurer* disdain 
The limili of their little reign. 

And unknown regions dare descry : 
Still as they run they look behind. 
They hear a voice in every whid. 

And snatch a fearful joy. 



The 



s pleasing when , 
r forgot as soon as shed. 



The innihine of the breast 1 

Theirs buxom Heallb, of rosy hne. 

Wild Wit, Invention evet-new. 

And lively Cheer, of Vigour born ; 
Tbe thougbiless day, Ihe easy nvht, 
.... _ ., -.---„ |iji„_ 



>, the slumbers lij 



Alas r regardless of their doom 

Tbe little victims play I 
No sense have the* of ills to come, 

Nor care beyond lo-dav ; 
Yet see. how all around em wait 
The Uinisters of human fate, 

And black HiifoTlune's b«lefnl train ! 
Ab, show them where in ambntb stand. 
To seiie their prer, tbe murd'ron* band t 

Ah, [ell (hem (hey are men I 

These shall the hij Passions tear. 

The vultures of the mind. 
Disdainful Anger, pallid Fear, 

And Shame that skulks behind ; 
Or pining Love shall waste their yoall^ 
Ot JetUoosy, with rankling lootfa. 

That inly gnaw* tbe teoet heift j 
And Envy wan. and faded Oaie, 
Grim-vii^d comfbrtleM Deapdr, 

And Sonow'* pfetdng dart. 

Ambition this shall tempt to rise. 

Then whirl Ihe wielch from high, 
To InKer Scorn a Micrlfice, 

And grinnii^ Infamy. 
The sting* of Falsehood those shall try, 
And hard Unkindness' alta'd eye. 

Thai mock* the tear it forc'd to flow ; 
And keen Remone with blood defil'd. 
And mnodj Uadnest laughing wild 

Amid severest woe. 

Lo, in the Vale of Years beneath, 

A grisly troop arc seen. 
The painful (andlv of Death, 

More hideoos tnan Ibeii Qacen 1 
This tacks liie joints, this fire* the vdns 
That every labouring sinew strain*^ 

Those in Ihe deeper vital* rage 1 
Lo, Poverty, to fill the band. 
That numtn Ihe toul with icy hand, 

And slow^ontiimiDg Age. 

To each U* inffeiinfp 1 all an mm. 
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PAK0I>1ES OP 



Th' anfMline for hii owd. 
Vet, ah I wh7 ihoald Ihey know their fate. 
Since Sonow nevei I cc 



■t ; — where ignorance ii bliu, 
■TufollrlobewiM. 

Thohm Cm 



Yb duiliog Unipi. je Jocond Gm, 

That frmn von fabric sbine, 
Wheie enUcfnl pleatare ret admires 

Hec Lack's gieal deiifra : 
And je who from the fieldi which lie 
Round Cbeliea, with anuiement't eye. 

The gardeni and the dome tnrvey, 
Whoae walk*, whoie treei, whme liehu an 
Wander the conitlj tiaiii along 

Their thonghl-diipelliiiK way. 

Ah qjendid room 1 Ah, pleasing thade t 

Ab, wallu bdov'd in rain, 
Where oft in happia times I (tray'd, 

A ttianger then to pain : 
I feel the galet, which from yon blow 
A momenlar)' UIm beitow, 

Ai waving freih their gladiome win^ 
Tbn *Mn] to looth my umish'd wul 
And, redolent of tea and roU, 

To breathe a Mcond ipring. 

Rotonda, lay, fbr Ihon haat lecn 



FdU many a 

In thy bright n 

The path* of 



r a Iprightly ri 

itroond withi 



a with ilep lerene, 

___, . . . osDre trace I 

Who chiefly now delight to Uve 

Gieen byiOD, tn the boiling wavc^ 

The uUc coffee, which dUtil i 

""■-■ ' ' ly are found 

roand and roond 
mill? 



tikefaoneiin 
While K 



And, i 



■t bolinen dream : 



\b complicated Kbeme 

Of poblick po&cy : 
Some ladiet leave the ipackmi dome 
Atoond the garden'i maze to roam. 

And unknown rq>ioni dare deicry ; 
Still al they walk they look behind. 
Left hme a icciet foe ihonld find 

Froni lome malidom eye. 




Loud mirth it tbein, and pteadng pnit^ 

To beanty'i ihrine addnn'd : 
The q>rightly longi, the melting layi, 

Which charm the Mften'd breait I 
Theiti livdy wit, invention free, 
'Che iharp Ami mcl, keen repartee, 

And ev'rj art coquet* employ I 
The thoughtleai day, the jocund night. 
The qiiriti briik, the lofiowi li^t. 

That By th' approach of joy. 

Ala* t tegaidleu of their doom 

The lovely vicUmi rove ; 
No leiue o( (nflerion yet to come 

Can now their prudence move : 
But lee I where all arourvd them wait 
The miniUer* of female fate. 

An artful, perjnr'd. cruel tr^ ; 
Ah I tbow them where in ambn*h iland 
To teiie their prey, the faitbleu band 

or falte, dcceitfai men t 



Or pining love ihall waste tbeii ymth, 
Or jealousy, with rankling tooth, 

That gnaws bright Hymen'i golden chain, 
Who openi wide the fatal gate, 
For sad distrust and ruthless bate. 

And sorrow's pallid train. 

Ambition this shall tempt to fix 

Her hopes on somethmg high, 
To barter for a coach and di 

Ilet peace and liberty. 
The sUngi of scandal these shall try. 
And aSectailon't haughty eye 

That scowU on those it ui'd to greet. 
The cutting tnea, the aboiive aot^ 
Aiui false report that gtidea alon^ 

With nererresting feet. 

And lo I wfaen in the vale of yean 

A grisly tribe are seen ; 
Fancy's otle bmily of fear^ 

More hideous than their queen : 
Struck with th' imaginary crew 
Which artless nature never knew. 

These aid from qoackt, and cordiaU beg. 
While ihi*, ttintfbrm'd t? folly's band. 



Waiii 



;eof tr 



. ,.^ ._ mirui andrereli liesl 

Thought voold destroy this paradise. 
No more I— Where ignorance ii bliss^ 
'Tis foUy to be wise. 

AXOKTHOUl. 



The emineiit, but eccentric Architect, ^ 
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GRAY'S ODES. 



John Soane, was satirised in Knight's Qmrteiiy 
MttgapM (Na 4, 1S34), in an article by a witty 
critic, who, speaking of Dulwich College, said, 
" It is a fine specimen of Soane's own original 
and best style," and thus addresses it, in a 
parody of Gray : — 

" Ve vain five, ye uitic loweri, 
That crowD the turnpike elade, 
Wbne art. in diogy light adoiei 
Her Bmrgmy ochtey shade ; " 
The poet then apostrophises the Superior ot 
th( College, who, by the will of its founder, 
Allen, must always bear the same name as 
himself ; — 

" Say, Mastik Allbh, hast thou uen 

The coiiDoisMDtmg race. 
Breath less, amazed, on Dalvricb-grecD, 

My lines of beaaly trace? 
Who foremost now deliEihts to atop 
To look at G^'s Gift ■ picture (hop ; 

Is't A'aih, ot Smirkt, or GwiUt 
Do not the knowing louDgers cry, 
' Uy eye I ' at toy sarcophagi, 

Aod guess by whom 'twas built I " 



Ode on tbb Distant Fkosfect of a Good 

Vb diitant dishes, sideboards blest 

With Halford's pepiLc pill- 
Where gralcrul gourmands Hill Btlcst 

Illustrious Kobect'i (kill ; 
And ye that, gin with legumtt round. 
Or in the putcit patlty bound. 

On lilvtry surface lie ; 
Where pdic — talmi — timet iomate, 
JVieanifeau framed with nicest urt 

Attract the gliti'nliig eye. 

Ah I richest scent I perfume beloved I 
BlesI odours breathed in vain — 

Where once my raptured palate roved. 
And fain would love again. 

I feel the gales ihit now ascend. 












Ude, for thou but *< 



A* curling round tr 

My faded faculties fi 

Restore my lung-pall'd appetite, 

And soothe me with their sieai 

Say, Monsieu 

Full many i 

Discoursing o 

Who fotemost now prepare to pray 
Dig tattltttta d la Aitarit F 

Bmtti it aanman— ^t {' attati ? 
What young Amphiliyons now vole 
Nothing like figteitt en comfolt. 

Or taste the iol-au-vtnt f 



• Tha nsma (lien by tl 



Poiilnrdf niij Iritffea, oi A la tnoi'. 

Some h.-iidier epicures di^idain 

The distant chance of ddubtful pain. 

And q«iM d'nlHrgmn try ; 
8ti1l as they c.-it iney kmg to cease, 
They feel a pang as every piece 

Passes their palate by. 






But lo I the fntrtmtt 

To greet the goiiti 
Hedeck'd with all the pride of paste, 

Confective prowess shovs. 
One earnestly devotes his praise 
To brigneta a la tgonnaiai. 

Others survey with mix'd delight 
CcUet d'orangi — it martiaqiiin ; 
While some, wiih liKiks ecslalic, scan 

The aavfflr's buoyant height. 

Best fair is theirs hy fed, 

Leas pleasing lo digest ; 
The lasle soon gone, and in its slead, 

Oppression (.n the chest. 
Theirs joyous hours, and jocund night', 
Wifi playful sallies, fancy's Bights, 

And goodly cheer as e'er was seen — 
The aged Hock— the Champagne bright, 
Burirundia's best, and Claret light. 

The vintage of nineteen. 

Alas I regardless of their doom 

Each rich ragout Ihey lake. 
No sense have they of pains to come. 

Of head, or slomach-ache. 
Yel see how all around them press, 
Tb' Bllendants of each night's excess ; 

Fell Indigestion's followets vile: 
Ah I show them where the hateful crew 
Scoff calomel and pills cf blue. 

Ah I tell them they have bile. 

These shall the Goni tormenting rock. 

The Vampire of the toes. 
Night-mare, Lumbago in the back. 

And Cholic's painful throes ; 
Oi languid liver waste their youth. 
Or caries of a double tooth. 

Its victim's nerves that nightly gnnws. 
Veitifio—Apopleji)— Spleen, 
The feveiish hand — the visage green, 

The lengthen 'd Ian [horn jaws. 

This, a toniomiai, precious piiie ! 

Is templed now to liy ; 
To lesllcsB nights a sacifice. 

And dire acidity. 
Till throbs of heiil-bum — ague's pangs. 
And Cholera's fiercely 6xing fangs. 

Have left him, livcilcss, lo moan. 
The bloated form— the pimpled face. 
The tolteiirg step — th' expiring trace 

Of gcod digestion gone. 

To each his Iwilchef, nil are men. 

Condemned lo |»ck their bone ; 
The poor man in anclhei's deo. 

The rich man in his own. 
Vel, why should I of torments treat ? 
Since Ke were made lo drink and eat. 

Why should I pre [heiy their pain ? 



,, Google 



PARODIES OF 



Stomachs were form'd for holding food — 
No more — while out digtstion'i good, 
'Ti» follf to abstnin. 
From Wottirood'* Wngmint, M«y, iSaS. 



Ye diiunl ipiies, ye antique tow'n. 

TtiM crown the wat'ry glide. 
Where Ariitocracy's jrauDg flowen 

Bless Henry's holy shndc, 
For culture whicli the monarch memt 
For scholars poor and indigent ; 

Un»blc Tor their lore lo pay- 
Some grumbling Churls, in language strong, 
Pionotince this chnnge a wicked wrong. 

No matler what they say ! 

Ab hapless tow'n '. ah luckless spires I 

Ah ilalntes shirk'd amain 1 
That high-bom sons of noble sires 

Might teaming gralil gain i 
The ^es that from your quattors blow 






ie of woe 



For they a horrid rti 
That Eton Monlem is lo Iw 
At length abolish 'd — GooJnes* me ! 
Oh what a shocking thing '. 

Say, Hill of Sail, for thou hast seen 

Full many a noble race 
Do what might be con^dcred mean 

In any other case — 
With cap in hand, and courtly leg. 
Waylay the traveller, and heg ; 

Say, was it not a pleasing Kighl 
Those young Etonians to behold. 
For eleemosynary gold, 

Arrest the passing wight ! 

Whilst some, of more e\A]rgiv-c beni, 

Their vagrant arts to ply. 
To all the various places went. 

That in (he neighbourhood he ; 
To Datchet, Slough, or Hoiton tbey. 
Or e'en to Colnbrook, took their way. 

Or ancient Windsor's regal lovm ; 
Slopp'd everybody they could meet, 
Knock'd at each house in every Street, 

In hopes of half-a-crown. 

Gay clothes were theirs, by fancy made ; 

Some were as Romans drest, 
Some in the Grecian garb array'd. 

Some bore the knightly crest ; 
Theirs was attire of every hue, 
or every fashion, old or new. 

Various as Nathan's ample store ; 
Angelic b«ngi ! Indies ! say. 
Will ye let these things pass away ? 

Mnst Monlem be no more ? 

Alast our institntions old 

Are going, one by one ; 
The work of innovation bold. 

Wlh Montem has begun ; 
Kext flowing it ivill overthrow. 



And Sigaag, too, of course will gi, 

And then farewell the good old school 
Science ¥rith Latin and with Greek 
To miv e'en now Reform would «eek 
Ah, tell her she's a fool < 

To all Iheit likings, and their taste, 

Theii hncies and their aualm* ; 
Some gentlemen may feel debMcd 

By MHU who ask Tor alms ; 
Yet youthflil Lord, and stripling Duke, 
To beg for salt, without rebuke. 

At Monlem alwayt were allowed : — 
What argnmeni can answer this ? 
No more — where beggary is blist, 

Tis folly to be proud. 
rk. December, 18.46. 



Oiis ON A C1.0SE Prospbci' of Etoh Coi.1.1 
(Bg a Qrag-Htttdtd Wtt Bai.J 
Vb crumbling spires, ye antique towers, — 

What, if ye were decayed 1 
What, if your fragments fell in showers 

On Henry's holy shade < 
And what, if o'er your cloister walls 
Vague pencilled ornamental scrawls 

Aflorded mute displav ; 
Should Vandal*, who all things renew, 
lie down upon thy records too. 

And sweep them clean away 1 

But, there 1— with tatte he calls " correct," 

'Mid scenes of vanished days 
Your gay ratoiiHg Ardiitecl 

The very dickens plays ) 
Yet, as his brand-new work he vaunU, 
He gives us for our treasured haunts 

Red laick— and nothing more 1 
Which drives Wet Bob to stick to ihui, 
' ' Where cmmbling memories are bliss, 

'tis folly to restore!" 
Punch. August 5. 16S1. 



THE BARD. 



I PlM 



t Ode. 



[7%U Ode if. foamMn,inTrndilianenrrtnt in llVifn, llml 
Edtrard the Fiiat, irhen he compUtrd the eotyiuett ef tlml 
tountry, ordr:fd all the Paris thnt/M into his haiidf le &e 
put to death. Rn^ ttiin Tntditi'in hat latf been ImoKii la Le 
dentituteeffntj i-eliirNe bittoriral faundalien.] 
I. 
" KuiN seiie thee, ruthless King 

" Confusion on thy banners wait ; 
"Tho' fann'd by Conquest's crimson wing, 

■■ They mock the air with idle state. 
■' Helm, nor Hauberk's twisted mail' 
" Nor e'en thy virtues. Tyrant, shall avail 
" To save thy secret soul from nightly feais, 
" From Cambria's curse, from Cambria's tears :" 



TIM Hauberk wu 



uor HatArrk'i laittid naii. 

ixtureof steal Hugletj.arrlnrtliiuni'uTen, 

l»i sat eloH 11 ttiebndj.aad adiqited Duett u 
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GRAY'S OD£S. 



Snch were the loundi thai o'er ibe crested pride 
or tbe fint Edward Katiei'd wild dismay. 

As dowo the Ke«p uf Snowdon's th^gy tide* 
He wound with toilsome march his lOTig airay. 

Stoat Glos'ter stood aefaast (i') in speechless ttance 

To annil cried Krortimtr (t) and coucb'd hb 
quiv'rinB lance. 

II. I 

On a tock, whose haughlv brow 
Frowns o'ei old Lonway'i loaminif flood, 

Rob'd in the sable garb of woe, 
With haggard e; es tbe Poet stood ; 
(Loo*« his beard, and boary hair 
StreamM, like ■ meteor, to the doubled >iO 
And viih a Mai'er's hand, and Prophet'* lite. 
Struck tbe deep sorrows of his lyre, 
" Hark, how each giant-oak, and desetl-cjve, 

" Sighs to the torrent's awful voice beneath t i 

''O'er thee, ob King t their hundred irms they ' 

wave, ; 

" Revenge on ibec in hoarser murinurs breathe ; i 
'* Vocal no more, since Cambria's fatal day, 
"Tohig^-bom Hoel'sharp, or loft Llewellyn's lay. 

III, : 

" Cold is Cudwillo'a tonjjuc, 

" That huih'd the stormy main : | 

" Brmve Urien sleeps upon his cmggy lied : j 

'* Mountains, ye mourn in vain 1 

" Modred, whose magic song 
"Made huge Plinlimmoo bow bit cloud-lopp'd i 
head. j 

" On dreary Arvon's shore they lie, j 

" Smear'd with gore, and ghastly pale ■ , 

" Far, far aloof tb' afltigbied r.tvens sail : i 

'*The famiih'd Eagle screams, and pusses \iy 
" Dear lost companions of my iDneful an, | 

"Dear as the light that visits these sad eyes 
" Dear as the ruildy drops that warm my heart, • 

" Ye died amidst your dj-ing country's cries — I 

" No more I weep. They do not sleep. 

" On yonder cliffs, a grisly lianil, ' 

" I tee ihem sit, they linger yet, i 

"Avengers of iheir native land ; 
" With me in dreadful harmony tbey join, I 

" And weave with bloody hands the lissuu of thy 
line. I 

IV. 

'' Weave the warp, and weave the woof 
"Tbe winding sheet of Edward's race 

"Give ample room, and veree enough I 

" The characters of bell to trace. i 

" Mark the year, and mark the night, 
" When Severn shall re-echo with affright 
"The shrieks of death, thro' Kerkley's touf that 



" Sbtielu of an aeoniting King* 

" She-wolf of France (t), with unrelenting fangs, 
"That tear'sl the bowels of thy mangled Mate, 

' From thee be lorn, who o'er thy country hangs 

"Tbe scourge of Heaven. What Terrors lound 

him 



it funeral couch he lies ! t 
'• No ptying heart, no eye, afford 

"A tear to grace bis obsequies. 

" Is the sable Warrior fled ?§ 

" Thy son is gone. He lesti among the Dead. 

■■ The Swarm, thai in thy noon.tidebeam were boi 

"Gone ID salute the rising Uom. 

" Fair laughs the Mom, and soft the Zephyr b1 m 
"While proudly riding o'er (he azure realm 

n the gilded Vessel goes ; 

- he 



VI. 

" Fill high the sparking bowl 
" Tbe rich repast ptvont, 

" Reft of a crown, tie yet may share the feast : 
"Close by the regal chair 

'* Fell Thirst and Famine scowl 
" A baleful smile upon thnr baflted Guest. 
" Heard ye tbe din of battle bray 

" Lance to bnce, and horse to horse ? 

" Long years of bavock urged tbdr deslin'd 



" With man]> a foul and midnight murder fed, 
" Eevere his Consort's faith (+), his father's famet 

"And spare the meek Usurper's holy headf 

"Above, below, ihe rose uf snow,{| 
"Twin'd with her bUithing foe. we spread : 



• BliTitUof art agoaiiing Kiiiol 
lidwartl tlw B«(iDd, cnicDy butehgrcd In Hci 

tShi-m>l/ of Frnnet 

lnalMl <>! FnuM, Edward tHe ^Kniid-i uiliilK 
tLtv tm hlt/uwralaiucltlit lit: 
Doath u[ tliat klni. sbuidoDei] by his children, ai 



•meiiti by his ' 

liifAtwAfairiiirwr^Mt. 
n nr>l Ih* BiMk Frinca, dend i 



b'.-tr.n 



tbo UcbliuOi of Ci 
ailbart da Clui, I 



■ri-ouililra aud HeriniHthihlrc, 



■e It«d, Eirl uf UluucsiWr ud Bert- 
inm, wn-iD-Hw to KlOf Edvanl. 

t To omu .- eriiil Murl'-f 

Edmund da Monimor, Lord ■■* Wl|:iii.jr«. 
WiitM. ind I'TolAMy'^in^nniHinK.l'ihi! k'iiu"ii tb*. I "|>ed*IU<>n. 



Hauri Ihu SKth, Qcrjt* DnLe ..I Clarenit. Edwmid lb* ttltb, 
Rtcturd Dulu of Vurk, &<-. Inllein) t-i be niui'dered mretly Is tlw 
Towtr el Loudon. Tlic uliktt pirl ul that suuilun la atlrlbiilH t* 

Slarrtantiil Anjou, Bwouiani.f Iiiri'iopirlt, uhu ttriignfU liard 

U«.r>- (b. Filth. ' l<i,},atr;fa«.,. 

f^ndti>«r(IA< lattt lavptr'i holy hiaii. 
Henry the Sixth. The Hue uf Laocuter bad no riufal "t inhtri- 



Tbe wlilK and n 



itilcet Dt Torli and t 
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height 
iroU? 



"The briillol Bou (■} in ia(uH-goi« 

" Wallowt bmnlb the Ihornr (bade. 
'' Nnv, Biotbeti, bendiDg o'ei lb' accnned loom, 
"Sump «e ont Tengeuiw deep, uid ntifj hit 



VII, 

'' Edwud, to I to laddcn fate 
"(Weave we the woor. The thread li apao. ) 

" Hair of thy heatl we cooiecrate f 
"(Tbewebii wore. The wcrk ii done.") 
" biajr, uh ■iir I nor thai forloni 
" LMve me unbleit'd, unpiiied, here to moorn i 
"In yon bright track, that Sre> the wettera akk 
" 'I'hey melt, they raoith from roy eye*. 
" Bat oh I what aolemn uenet on Snowdon' 

" DcKcnding ilow their flittering akirti i 
" VialoM o( glory, apare my aching aigbt I 

" Ve nnbain Agn. crowd ' 

"No more r -' - ' ■ • ■■ 
" All-hiil, y 

vm. 

" Girl with many a baion bold 
" Sablime their itarry fionli the* real ; 

" And corgeoui Datnei, and Stateamen old, 
" In bearded majoty appeu. 
" In the midii a Form divine 1 
" Iler eye pioclaima her of the Briton-Line; 
" llet lloD'pori, her awe-comnmnding face 
" Attemperd aweel to virgin-grace. 
" What iitingi lymphonioui tremble In the air, 

" What itraini of vocal transport round her play ! 
" Heat from the grave, great Tillieiain, hear ; 

" They breathe a loul to animate thy cUy. 
" Slight Kiptuie calli, and, soaring ai she linga, 
" Wavei In the eye of lleav'n hei many-colour'd 

IX. 

" The vene adorn again 

" Fieiee War, and faithful U*e, 
"And Truth seveie, by fairy Fiction die*l. 

" In butkin'd meaiurei move 
" Pale Grief, and pleating Pain, 
" With Horror, Tyrant of the throbbing bteaat 

"A voice, a» of^the Cherub Choir, 
" Gale* from blooming Eden bear ; 
" And diilant warblingi Inaen on my ear, 

" That lost In long iiituiity expire. 
" Fond impious Man, think'd thou fon sdnguine 

"Kaii'd by ihy breath, ha* qupnch'd the Orb 
of day t 
"Tomorrow he repairs the golden flood, 

" .\nd warma the nations with redoubled lay. 
" Enough for me : With joy I see 

"The different doom out FatMMtiga. 



• n* triMlUd tear 

Th* ill'ir bHT wu tb* hadst of BJchird Itia Tblrd; wbtnMha 

Elvanor of Cbtile died a Itw jtan affr ttM coDquob of Walea 

an >«••« (I Norttaiiniptaii. OiKidtE(tan, tVa]tbuii,uid<tthu placo. 

tAll-limil, Iff ftiuiiu Kiiv<. Britannia'i ittm, Ifil I 

Bnlh NtrllB and TmllltulQ had prophiaitd. that Dm WtUh iboDld 

nviln Ih.Lr •DTirrifntf D>tr (Ida idaDd ; which •acmtd In bt ae- 



" He thine Despair, and iceptred Care, 

"To triumph, and to die. arc mine." 

He ipoke ; and headlong from the oooiitaiii'i hewfa 

Deep in the roaring tide be phmg'd toendlemii^ 

Thomas Okat, 



The Baid. 
A Covent OarJtn, Odt. 
" Ruin leiie thee, mthleai John," 

(Confusion on thy bannen wait ; 
Thnngh bleii'd witb all the imilei of (on. 

They mock the air with idle slate : 
Helm not hauberki twisted mail. 

Not e'en thy liiter'si- acting, shall pierail. 
To lave thy loni from nightly fean, 

FromO.P.'t cnrae, from O, P. 'a cheer*." 

Such were the lounds thai from the gallely'a heicht 

RolI'd ibnndeiine to the pit below ; 
Roiii'd slumbering U[Hoai from her seat. 

And wak'd the yell of clamoroni Jtew : 
Fierce Wienholl stood aghast in sptecbles* tnncc ; 

To arms I Fitigerald cried, and shook the icoacc : 
Pefch'd on a box, with haughty brow, 

Flnih'd with the purple stream, in angry mood, 
Uob'd in bis soldier's gaib, he stood 

- -^ * -throw. 

with blood, 

Sballei'd bis gaimenli, torn his hair, 
His arms wide sprawling to the air. 

With hurried voice and accent loud. 

Thus bellow'd to the rebel crowd : 
" Hark how each private box's desert cave 

Sigh's to the torrent's voice beneath— 
Oui tierce battalions deafening cUmoura breathe; 

And high in air their hundred aims they wave. 
Swearing they'll not an added ducat pay. 
For WJ* bom Shakipeaie'i harpi or sa/itr Otwaj's lay. " 

Stopp'd is the Banit CUrk'i prattling tongue. 
That tous'd the stormy scene, 

lirave Cowlam sleeps upon a craggy bed, 
O.P.'sycmourninviinj 

Ctitford, whose lawless bold harangue 
Made lofty Graham bow his crested head ; 

In dreary Sufut' BaU t thcv lie. 
Struck with dismay, and ghastly pale. 
Far, far aloof, tbe promis'd witness fail. 

The Attorney ■General screamy and passes by. 
Dear lost companions of the noisy art. 



it 1 saw the daring conflict rise. 

No more I weep, they do not sleep ; 

In yonder hall, a grisly band 
I see them sit, they linger yet. 

And only wait a rallying band. 
Wilh me in dreadful harmony to join. 

And howl d^Biruciion to the Kemble liite; 
Peeiing high, and near the roof. 

Fide Confusion showed her face ; 
In accents wild, and sharp reproof. 

Thus addcosed her fallen race :— 
Mark the hour, and mark tbe night. 
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When Thamct ibill echo vilh delight ; 
And to vonr tars the dreadfal verdict biiDg : 
When ^«iry'( anliqut lowen thall ring 

With ihouta that strike Thamet DilloD with nfSt'ig'ht. 
The wolf of law, with uniclentiOE rangi, 

Teuins the bowels of our mangled mate ; 
Fell conviction, hovering o'er us, huigi ; 

The icou^e of Justice, ah I what illi await ; 
Anuuement in the van, and fear combined. 
And poveilv and cold impiiionnieDl behiiKl. 
What tho' CliCford, daring chief, 

Haa eained, by ckanet. a ihort lived fame. 
That will to ui brine "" relief. 

Who fed the lice and fann'd the flame ; 
From UI (he gallant hero's dead. 

And Wienholl too h>3 vaTd hit head. 
The iwaims thai in the Ststeiman't beam* were bom. 
The public taite ha> lai^hed to icom, 
Acd all our effocti oveiwhelia ; 

In eaay sail their new built veutl goes, 
Shakespeare at the piow, and Kemble at the helm ; 

Regudleii of the sweeping whirlwind's sway. 

That, buil'din diead repose, has lost its eveuing |«er, 

Lo 1 The; fill the tragic bowl, 

A ijcb repaat pioore : 
Reason's feaal and dow of soul 

Again will triumph here ; 
While pDnishment and vengeance icowl 

AbalelVit frawn upon our baffled hoit. 
Late we heatd their battle bray. 

Arm to arm and force to force ; 

Thro' hours of havoc urg'd the course. 
And thro' all Bow-streel squadrons mow'd their way. 

These boliri are gone, and gone our fame. 

And neaily sank a O.P.'s name. 
Judgment tuspended o'er their bead. 

Above, below, ibey deal the blow. 
And o'er the plain our Qytng squadrons spread ; 
The brothtrt, smiling at our dismal doom. 
Deep stamp their vengeaDce strong, and dark'niog 

tenors gloom. 
But ttay, ah I stay, nor Ibas forlorn 
L.eava me uobtess'd, unaided here to moDra. 
In yon dark cloud, that skirts lbs western skies. 
They melt, they vanish from my eyes j 
But, ab ; what dazzling tcenea on Kemble wait t 
DeKending slow, their glittering skirls unroll; 

Visions of glory, spare my acting sight I 

Ye troicdtd hotittt, rush not on my soul ; 

No more their long-lost Shakespeare Ihcy bewail. 

The flash of his far-beaming eye they hail. 
And with him Otway, Southeme, Kowe, 

Sublime, llieir starry froutlels rear. 
And gorgeODS dames id gallant show 

In mimic majesty appear : 
In the midst a form divine,* 
Her port proclaims her of the Kemble line ; 
Her light 'ning eye. her awe- commanding face, 
Atlemper'd aweel to ev'ry grace. 
What sounds of acclamalioo fill the air 1 

W'hat strains of trembling rapture round her play; 
Hear from thy grave, immorial Shakespeare, hear ; 

She breathes a soul to animate Ihy clay ; 
Bright nature calls, and, lObring as she sings. 
Waves, in the eye of Heaveu, ber many-colour 'd 
wings. 

Lo! 



And tmtb, in fairy fiction dreai'd. 

Id hnskio'd measures move 
Pale nief and pleas ng pain, 
, Wiih horror, tyrant of the throbbing breast. 

And, hark, a cherub choir ; 
Gales of harmony, that bear, 
I Sonndstbai my very heart-strings tear ; 

Their horrid warblings pain my startled ear, 
I That, lost in Melody's soft notes, expire. 

Vain was our hope that deem'd the sanguine cloud 
Raii'd by my breath would quench the orb of day ; 
1 Ti.-morrow he repairs his golden flood, 

i And warms the nalion with redoubled ray, 

I Enough for me, with dread I see 

The differenl doom our fates asugn ; 
; Vonrs is despair and li^il care. 

Sorrow and defeat are mine." 
I She spoke, and headlocg from the sallery's height. 

Deep in the roaring pit the plunged to ndUtt n^ht. 
Falkland. 
. The ttoming Post, December S, 1809. 

Thi* parody was also included in IJu Cwtrtt GanUn 
Journal, iBio, which contains (be history of the uolortoua 
OP. RioM at Co*eii( Garden Theatre, wbeo John Pbilip 
Kemble was manager. 



The Union. 
[A celebrated Debating Society in Cambridge, composed 
entirely of Member* ol the University, where political sub- 
jects were discussed, which the Master of St John's sup- 
pressed during his Vice-Chancetloiihip in 1817 ; on which 
occasion (he foltowing Parody on Tlit Bard, by Hr. Harma- 



Magdalen College, made its appeataDce.] 
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Though prais'd W many a Johnian pig, 

They crowd the shop in fruitless stale. 

Hood, nor Doctor's scarlet gown. 

Nor N— th, nor P— lb shalf win renown ; 

Nor save thy secret soul from nighlly fears. 

The Union's curse, ihe Union s tears." 

Such were the sounds that o'ei the pedant pride 

or W— d, the Johnian, scaiter'd wild dismay. 

As down the flags of I'etty-eury's* side. 

He wound with toilsome macch his long amy. 

Stout I'-th-m stood aghast with puffy face, 

"To arms t " cried 0evefly,+ and coucb'd his quiv'ring 

II. 
At a window, which on high 
Frowns o'er the market place below. 
With trousers^ on, and haggard eye. 
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And with a voice itut mil might beat the crjei, 

Stfuck the deep lorTowt of bit Ittc . — 

" Hark t bow e»di bntehet'* ittfl, and Eoighiiec ihops 

Sighi to the nuuket'i clattering row beneath ; 

For thee the women squall, the cleaven chop, 

RcTCDge on thee in boanet manntm breathe. 

Vocal DO more lince Monday'* fatal night. 

To Thirl wall's* keen renurk, or Sbeiidan'i' wild Bight 

III. 
Mule now is Kaymond'i tongue, 
That hushed Ibe ditb to sleep ; 
The patriot Whitcombe now has ceaied 10 rait ; 
Waiters in vain je weep. 
Lawson,* whose annual aon^ 
Hade the Red liont wag hit raptui'd tail. 
Dear lost companions in the spooting art. 
Dear ai the commons smoking in the hall. 
Dear at the audit ale that warms ntj heart 
Ye fell amidst the dying Union's fall 

IV. 
Weave Ibe warp, and weave the woof. 
The winding-sbeet of Jemmjr'i race ; 
Give ample room and verge enough 
To maik revenn, defeat, disgrace. 
Mark ihe month and mark the day 
The Senate widely echoing with the fray ; 
Commoner, Siiar. Penrioner, and snob, 
Sboutt of an undergraduate mob. 

V. 
Master of a mighty coll»e. 
Without hii robes t>ehold hiui stand. 
Wbon not a Whig will now acknowledge, 
Retain his bow, or shake his hand. 
Is the sable Jackson Bed ? 
Thy friend is gone he hides his powder'd head. 
The Bedelis, loo, by whom the mace is borne. 
Gone to salute the riling morn. 
Fair laughs the morn and soft Ihe lephyr blowi^ 
While gently sidling through the crowded street 
In scarlet lobc. Clue'it tiny master goes. 
Warej clears ihe road, and Gunnin^S guides his feet. 
Regardless of the sweeping wbiilwiutTs sway 
That, baih'd in grim repose, marki Jemmy foe its pre)'. 

^■I. 

Fill high the Audit bowl ! 

The feast in boll prepare '. 

Reft of his tobei, he yet may :thare the fea>t, 

Cloie by llic Master's chair. 

Conlempi and laughter scowl 

A baleful smite upon their baffled gue«t. 

Heard ye Ihe din of bailie bray, 

Gown 10 gown and cap la cap ! 

Hark at the Johnian gates each thund'ring rap. 

While thio' opposing Dons they move their way. 

Ye Johnian lower*, old W — d's eternal shame. 

With many a midnight imposition fed. 



'•• Speakan at the Society. 

I A mf g-iii'— ■■ (lunisb boM flirura. Tiia Itad LIdd (wtal 
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Revere his algebra's immoital fame. 

And spare the meek mechanic's boly bead. 

Each brittled boar wilt bear no more, 

And meeting in the Combination Room, 

ThejF stamp their vengeance deep, and ratify hi* doom. 

Vll. 
Jemmj, ki I lo sudden fate, 
(Past the wine — the liquor's good) 
Half of thy year we consecrate : 
The web is now what was the wenl. 
Bat mark the scene beneath the senate's height 
See the petition's crowded skirts onroll ; 
Visions of glory spare my achmg sight, 
Unborn commencements crowd not on my soul, 
No more our Kaye,* our "Thackerav*, we bewail ; 
.Vll hail I thou genuine Priaee.t Bntannia's issue, b^ ! 

VIU. 
Head* of houses, Docturs bold. 
Sublime their hoods and wigs they rear ; 
Maatefs young, and Fellows old, 
In bomMseen and silk appear. 
In the midst a form divine. 
Hi* eye proclaims him of the British line 
What cheers of triumph thunder thro' the air. 
While the full tide of youthful thanks is pour'd. 
Hear from your chambers Piicet and Hibberi, I hear ; 
Th* oppressor shrinks, the Union is reiior'd. 
The treasurer dies to spread the news he bringf. 
And wears, for triumph's sake, yet Inrger chillerlinga. 



IX. 



Foi 



Thy " Weod-tn Bwori 

The Treasurer soon augments our growing list. 

Wo rise more numerous from this transient nr"- 

Enoueb for me .- with joy I see. 

The diSerenl doom our faies auign ; 

Be thine contempt and big- wi^ed care. 

To triumph and to die are mine.'' 



men of every standing, 
ted lo events ptevious to iSoo: and no new subject is allowed 
to be introduced after lo o'clock." So says the "Crodu* a4 
CantiUin'giitM, or New University Guide to Ihe Acailrmical 
Customs, and Colloquial or Cant terms peculiar to Ihe Uni- 
versity of Cambiidgr," written by a Brace of Cantabs, aad 
published by John Heame, London, 1814. The parody i« 
laken from that amusing volume, it may also be found in 
Facttia Cantabrigicntis (London : Cbatles Mason, 1836), 
an anonymous collection of anecdotes and smart sayings 
written by, or relating lo, celebiitcd Cantabs, 



The fblloH inc imitation of " The Bard " is ascribed lo ihe 
Hon. Thomas Erskine (afterwards Loid Eiskine) who wruie 
it when a student at Tiinity College, Camblidg& Having 

- Fornwr Vloe-Ctiuwellor». 
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been diuppoinled of ihe atleDdance of bis coll^e-baiber, at 
fail lodgingi over [he ihop of Mr. J&ckioa, an ■potheory, he 
vol compelled to foiego bii eommonM in ball. Detenuined 
to haTe hii revenge, and to give his hairdresEcr ■ fjood irtit- 
ing he composed the follawinp " Fragment of a Pindaric 
Ode" wherein be ponred forth his curses upon the whole race 
of baiben, pcedicliDg Ibeii ruin in Ihc simplicity of style to 
be adopted liy a future generation. The diet date of the 
paiodj is not known, part of it t> qaoted in the Qradut ad 
Oantotn^m, which was published in 1834, it is also given 
in full in Or/ont anit Camiridgt Nufa lo Cmdr. A. H. 
Bail<r& Co., 1S35. Ijindon. 

"Ruin seiiethee, scoundrel Cne! 

Coofasion on (hy friuing wait, 

Hadtt tbon the only comb below, 

Thon never more ahould'sl touch my pate. 

Club nor queue, nor twisted tail, 

Nor e'en thy chattering, barber I shall avail 

To save thy horsewhipped back from daily fears. 

From CanUlH' curse, from Cantabs' tears I " 

Such were tbc sounds that o'er the powder'd pride 

Of Co* the barber scatter'd wild dismay. 

As down the steep of Jackson's slippery Une 

He wound with puffing march his toilsome tudy way. 

In ■ room where Cambridge town 
Fromis o'er the kennels' stinking flood. 
Robed in a flannel powdering gown, 
Wiih haggard eyes poor Er&kine stood I 
<Loi^ hi> beard, and blowiy hair. 
Stream' d like an otd wig Co the troubled air) ; 
And with clung guts, and face than razor thinner, 
Swore the load sorrows of his dinner, 
I lark I how each striking clock and tolling Ixtl, 
With awful sounds, the hour of eating teil 1 
■O'er thee, oh Coe ! [hdr dreadful notes they wave. 



The grace already said, (he plates all swept away. 



"Cold is Beaui,*( tongue. 






, vo. 



Each youth whose high loupee 

Made huge Plinlimmon bow bis clond-capp'd head 

In humble Tybuin-top wc see: 

Eiplaih' J with dirt and snn-boni't! face ; 

far on before the ladiei mend (heir pace, 

The Mararoni sneers, and will not see. 

Dear lost Companions of (he coxcomb's ait, 

Hear aa a turkey to these famish'd eyes. 

Dear is the ruddv port which warms my heart, 

Ve sunk amidst the fainting misses' cries — 

No more I weep — They do not sleep : 

At yonder ball, a slovenly bind. 

1 see them sit ; (hey linger yet 

Avengers of fair Na(ure's hand ; 

Wi(h me in dreadful resoludon join 

To crop with one accord, and starve thy cursed line. 

■" Weave the warp, and weave (he woof. 

The winding sheet of barber's race'. 

Give ample room and veige enough 

Thdr lengthea'd lanlhorn jaws to trace. 

Mark the year, and mark the ni^t. 

When all their shops shall echo with aflFright, 

Lnitd acreami shall through S( James'a turrets ring. 

To see, like Eton boy, the King I 

I'uppiet of France, with unrFleoting paws 



That scrape (be fore(ops of our aching baada. 
No loager England owns thy fribblisb laws. 
No inon her tolly Gallia's vermin feeds. 
Tbey wait at Dover for the first fair wind, 
SoDp-meagre in the van. and snnff roast beef behind. 



'' Mighty barbers, mighty lords, 
Low on a greasy bench they lie '. 



Low on a greasy b 

No pitying heart or parse aScirds 

A iiapence for a molton pie ! 

la tba mealy 'prentice fled ? 

Poor Coe is gone all supperless to bed. 

The swarm that in tby shop each morning sal. 

Comb their lalik hair on forebead fiat : 

Pair laughs the morn, when alt the world are beanz. 

While vainly stmldng through a silly land. 

In foppish train, the puppy barber goes. 

Lace on bis shirt, and money at command, 

Regaidlest of the skulking bailiff's (way, 

That hid in some dark conn expects bis evening prey. 



" The porter mug fill high. 
Baked curls and locks prepare ; 



Reft of onr heads, they ^et by wigs may live ! 



ir John,* at . _ _ 

_ o oesperation driven by hungry w 

Through the crammed laughing Fit they steal :heir 

«-ay. 
Ye towers of Newgate t l.ondon'j lasting shame. 
By many a foul and midnight murder fed. 
Revere poor Mr. Coe, the blacksmith 'sf fame. 
And *pai« the grinning barber's chuckle head. 

" Raacals I we tread ye under fool, 

(Weave we the woof; the thread is spun) : 

Our beards we pull nut by Che root : 

(The web is wove ; your work is done).'' 

Stay, ob stay 1 nor thus forlorn. 

Leave na uncurl'd, nndinner'd here in moorn. 

Through the broad gate (hat lead^ 10 Cotl^e Hall, 

Tbey melt, tbn fly, they vanish all. 

But oh I what happy scenes of pure detighl, 

Slow moving on their simple charms unroll. 

Ye raptnrotis visions, spare my aching sishc. 

Ye nnborn beauties, crowd no( on my soal I 

No mote our Iong-los( Coventry we wail ; 

All bail, ye genuine forms ; fair Nature's issue, hail I 

" Not frizt'd and fritter'd pinn'd and roll'd, 
Sublime their artless locks tbey wear, 
And gorgeous dames and judges old 
Without (heir tSces and wigs appear : 
In Ihe midst a form divine. 
Her dress bespeaks the Pennsylvanian line : 
Her port demurs her grave religious face 
Attemper'd tweet to virgin grace. 
What sylphs and spirits wanton through the air. 
What crowds of licde angels round her play. 
Hear from thy sepulchre, ffrcat Penn '. Oh hear .' 
A scene like (bis might animate thy clay. 
Simplicity now, soaring as she sings. 
Wavesio (be eye of Heaven her Quaker •colour'd wing*. 
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" No more loapeci ari; leeti 
That muck at Alpine beighl, 
And qneuea wiih many a yard of ribbon bound ) 
Alt Qow are vaoish'd quittt. 
No tODgs or torturing piD, 
Bat every beail i* trimm'd aaitc aoug around : 
Like boya of the utbedral dioir, 
Cnrli, (ucb aa Adam wore, we wear, 
Eacb simpler generation blooms more fair. 
Till all that's artificial shall expire. 
Vain poppy boy t Ibink'st thou yon eiaenced cloud. 
Raited by iby puff, con vie niih Nature's hue. 
To-morrow see the variegated crowd 
With rineleti shining like the morning dew I 
Enough for me : with joy I see 
The different dooma our fates assign I 
Be thioe to love thy trade and starve ; 
To weikT what Heaven bsstow'd be mine I " 



Tuoiias BaEKiHB. 



"THE WORLD" PARODY COMPETITION. 
The first prize for a composition on " Mr. 
Gladstone in Midlothian," in the style of Gray's 
Pindaric ode, " The Bard," was awarded to Eton- 
ensis ; the second to Apis Matina. 
First Prizl 

" KuiN wise thee, nilhleti Earl [ 

Coufuaion on thy banner fall. 
Though courtly gales its lilk unfurl 
Above St. Geoiee's fretted siall. 
Coronet, nor Garter's [will, 
Nor e'en thy works of fictiou, novelist. 
Shall purge thy cooscieuce fioni election fears. 
From Scolia'i cnrse, from Scotia's tears I " 
Such were the ttiaini of wild Homeric war 

That struck doini England's Premier with dismay. 
From market-hall ihey came, from Pullman car, 

From every vantage-ground on William's way. 
Stafford turned pale ; but Salisbury's sterner mood 
Coached in his mind some ultimatum rode. 



Give ampler. 
To trace the Treaty of Berlin. ° 
Mark the year and mark Ibe night 
When Westminster reechoei with affright J 
Shrieks of defeat from every poll thai ting. 
And fagot votes io anguiib sputteiing. 
O Twydom, with unrelenting fangs. 

Thou lear'sl the bowels of this mangled Stale : 
A Tumerelli wreath above thee hangs, 

And Cyprian Sowers ; but ; O, what terrors wait I 
Af^ianisian, with massacre combined. 

And Ceiewayo's form, and all the Boers behind. 

Fill high the loving bowl. 
The turtle- soup prepare } 
Reft of majorilf, he shaiei the feast ; 

Close by the Lord Mayor's chiir 



I nc CIVIC magnates icowi 
A baleful smile upon their iM^ed guest 



A voice at of a finander 

Gales from blooming Budgets bear ; 

And distant surpluses thrill on my ear, 

Atid lost in long fnturity expire. 

Fond impous mau, Ihink'st thou thy sanguine dond 

Has blurred the Liberal pn^ramme from the skieti 
To-morrow riies its resistless flood 
Round fleet and army, chnrch and colonies. 

Enough for me : with joy I see 

The different doom oar fates assign — 
Be thine Despair and Gartered care ; 
To translate and to hew are mine." 
Thus spake the Bard ; and, from the mountain's brow. 
Swinging hii nie, he vanished in the snow. 

ETOKKNSis. (The Rev. J. S. Vavchan.) 



Skcond Friu. 

■ ROIN teite thee, reckless guide. 

All ntttoni' scoui^. ihy country's shame. 

Though folly, greed, and senseless pride 
Combine to glorify thy name : 
Hedging speech, nor specious phrase. 
Nor all Ihy followers' boasts and fulsome praise. 

Shall shield Iby whitening locks from vengeance dire; 

From Erin's curse, from Albion's ire." 
Such were the sounds tbal through the serried ranks 

Of lingo's henchmen, willed with hatred, thrilled ; 
Rolled the hartb words on Lothian's braes and banks. 

Spread as they rolled, and Britain's boundaries filled. 
Sly BeaconsHeld looked on with pitying smile ; 
" Revenge 1'' wild Cranbrook cried, and conned a speech th« 
while. 

On a stomp, whose leafy crown 

Had erst Dalmenr't wo^id adorned. 
Wrapt in an ogU Ulster brown. 

Tireless the statesman stood and moarned. 
Plaudits replied, and from the distant shore 
Miikgled the wild wind's sighs and toirowlng ocean's roar. 

Raise the vmce, and swell the cry 1 

The cry of sweel Hibemia's woe ; 
From Asia myriad tongues reply. 

And Afnc bears a burden low. 
Hear the wind, and hear the wave ! 
That bear the stifled wail of Cypriote slave ; 
Mingled with vexed Bulgaria's murmurs hoarse. 
Plaints of the yet unburied corse, 
All— all in fearful unison combine : 
" Thine was the hand that struck, the voice that doomed ui 

Conol we the boarded gold. 

Tell out the augmented store 1 
Stripped of renown, we yet have wealth bdiind— 
Void is the cheit. No more. 
Where countless millions rolled, 
Aught but thy bills shall future rulers find. 

Men of Miitlolhian I ever shrewd and keen. 
These are your waited goods, your fruitless loll. 

The life-blood wrung alike ftora grrat and mean 
Squandered in lilies, or a irickstei'i spoil I 
The mild Hindoo the brave Zulu, 

To vei and harass these we waste ; 
But prostrate trade, and bills unpaid. 
Naught of the wild ptofusion taste ; 
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Htm might have followed ; bat he felt it t^d. 
Hailed (he fint cab. and kfl bjt ipecial lr«io. 

AMS MATINA. (H. PATTINSON.) 

3%e World, Decembec 17, 1S79. 



Gladstone in Midlotkiah. 

" Plaoub upon thee. E»cl of B 

Bad Inch itteDiI thy letvile crew, 
Thongh ^ird awhile, ihty bend the knee 
In wonhip of a wilf Jew 1 
Inicnitahility, nor sham 
Veil'd in a wealth of brilliant epiicrain. 
Shall prop fill lontt ihy fiit'decaying power, 
Ot Mave off Diuolntioo't dreaded boai I" 

Such were the wordi thai flll'd with wild deipair 
The mline Tories and their ductile lambs, 
Indignant Dinr raved and tore hia hur. 
At to hii chomi he read the tel^ami. 
Stout Staflord itaied — hit teniei in a niiit — 
" What cheeV I " cried angry Cmsi, and clench'd hii 
brawny fiit I 

In the hall, cramm-d to excess 
With alt •■ Auld Reekie'i " Uberat blood, 
Attir'd in hit Bombre dress. 
With piercing eyei Mac Gtaditone itood 
(Hii tie awry, hii loclii ofgiey 
Had nnt known comb for many a day), 
And with a lilvoy tongue and eyes ual flamed 
He thai to canny Scuts declaimed : — 
"Behold, in each event of this strange time 
A thousand 'igni the Toiiei' reign is o'er ; 
For thee, oh Benjamin, thou man of crime, 
A deadly retribulion ii in store I 
Hnah'd is poor Harty's tongue. 
Thai erst was loosed in teoin ; 
Brare Bright is half asleep, I sometimei tear ; 
Liberal), ye may not mourn 
Roebuck, who wildly flung 
Alike at frifnd or foe his caustic jeer. 
But y, tried sailocs in the Ubeid ship, 
Dear as potatoes shortly will become — 
Dear as the ruddy claret that I sip— 
I cannot brook to think that ft aie danb I 
No more regret — they'll help u* yet — 
In fancy now I see them both, 
Inspired hy my eloquence, 
Shak^ nff their censurable sloth I 
Weave im slowly, day by day, 
The wintting-sheet of Toiydom [ 
Give our foes r^pe enough, and they 
Will hang themselves. «nd our tuio comel 
Mark the day when we, no doubt. 
Shall send them t<i the right-about I" 
He spoke, an.) once again reuimed hii chair. 
Whilst hearty Scottish plaudits rent the aii ! 



"like Bettonian PrepKtI." An Heroi-comico-Krionc- 
Parodical-Pimlar c Odb, in imitation of The Bard. With 
Hotel Critical, Satiri.:al, ftnd Explanatory, by the Editor. 



Loodos. C. Etherington, 1779. Quarto. Tbis wai « 
parody relating la the AmeticBD War of IndepMidencc^ 
the 6rM act of which occurred in Boston in November, 
'773i '"boD the populace refused lo pay the obnoaiou* lax 
upon tea, and cast hundreds of cheiti of it into the aea. 
T^e parody describes the corruption and inefficiency tk 
the English statesmen and commanders in language too 
coarse to reprint, even if the Parody were of sufficient 
present interest to Tender it desirable to do so. 

There is another parody of Gray's "Bard" whicb 
it be inserted here, it may be found in " Tkt Authut- 



Clarke lived tir eome time "under the protectioi. 
H.R.H. the Duke of York, Commander-in-Chief of thtt 
British Army. She obtained large sums of money 1^ the 
sale of the commissions, appointments, and promotion* 
which were at the disposal ot her roval, but ever neisdy. 
lover. Finally an enquiry was held, and the Duke of 
York was compelled to resign the office be had disgraced. 
The parody above mentioned gives a history of the 
scandal, but it would be unintelligible unless accompa- 
nied by details of profligacy and corruption, such as am 
lited for any work but the Newgate Caleudar. Id 
ition to these pa " ~ " 

translated into WeWI 



THE DESCENT OF ODIN. 

The following Parody of Gray's " Descent of 
Odin" was writteii by James Hay Beattie, son of 
James Beattie, L.L.D., author of " The Minstrel." 
Young Beattie was bom in 1768 and died in 1790. 
In 1794. Dr. Beattie printed " Essays and Frag- 
ments in Prose and Verse" by his son, but only for 
private circulation. 

Young Beattie had a clerical friend who made a 
sea voyage from Aberdeen to Rotherhithe, and 
suffered therefrom as described in 

ThK DtSCENT OF TiMomv, 
Tiu crawl'd on biaid ; no phii e'er sadder; 
Stepped backward down the coal-bUck ladder ; 
Then twisting sidelong, like a crab, in, 
Stigget'd into the aflei cabin. 
Him spied llie dog of Newfoundland, 
That by a bu1k-h^ chanced lo stand ; 
His chaps, whence fat and froth distill'd. 
With well-gnaw'd boi.es of bull-lieef till'd. 
Straight with neck upstielch'd he howls, 
Eyei that glare, and throat that growls. 
And with vociferations vain 
Stum the poor preacher'! diuy brain. 
Onward his tottering Reverence hitches, 
Tlie deck 1>enealh him rolls and pilches. 
Till from its shelf an empty keg 
Down dancing drives against his leg, 

Pknsive on a cask of gin 

He sal, and stroked his aching shin ; 

While near him inored in drunken slate 

The carcase of the slumbering male. 
Facing to a starboard beam 
Tim put 10 flight the seaman's dream, 
nischa^ing thrice, in accents dread. 
Yells that almost mi[;ht wake the dead ; 
Till the tois'd blankets part asunder. 
And forth these sullen grumblings Iho^ler. 
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Matt, WtuU rated with hii thump* and KrcMnin; 
Dara breaV the aniet o( my dieuuiog t 
Wboie hud ii Ihii thai pnlli mv head, 
I^bonring to lug me out of bed ) 
Theie can have beard Tot weeki toeethet 
The long, loa{ roar of winlry weather, 
Pnmpi, wave*, ropei rattling, lempcfl MiualUae ; 
But luch a placbiDK and a tKWiinK — 
Zoandi I I believe he'll (wUt m; neck- 
On deck, there, ho I ye dogi on deck, 
What meant thii execrable yelling? 
Have ye let all the fiendi of Hell in ? 

Tim. a tisveller I, to thee nnknown. 
An honest man't and woman'* son. 
By hnngei. Ihint, and sickneti nodone. 
And bonnd to Red riff first, then London. 
But who*e ii that mug. pray? and ipreid, 
For whom yon cotnlortable bed ? 

itatt. The bed's oar Captain** bed, d'ye ice— 

I wiih you'd lei a body be— 

1'he tnug, you mean thai ha* the p^ in ? 
ThAt, matter, ii the captain's noggin. 
He. good soul, must have his potion : 
Thirst can reach the tons of ocean. 
Unwilling I my lip* unclose ; 
Leave me, leave me, to repose. 

Tim. Once agaio my call obey, 
Maatet mate, awake, and say. 
Which way I to bed may go j 
Pray have ye one for me or no ? 

MaU. There on Ihe floor mattress and bolster are, 
Wb» wish for mote may a)k Ihe upholsterer. 
Now my weary lips 1 close ; 
Leave me, leave roe, to repote, 

n'w. iklaster male, my call obey, 
Rouse yourself once more, and say, 

II in ihii ship a poor starved tinner 
May sup ; to day I had no dinner. 

HaU, Snre, when you were on deck, .■<ir, j-ou hcanl 
Our cook a-scT3;nng pols to leeward : 
A sooty seaman liluslers there. 
Who never comb'd his lamp-black hur. 
Nor scTub'd his angry brow, noi pared 
The brisiles of his shngsy beard. 
He by your chop or steak shall sit. 
Hissing on gridiron, or on spit. 
Now my weary lips I close : 
l.eBve me, 1 1^ you, to repose. 

Tim. Once yet again awake, and tell us 
Who are those surly ragged fellows ; 
Why each about so madly bops, 
Howling, and tugging tarry ropes ; 
Why at the sUcken'd cords they swear. 
And fluttering tail* that Sap in air ; 
Tell me whence Ihii hubbub rote, 
Then I leave thee to repose. 

Mat*. Ha t no traveller an thou ; 
Freth-water fiend, I smoke thee now 
As ignorant a rogue as ever — 

IVm. No mate genteel, polite, and clever. 
Art ihoa ; nor ever weit a tailor ; 
Uui, at I rather gneu, a tailor. 



Uat*. Hie thee hence, ind thank toy mercy. 
Or rather drowsine**, thai iparet ye. 
Ilencel or I'll drive you; for no fellow 
3hall break my tlcep with hit vile bellow. 
Till thit cold pitchy clood of ai^t 
Mdt to the warmth of moming light ; 
That it, till four o'ck>ck, or three, Sir, 

What, won't you go 1 Here, Ca»ar, Cxiar. 

Daninl taeftrt. 



Tn« TaiUHMS OF Ow»lI. • 

Bj, IKf Mum of tkt JTiunMi. 

fSiisUI^ aUinifnm Orag.) 

Owbn's praiie demandt my aong. 
Owen wise and Owen strong. 
Bat in Kpito of Ownn ttoni. 
All the beast* matt loddln out 
Out with weazles, ferretl, tkunks, 
Klepbants, come p^ck your tniaka ; 
Yon no longer dwell with ui. 
Yawning bippopotainu& 

DastT. Blraddhn^ split giraffj^ 

Yon have ttayad too Ijng by half. 
Go and take some nice freib air 
With that grim-eyed i'olar bear. 
" Fiah, Gab, fish," yonr Duty calla 
Somewhere el*e than in these walls, 
FIooDders, you mnst go, thai'iflal. 
With thn salmon and Ihe spriL 

Ckwd of birds, aacend and fl]-. 
Migrate to some kinder sky ' 
Perky, shiny, glittering things. 
Leave the wiog that holds yourwiQa*^ 
Fossil Man, you too mnst pack. 
Take yonr slab, Sir, on your back. 
Or if you'd prefer a ride. 
Mount the Mammoth by yoor side. 

Eggs, be blowed, it you'd not break. 
Yon your ^gsit now must make ; 
Yes, your yolk must turn to leg*. 
Yes, as sura as eggs is cggi. 
All those myriad butterflies, 



Pins and all, i 
Weo 



an»e, 



Diamonds black, and diamond* bright. 
Henceforth charm suburban sight, 
Follow beasts and birds and bone*, 
All you tons of labelled stooes. 
Prom that yellowish liquor take, 
Every coil, you spotted snake, 
"Bonny beetle* )□ a row," 
Stir jotir stumps, for yon must got 

Mother Nature^ boat retreat. 
Out, M'm, from Great Rnasdl Street I 
Here, in futnre, folk* thall scan 
Nothing bat thn works of Maa. 



at Blcfavd Owan, Ii 



GRAY'S ODES. 



Yet look glad, for Owrn tiaadi 
UoDldiDg GladiloiM lo hu haods ; 
Soon Tou 11 ht*e a Pvlace new. 
Worthy Owrn, as, aiid jon. 

Shirlby Bboorb. iBOi. 



Gray'* Piadaric Odei were not very favorably received, 
tbeir chief faall being obKority. Gnj wai preued by 
hi* &iesd> to append explaaatory noiei, which, for a long 
time, he decIioM to do, wnting "1 would oot have pBt 
another note to save the souli irf all the owls in Londoa. 
It ii extTemely well ai it ia — nobody anderilaoda me. and 
I am perfectly tatitfied. " Id 1760 there appeared two 
bnrleiqueodea by G. ColmanaDdH. Ltoyd, one intcribed 
to " Obtcnrity " — That, said Gray, it me — tbe other to 
"OblivioD," which was directed againat Maaon. In theaa 
parodie* the fnenda Gray and Uaaon, are treated with 
contempt both aa men and poets. Gray wrote to hi* 
fellow victim, "Lest people shonld not understand tbe 
humour, tetters come out in Uoyd't Evening Pott to tell 
them who and what it was that he meant, and says it is 
like to produce a great combuiiion in the literary world. 
80 if yon have any m'nd to tomburtlr. about ii, well and 
good, forme, I am neither so literary nor to combustible." 
He also informed Dr. Wharton that a bcokselter to whom 
he waa nnknowc, had recommended bim to pnrchaaa tha 
satire upon himself aa " a very pretty thing, Gray wa* 
too prood to show that he was nan by tfaeae saitrea, but 
he was too setuiitive not to be aDDOyed at tbe ridicule, and 
except a single piece which waa written npon compulsion 
(the Ode for the Installation of the Duke of Grafton), ha 
attempted no more serious verse. These "Ode* lo Ob> 
■cuiity and Oblivion " are not now of aufBcient iniereil 
lo be reprinted in full : — 

DaDGHTis of Chaoa and old NJghi, 

Cinunerian Muse 1 all hail I 
That wrapt in never-twinkling gloom const write. 

And shadowest meaning with thy dntky veil ! 

WhU poet sings, and strikes tbe string* ? 
It was the mighty Theban spoke. 
He, from tbe ever-living lyre. 
With magic band elicits fira 

Heard ye the din (tf modem Rbymera bray ? 
It wa* cool Mason, or warm Gray 

Involved in tenfold smoke 
The shallow fop, in antic vest, 
Tir'd of the beaten road, 
Proud to be singularly dresi, 
Change*, with ev'ry changing moon the mode. 



Gray's Od« /or Ifiuie, perfcrned in the Senate House 
at Cambtidgp, July i, 1769, at the tnttallalion of the Dnka 
of Gralton, Chancellor of tbe University, commenced ** 

Alt. 
HiNca I avannt ! 'tis holy grotird, 

Comn* and his midnight crew. 
And ignorance with lo^* profound. 

And drsamtog Sloth of pallid hte I 



Let painted Flatfry hide her aerpeni train In Bow'n: 
Chorus, 
Nor Envy pale^ nor creeping Gain, 
Dare the Hose's walk to stain. 
While bright-ey'd Science walks around | 
Hence I avaant t 'tis holy ground. 



T«a long parodies of this ode may be found iti Voluma 
lV.<ATkrS*»S^nmftgS9tpiialfer WU.LtmAaa, 17II6, 
both treat of the polituvl quesiions cf the day, and reftir 
to person* long since Ibrgoiten. so that it is di 
toi]uote more than a verse or two from each : — 

TaavisTtp. 
Air. 
HehciI avanntt 'il* venal ground, 

Wilhei^ and all hit fren-born crew ; 
Within our pale no room is f6an(<. 

Ye modem Algernons, for yon. 
Mute be the bold Alcaic strain 
Of liberty, that ipnms a diain. 



Virttia hence 1 with brow severe! 
Public apirlt come not near. 
While •ervile Int'rest walkiaroond ; 
Hence I avannt I 'lis venal gratind t 



Akotiiiii Travestii. 
Air. 
Hesck avoiml, 'tis sacred groniid ; 

Let pallid freedom ever nv. 
Lei innocence in cbaina be botmd. 
Nor e'er come truth or viriae nigh ! 
Opposition's cr; prophan^ 
Liberty that sconit the chain, 
Nor Id Ibete conaacraied fieltl*, 
Let iLJnr'd jastice weep, that the to tyrant* yields. 

Nor dare bright imtb, the patriot's friend. 
The minister's h'gh walk offend. 
While stem-ey'd Fitzroy italks arotrnd ; 
Hence I avannt I 'lis sacred groand. 



Fitim ytmder realms of ministerial sway 

Burttt on my ear th' applauding lay : 
There all the pcnsioo'd *age, tbe peer prophao^ 

Tbe few whom interest give* to reign 
O'er every unbom place or yet undum'd domain. 

Deep m the nation's business they. 

Yet either oft a glance from high. 

They send of triumph and of joy. 
To bleaa the place, where first, on freedMu's aooL 

He bade the Scottish thunder roll. 
Twa* N— t— n raiu'd that deep-ton'd -nActi, 

n'ring* mnnd him rose. 



PARODIES OF 



Ye higb o'er-bugmg walla 

That lure no mooBrch Idtm, 
Wbere fain would freedom linger with delight, 

Oft at the brrak of day 

He's lODght yonr wearied way, 
Oft by the glare oEBambeaui glitt'ring light, 
to chariot dose, Iresh from the bauota of folly. 
With Nancy by his side, iwoni foe to melancboly. 

Stdlativt. 
But hark t tbe door's uDbarrM, and marching ibrtb, 

Wilh gonly stepa and slow 
Gen'rals aod shrives, and peers of royal birth. 
And mitred bishops home to dinner go ; 
North, wilb tb' exchequer lanrels on hif brow. 

From haughty Grevills torn. 
And sad Fittpatrick on bis bridal mom, 
That weeps his fault too late ; and proud Dnodas ; 
And watchfal Dy— n ; and the paler Bnrke, 
The rival of hia fortune, (ud hii place ; 
And wtber Onilow there. 

What are pensions without power ? 
Heavy toil, insipid pain. 
Who but would wish like thee to gain 
The guidance of the public weal 1 
Sweet is Duudaa's gQlden ihow'r, 
Cli — e's vikionary treasure tweet, 
Sweet Holland's rise but iweeter yet. 
The still small place of priT; leaL 



"A Lo»t Story," which Gray himtelf considered nnworth^ 
a place amongst bis Poems, does not appear to have altnetcd 
eno^h atlenticn to be parodied, but a ttfiut to it was wiittea 
by John Penn, and mterted in Hakewill's HitUrjf of 
wiitdaor, and a further sequel to that by the Poet Laoteatc^ 
Henry Jame* Pye. 

•'Potmt bf Mr. Orag." Dublin. Printed by William 
Slealer, at No. 51 in CatOt Btntt, 1775. This volume, pub- 
lished only fuur years after the death of Gray, contains poema 
which show that his reputation had already made its way to 
the Continent. It contains several Latin Iranslatbns of the 
Elesy ; a Latin addicM " Ad Pottam, " and an Italian ver- 
uonoflhe Elq^wrillen l^ Signor Abbate Crocchi of Kenna. 
It alio gives Maioo'a continuation of Gray '■ fngmentan' Oit 
on tlu PUatuin oriting from VittMtitude ; the Ode to Kaoe* 
lei^ a Parody ; An Evening Contemplation in a Collie, 
a Parody ; and Lloyd and Caiman's Burlesque Ode, all of 
which parodies have already been quoted. 

" iftinic Oda, imitattd from tkt Sant Totifite," in the 
manner of Mr. Gray. By Thomas James Malbia*. Quaito. 
London, lySr. Price one shilling aod liipenec TUt 
imitation of Gray by the learned author of the once famont 
PuTtuiU of Literatart, has nothing of a burlesque charactet. 
Indeed it opens wilh a complimentary address to Gray ; — 

" Pakdon me. Mighty Poet, that 1 turn 
My daring Iteps to thy supreme abode, 
And tread with awe the solitary road. 
To deck wilb faaded wreaths thy ballow'd urn. " 



WILLIAM 

Bom, November 15, 1731. 



COWPER. 

Died, April 26, 1800. 



THE DIVERTING HISTORY OF JOHN 

GILPIN. 
SKowingkmtUvtni /oHAn- Uan A* tnlnidad, owl ean« *iv'« 

kOM« OfOIII. 

The story of John Gilpin's ride wai related to Coinwr by 
his friend. Lady Austen, wbo bad heard it as a child. It 
caased the poet a sleepless ni^t, we are told, as he was 



4* Public Advertiser." November I4lh, r7S^ anonymously. 

A celebrated actor named Henderson took it for one of hit 
public recitations at Freemasons' Hall. It became im- 
mediately so popular that it wai printed everywhere — la 
nswipapets, magaiinei, and lepanitely. It was even sung 



as a common ballad b U)e streets It bai fcny pc ai wTe il 

its popularity to the present date. 

"The origmal John Gilpin wu, it is said, a Mr. Beyer, a 
linendraper, who lived at the Cheapside comer of Pater- 
noster Kuw. He died in 1791, at the age of neailj a 



John Gilfin was a citizen 

Of credit and renowi^ 
A trainband captain eke was he 

01 fanioui London town. 

John Gilpin's spouse said to her dear, 
" Thfjugh wedded we have been 

These twice ten tedious year^ yet w« 
No buhday have tt 
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" To-maiow ii oui wedding day. 
And we will then repair 

Unto Ihe Bell at Edmonlon, 
All in k chaise and paJr. 



Hyiclf, and childr 

Will 6U Ihe chaiK J « , 

On horieback afiet we." 

He soon replied, " I do admire 

Of womaakind but one. 
And jrou aie the, my deaieu dear, 

Therefore it thall be done. 



Qootb Mrs. Gitpin, " Thut'i well iwd 

And for thai wine is d«ar. 
We will be fomi^hed wiih onr own, 

Which IB boih bri|>hi and cleat." 

Jbbo GiljHn kissed his loving wife ; 

O'efji^ed was he to Rnd 
That, IhoQgh no pleasure she was bent. 

She had a frugal mind. 

Tke morning aime, the chaise was btoogt 

But yet was not allowed 
To drive up to the door, let! all 

Should sf y Ihai she was proud. 



To dash tbrouKh ihick ai 



John Gilpin at hik hnrsc's side 

Seised fait the flowing tnane. 

And up he got in basic to rid^— 



For saddle-tree icarce readied had he; 

Hit journey tn begin. 
When, turning niubd his head, be saw 

Three cuslomen come in. 

So down he came ; fur loss of timi^ 

Although it giJEvrd him sore. 
Yet lou of pence, full well he knew, 

Would trouble hiiu much more. 

Twas long before the cnstomett 

Were suited to Ihrir mind. 
When Belly scrramii.g, came dowDSt^n — 

" The wine is left behind I " 

" Good lack f quoth he 1 " yet being il me, 

My leathern bcU likewise. 
In which I bear uiy irti^ly sword 

WhenIdocxcrLi.c.-' 

Now Mistrcsi Gili^n <careful soul ! ) 

Had two ■tunc Ik iiles found, 
'I'o hold the liqin.r iir^t nhe loved. 



Each bottle had a curling ear. 

Through whidi the belt be dre* 
And bung a bottle on each side, 



Then over all, thai he might be 



Now see him mounted once again 

Upon his nimble steed, 
Fnll slowly pacing o'et the tlonet. 

With caution and good heed. 

Bat Boding toon a smoother road 
Beneath bit well-shod feet. 

The tnonine beast began to trot. 
Which g^ed him in hit teaL 



But John he ci 
That trot became a gallop loon. 
In t^le of curb uid rein. 

So stoofnng down, aa needs he must 

Who cannot sit upright, 
He grasped the mane with both his hands. 

And eke with all his might. 

His horse, who never in that sort 

Had handled been before. 
What thing upon his back had got 

Did wonder more and more. 

Away went GilfMn, neck or nought ; 

Away went hat and wig ; 
He little dreamt when he set out. 

Of TuDOing such a rig. 

The wind did blow, the cloak did fly 

Like streamer long and gay, 
mi loop and button failing both, 

At last it flew away. 

Then might all people well discern 

The bottles he had ilung ; 
A bottle swinging at each side, 

As hath be^ said or sung. 



hud every soul cried out, " VI 
At loud as he could bawL 



It fame lOOn spread around ; 
"ne carries weight I" " He rido a tact 
" 'Tit for a thousand pound I '' 

And itill, as fast at he drew near, 

'Twas wonderful to view 
How in a trice the turnpike men 

Their gates wide open threw. 

And now, as he went bowing down 

Hit reeking head full low, 
The bottles twain behind hit back 

Were shattered al a blow. 

Down ran the wine into Ihe toad. 

Host piicoui lu be seen. 
Which made hii hurse's flanks to iBokc 

Al they had basted ' 
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But itiU he uemed to cm; weight. 

With leathern giidle braced ; 
For all m^t kc the botEle-acclii 

Still darling at hii waiiL 

Thai all lluough metry Iilington 

TbeM eamboli he did plaj, 
Until he came unto the Wa*h 

Of EdmoDton to gay ; 

Aod tboTB h« throw the Wuh aboDt, 

On both lidea of Ihe way, 
Jul like onto a traadliiig mop. 

Or ■ wild gooaa at plav. 

At Edmonlon, Mt loTJog wiCa 

From ibe balcony ipied 
Her tender buiband, wondering much 

To MB how he did rids. 

" Stop, itop, John Gilpin 1 — Here's the ho 

Tfaer all at once did ciy ; 
"The dinner waiti, and we are tired.*' 

Said Gilpin, " So am 11 " 

fini yet hii hone was not a whit 

Inclined to tarr; there ; 
For whf ?— his owner had a hoiue 

Full ten mile* off, at Ware. 

So like an anow swift he flew, 

Shot by an archer itrong ; 
So did be fly — which brings ma to 

The middle of ny song. 

Away went Gilpin, otit of breath. 

And sore agatnat his will, 
mi, at his fnend the calender'a, 

His horse at last elood atill. 

The calender amaied to see 

Hli neigbbonr in lach trim, 
Laid down his pipe, flew to the gate. 

And thni accosted him :— 

"What new*? what news P yonr tidings (i 
Tetl me you mnst and shall— 

Say whv bareheaded yon are come, 
Or why yon come at all f " 

Now Gilpin had a pleasant wit. 

And loved s timely joke ; 
And thus unto Ihe dileudet 

In meny guise he spoke : — 

'' I came because youi hone would come ; 

And, if I well ferbodc, 
Mybst and wig will soon be here, — 

They are upon the road." 



But to the bouie went in ; 

Whence itiaight he came with hat and wig ; 

A wig that flowed tvhind, 
A bat not mnch the worse for wear. 

Each comely in its kind. 

He held Ihcm ap, and in his torn 

Thui showed hii ready wit : 
"M* head is twice as big as youis. 



"M»h( 
They 



' ' Bui let me scrape the dirt away 
That hangs upon your fsce ; 

And tiop and eat, for well yoo may 
Be in a hnngiy case." 

Said John, " It is my wedding day, 
And alt the world would stare 
If wife should dine at Edmootoo, 
And I should dine at Ware." 

So turning to hii horse, be laid. 

"I am in haste Iodine; 
'Twat for vour nleainre you came here, 



'Twas for vour p1ea«nre yt 
You shall go back for m 



Ah I Inckteii speech, and bootless boast. 

For which he paid full dear ; 
For while he ipoke a braying ass 

Did sing most loud and clear ; 

Whereat his horse did saort, as he 

Had heard a lion roar, 
And galloped off with alt his might, 

Asne had done before. 

Away went Gilpin, and away 

Went Gilpin's hat and wig : 
He lost them sooner ihan at Erst, 

For why f— they were too trig. 

Now Sfistress Gilpin, when she saw 

Her husband posting down 
Into the country far away. 

She polled out hilf a crown : 

And thus unto the youth she said 

That drove them to the Bell. 
" This stull be yours, when you Iwiog hack 

My husband safe and well" 

The youth did ride, and soon did meel 

John cooling back amain 
Whom in a trice he tried lo stop 



But not performing what he meant. 

And gladly wculd have done, 
The frighted steed he frighted more. 

And made him faster run. 

Away went Gilpin, and away 

Went postboy at his heels. 
The postboy's horse right glad to mil 

The lumtMriog of ttie wheels, 

men upon the roi 

jeing Gilpin fly, 

With pootlxiy scampering in Ibe roar, 

Thoy raised the hue and cry ; — 
"Stop thief I stop Ibiefl— ahighwnyman !' 

Not one of them was mute ; 
And at) and each tbat passed thai way 

Did join in the pursuit 

And now the tornpike-gates agalo 

Flew open in short space ; 
The lollmtn thinking as before 

That Gilpin rode a race. 

.And so he did, aod won it too, 

For he got first to town ; 
Nor stopped till where he had got up 

He did again get down. 
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Now let at siDfi lonji livo lh« King, 
And Gilpin, long live he ; 

And when he ntii doth ride abroad. 
May I be there lo see 1 



Mbk. Gilfih Riding TO Edmonton. 

Tbbh tin. GiliHi] tweetlr Mid 

Unto ber cbildren three, 
" I'll clamber o'er this itjte w tilgh 

And ^Q climb after m&" 

But haviiis climbed nnto tbe lop. 

She could do further go. 
But (tie, (o every paner b; 

A spectacle of woe. 

Who said, "Your sponie and joa this day 

Both show your horsemanthlp, 
And if you stay till he comes back. 

Your horse will nped no whip.'' 

The above verses in the handwriliDg of Cowper were 
found among Mre. Unwio's papers, wilD a drawfiw, sup- 
posed to be by Romney, of Mr*. Gilpin «tiin^ on the top 
of a gate. Tbe idea seems to be that Mrs, Gilpin having 
tired waiting for her husband, wandered into the Gelds, 
and in an attempt to get over one of those awkward 
•tyles for which Enfield was then famous, got upon 
tlw top, btil could not get down again. The drawing is 
vny IndicTona. 

Fi-om Bone's Tailt Book, Vol. II., pp. 79*1. 



The DivEKTiNc History of Moorr's Lifk of Bvron. 



Lord Byron was a Dobleman, 

Of wonderful renown, 
A aplendid poet eke was be, 

Of famoui LoodoD Town. 

Lord Byron said to Tommy Hoore, 

Tbo' living I have been 
At Newstead. ten long years, yet I 

No happiness have seen. 

To-morrow I shall sail for Greece 

And yon may then repair 
To Lradon (or to Jericho,'- 

[Adde] for what I care. ) 

I'll leave my life onto yoar child. 

Whenever I may die ; 
And mtnd Joho Murray pays him well 

For my Biogiaphy. 

Tom Moore replied, I do admire 

Of Foel-kind but one— 
And you are he, my dearest Lord, 

Therefore, it shall be done. 

I really am not worth a damn. 
As all tbe world doth know, 

Iltit if Lord Byron Miyt I am. 
Why, then, it mutt be sol 



Qnolh young Childe Harold that's welt taid. 

But for, thM I'm a man I 
Be sore yon do not murder me 

A* yoti did Sheridan. 

Tom Uttle shook bim by the hand, 

O'eijoyed was be to find, 
Tbat when be went, he meant to leav« 

Hi* mannscript behind. 

The mom log came — the Poet wetit. 

And when his life was o'er. 
The tale of all his wicked loves 

Wat left with Tommy Moore. 

So^ on his Uble it was laid, 

And he turned o'er the leaves ; 
Two precious volumes all agog. 

And thick as any thieves. 



Hit cbin did diuckle up ai 
A( if his jaws were mad 



From Tht National OauiOiu. April 1, 1831. 

Thomaa Moore's biography of Lord Byrou was leverelv 
critidwd, both for what it contained and for what it 
omitted. Tbat Moore, the cherished friend of tbe great 

get, should display all the faalu and frailties of Lord 
yron was ungenerout and nngratefnl, bnt bis iU-jn<^ed 
suppressioD ot certain important matter* of fact was fiu- 
more iuexcusabte and damaging to Byron's repatatton. 



Princb Albbrt it a tpoittman bold. 

And eager for the chatc^ 
Out with the boundi, like Gilpin oft 

He seems lo ride ■ race. 

And oft in Windsor's courtly Park 

He loves to ply tbe gun, 
Whne barei >o well bnd are, Ihst they 

Up to his muule run. 

Mow when bei gracious Majesty 

To Slowe ■ visit paid, 
^The newspapers contained ■ litl 

Of all the cavalcade.) 

Scarce bad tbe royal pair airived 

At Buckingham's proud seat. 
The Prince began in sportiman'i style. 

The noble Duke lo greet 

" What ihootiog have ^011 here, proud Duke 7 " 
*■ Shooting, great Pnnce," he cried, 

" Not vainly in my choice preserves 
I feel a housewife's pride." 



A (porting suit his Higfaoess donn'd. 
On muraeroui thought intent 

lie tallies forth, hit every look 
Betray* the sporting genu 
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Not fci behind, Ihe portly fortn 

Of Robert PiEr. w» seen. 
Hit mind, leu ipoTting than hi) cokt, 

Ii (u •wijr I ween. 

Five lime* ten keepers armed with ttuAa 

Eolered in close Mray, 
And beat (be coi-er, wbere Ihe hires 

Like lords in wailiag lay. 
Once and asaio Prince Albert ihoi, 

Once and again shot he : 
The bat*, that erat on four leg* ran. 

Now limped away on three. 
Each keeper raised his stick and strock 

The hare npcn Ihe head j 
The Prince he shoi, the keepers knocked. 

Until each hare was dead. 

DmIh It dtr4tnua at. My some. 

Pro fairia rnon', 
And 'til a fine thing Tor ■ baret 

By princely hand [o die. 
Twa» this perbsp* the (fame inspired 

To conit their Prince's aim, 
They died to p« Peincb Albeit (port, 
Aod therefore they died game. 

How many fell Tht CouH OtuetU 

Better than T may say, 
Harei thai escaped will live to lell 

Their children of that day. 



„ e people say they're ftauehl. 

Long li»e the laws by which out Prince 
Enjoyed luch glorious iporl. 



Thb Political John Gilpin, 
GloaQE Bbntikck wa« a sporting man 

Of credit and renown, 
A stud in train inft eks had he. 

For Epsom's famous down, 

Gbokoe Bentinck to himself; said he. 

Though M.P. 1 have been 
For manv years, yet in debate 

Hy name is seldom seen. 



There's Borthwick, simplo at a child, 

Hyielf and DisraelIer) ; 
We'll Mart the game, and oiher fboli 

Are sure to foUoir we. 

I am a rider free and bold, 

As stl the world doth know, 
And my good friend the Railway King 

Lends me a dodge or ao. 
The eiening came, the dodge was plann'd, 

Ad Iii>h lailway grant. 
And sixteen million little pounds 

Was all, the; said, they'd want 



So BKNTINCK, HlTDSOK, BORTKWICK, BEH, 

The measure did bring in ; 
Four precious sonls, and all ago(r 
To dash through thick and thin. 

Away they rush'd, on went Iheii toi^es, 

No rest theii heaters had ; 
The speeches seein'd lo be composed 

Of eloquence lUn mad. 

George Bentinck his steam hobby rode 

With all his might and ma'n ; 
And up he kept himself awhile, 

But soon came down again. 

Away went Bentinck. neck oi nought, 

'Gainst every timid Whig ; 
They little dreamt when he set out 

He would run such a rig. 

Some Irish members cheer'd him on ; 

Protect ion isis and all 
Cried out " Go at it, George ; weU done ! " 

As loud as they could bawl. 

Away went Bentinck, who hut he 

Could run such pace around t 
He carries weight, he rides ■ race 

For sixteen million pound. 

And every one that saw him run 

Believed it was for place ; 
Against John Russell they declared 

Geosge Bentinck rode a race. 

And 10 he did, and lost it too, 

For eveiy one in town 
Where he had been on getting up, 

FoDDd him on sitting down. 

I^'s ring r wean, long live the QtlEES, 

And Bentinck long live he ; 
When next he his steam hobby lidet 

Hay we be there lo see. 



The New Jobw Gilfik. 
Slwming hem Rabirl Pal oi*l fitrtkir than kt inlmM, » 
cami tafi hum *gaiM. 

Sir Robert wm a Minister 

Of credit and renown ; 
And eke, by virtue of his plRCC^ 

Adviser to the Crown. 

Now Richard Cobden said to him, 

" Protected Com ha* bean 
Thro' thrice ten tedious year*, Kcce dgbt- 

Teen hundred aod fifteen. 

" Yet landlords and eke tenants say 

Of profiis they despair i 
Despite Protection, growing corn 

I* a losing aSair. 

"There's Mr. Bright, and there's myself 

And Mr. Poa— make three ; 
We've raised a League, and yon mutt fide 

(A* Ben say*) after we." 
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WILLIAM COWPER 



Said Peel, " Your iloctriiiea I admir^ 

Bot I am only ona ; 
Still, If the Dake will ttick to me, 

1*11 try Kliat on be dooe. 

" I am a Pnmier itont and bold, 

As all my party kanw ; 
Ai»d tay good friaodt in Mancbotec 

Will land tbeir Iwne logo." 

Now we him ia his new TariK 
On Free Trade — nobis iteed t 

Fall (lowly lakiog duliu oS; 
With caution and good heed. 

Then came the blight, and fears atOM 

We'd not btra food lo eal, 
Free Trade, from walking, 'gan to trot, 

Wbidi thook Peel in hb Kat. 

" Fairly and toftly," Feel he cried. 

Bat Peel he criad in vuin ; 
The trot became a Rallop soan, 

And Free Trade Bew amain. 



Wbo cannot help his plight 
Peel seized Free Trade, and like a ihol 
Flow past Protection qnite. 

Free Trade, wbo by a Tory lord 
Had ne'er been crox'd beibr^ 

What IhioK upon his back had got 
Did wonder more and more. 

Away went Robert— nrck or nooghl 

Fast Radical and Whig ; 
He little thoaght when be began 

His bill wo^d be (o big. 

The Poit did bark, the HtnU acreamd, 

Out spoke the farmers all, 
And every Duke cn>^ out " For sbame I ' 

As loud as be could bawl. 

Away went Robert I Who bnt be i 
Free Trade slill gaining ground, 

He carries weight— he'll win bli race, 
His horse's wind is sound. 

Slil), a* Disision-day drew near 

■Twas wonderful to new 
How overboard the qwd in place 

Their old conviclioos threw. 

Thro' mantilacltires of all hinds 

His gambols he did play. 
And came to Com l^ws at the last, 

Wbich stood dead in the way. 

The slIding-K:ale he knock'd about 

Unto his friend's dismay, 
And fix'd bow thai at ihrce years' end 

The tax shoald die away. 

Free Trade, not satisfied at all 

To wail for three years more. 
Straight gallop, ed off with all his might, 

As he had done before. 

Away weni Robeit, with the Leagae 

Still thundering at bis heel, 
Insisting loud in total and 
Immediate repeal. 



The coanly members in Ibe House, 

Thus seeing Robert fly. 
With Lord Jobn Rossell in his tear, 

Set up a hue and cry : 

"Stop thief t Slnplhiefl a highway n 

Not one of tbem was male. 
And Ben D'lsraeli and Colqnbomi 

Did join in the paiBuit. 

In tbe " Protection " heavy coach. 



The race is ran, the race la won 

With credit and renown ; 
Nor did Free Trade draw breath tlntil 

The Cora Laws he ran down. 

Now let us sing " Long live the LeapK^ 

And Cobden, long live he , 
And when Peel next doth tide Free Trad& 



May pMik his Laureat bo,' 
Path. February 14, 1S4& 



Thb UoDiKH Pbepino Tom. 

Lord Trallala ■ noble was. 

Of credit and renown, 
A brave old Volunteer was be 

Of famous London town. 

A well known connoisseur was he 
Of things antique and fine — a 

His taste was goud in rare old wine, 
Old women, and old china. 

A noted champion was he. 

Of damsels in distress ; 
But as Companion of the Bath 

He got into a mess. 



And beauliGed them si 



The bath the next essential was, 

To clarify their skini— 
Let's bope it cleansed their conscience to 

And washed away their lins. 



bath a Ennegery li 
And Tmallala went in to ^y 



Tbe part of peeping Tom. 
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And now it ii conjectured bjr 

Each enidile surmiser, 
He went, he ««w. he came away 

CoDiiderably wiiet. 

Frcua Tib ffomri. Sept. 9, 1868. 

Tom Jones, Viscount Ranelagh, Colonel of the Soulh 
Middlesex Volunteer Rifles, was called as a wilneis in on 
action brought by Mn. Borrowilale acainst Kladame Rachel 
of Bond Slreet, who piofesfed to make ladies "Braalifii! 
farevtr." Rachel was coni'irled for obtaining money under 
fidM prelencei, and died in Brixton Gaol, 



The Railway Gif-fin. 

John Gilpin is a ciliien ; 

For lineage of renown, 
The famed John Gilpin's grandion, he 

Abides in London town. 

To our John Gilpin said hit dear, 
" Slewed op here aa we've been 

Since Whitsantide, 'lis lime that we 
Should have a change of scene, 

" To-morrow ii a leisure day, 

And we'll by rail repair 
Unlo the Nell at Dedmanton, 

And take a breath of air. 

" Mr sister takes our eldest child ; 

The yoanEeat of oar ihtee 
Will go in Rrmi. and so [he ride 

Won't 10 expensive be." 

John soon replied, " I don't admire 

That railway. I, for one ; 
But you know best, my dearest dear. 

And to it must be done. 

'' I, as a linen draper bold. 
Will bear myseir, and ihough 

'Tis Friday by the calendar 
Will risk my limbs, and go." 

Quoth Mistress Gilpin, "nicelysaid 
And then, besides, look here. 

We'll go by the Ewutsion Train, 
Which makes it still less deat," 

John Gilpin poked his clever wife. 

And slighlly smiled t" find 
That Ihough on peril she was bent. 

She had ■ careful mind. 

The morning came ; a cab was son^il ; 



For half an hour they there were stay'd, 

And when they did get in — 
" No train ! a hoax 1 '' cried clerks »g0£ 

To swear through thick and thin. 

" Vaa I '' went the throats ; stamp went the beds ; 

Were never folks so mad, 
The ditappoinlmenl dire beneath : 
All cried " it was too bad," 



John Otlpin home would fain have hied. 

But he mu't needs remnin. 
Commanded liy his wilful bride, 

And lake the usual train. 

'Twas lone before our piissenners 

Another train eonld find. 
When— stop 1 one ticket for the fares 

Was lost or left behind 1 

"fiood lack," qonih JoilK, "vet try it on.' 
" 'Twon'l do.'' the cunrd replies. 

And bearing wife and babes on board, 
The train without hin flies. 

Now see him in a second train, 

Behind the iron steed. 
Borne on, slap-dnsh for life or bones 

With small concern or heed. 

Away went Oll.PiN neck or naught, 

Eiclaiminp, " Dash my wig 1 
Oh, here's a game, o\ here's a go ! 

A running toeh a rig ! '' 

A signal, hark \ — the whistle screamed, 
Smash t went the windows all .' 

"An accident 1 " cried oat each one. 
As loud as he could bawl. 

Awa^ went OiLPlti, never mind. 

His brair. seemed spinning round | 
Thought he, " This speed a killing pace 

Will prove, I'll bet a pnand I " 
And still, as stations they drew near, 

The whistle shrilly blew. 
And in a trice, past signal-men 

The train like lightning Sew, 

Thus, all through meiry Killbnry, 

Without a stop ihot they ; 
But paused to 'scape a second smash. 

At Dedmanton so gay. 

At Dedmanton his loving wife. 

On platform waiting, spied 
Her tender husband, striving much 

To let himself oDIude, 

Hallo I Joh:< GlLPts, here we are- 
Come out I" they all did ery : 

To death with wutine we are tired f " 
" Guard t " shouted Gilpin, " Hi ! " 

But no— the train was not a bit 

Arranged to tariy there. 
For why? because 'twas an Express, 

And did dispatches bear. 



off it flew 

ished along. 
'twere going to, 
mpulse strong. 



Aeain and di 

At ir the deuce 

With motive : 

Away went Gilpin, on the breath 

Of puffing steam, until 
They came unto their journey's end. 

Where they at last stood stiU. 

And then — best thing that he could d< 
He b>wk'd himselffor Town ; 

They stnpped at every station up, 
Till he again got down 
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WILLIAM COWPEF. 



Sttjt GttnN, " Ring. long live tbe Queen, 

And ebe long life to me [ 
And ere I'tl Inut Ihat line >g*in ; 

MfKlf I bleit mm lee I '' 

AsoKVHoas. 



The True and diverting History of Tom Tuckeb. 
John Tacb«r nat a broker bold. 



A Second Houdav fob John GitPiH ; 

Or, a wtyagt to VauAM, whtrt lio' kt \ad itftrr tudc than 

b^fim, he wM far from bttng em Itnltd. 

JOHH Gilpin w>i a citizen 

Of ciedit and tenowo, 
A coramon conncilman wat be. 

Of famon« London Town. 

Moil fblki had heard of Gilpin'i &me, 

And of the lace he won, 
When he on honeback did tet onl 

All unla Edmonton 

And never lince thai luckleu lime 

Which ea>e him sucfa diamajr, 
For ten whiile ynn, bad he and spouie, 

Enjoyed a holiday. 

The main chance miadine >UU at home. 

On bui'neni quite intent ; 
He made afnendi, there ii no doabt. 

For what that day wai ipenL 

Their daughters, riling in thdr teeni. 

Were innoceni and gay. 
And ai young girli, they oltetl be^d 

Tu have a holiday. 

Good Miitrcu Oilpin had a heart 

Her pretty girli to please ; 
But how to win lohn Oilpin to't 

Was not a task of ease. 

" Howe'er," Mid she, "leave that to m^ 

And he will, sure, comply once mote, 
le bis loving wife." 



To please bis loving wife. " 



She mark'd tbe time, in cheerful mood 



One evening o'er tbar ten. 

'* My dear yon must a favour grant. 

Your tenderness to prove." 
Said Gilpin, " What is your desire ? 

I can't deny my tove." 

"Why, there's my sweetest life," said she. 

And ttrok d his smirking Face ; 
At which he kissed his dearest dear. 

And smiled with kindly grace. 

" Vou know," said she, " since that sad day. 

Which we could not foresee. 
That we have never ihuught upon 

Another holiday. 

" Ten circling years have made their round. 

And time comes stealing on ; 
Next Tuesday is our wedding day. 

Then pray let us have one." 

John Gilpin hum'd and ha'd awhile. 

Then cried, " It shall be so, 
Yet bope, you do not mean, my dear. 

To Edmonton to go. 

" That cursed jaant I can't forget 

Which lirouEhi me such disgrace." 
"No, no, my dear," she quick reply'd, 

" Amusements round the town are fonnd. 

Delighting unto all : 
Therefore with me, if you'll agree, 

iet Vaux-h^. 



We'll go to i\ 

" A sculler, suTe, will take us nil. 
The purchase can't be great ; 

And theti along the i* ■"' 
How we shall ride 



I like thy thought in this ; 
Tbe evening ii not all the day. 
Much business we can't miss." 

Then Mistress Gilpin said to John, 

"That we may all he gay 
Your very suit you shall have on, 

Made for your wedding day. 

" Yonr lac'd cravat, and beaver bat, 
VouT cane, with head of gold, 

With roird up ho«. and then you'll be 
Most charming to behold." 

At length ihe happy lime arrived, 
John (iilpin. ntaiiy dressed, 

Look'd like a ciiiien. indeed, 
Array 'd ic all his best. 



Dnt Juut. R Gilpioic Tale, by Barnard de Burgh. 
1B13 This Mile work has soma amusing ill usiralions, 
bat R very misleading liile, ibr it is not Rpaiody of ■■ John 
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•ome years ago t 

pamphlet wm enlii . 

ditam," and nokj probably still be obtained io Oxford. 

Two other parodies of John OHjmm mtty be 
mentioned, one which appeared in " Th« York- 
Mreman" for August 1S76, entitled Tht Con- 
Muight Jtangtrt, and commencing : 

Bold SalcliSe wu a citizea 

Of ciedii and leooirn, 
A Bowling dyer «ke wu be 

And Mayor of Bradford town. 

The other appeared in " Th* lid Ntivi" in 
August 1878, and commenced thus :— 
Paddv and thi Mormon. 
An Efitoit if Idil Orttn. Yarlis. 

Chii.ds Evini wu > cilUen 

Of credit and renown, 
A Mormon Elder too wai he 

Of famous Utah town. 

Ilis laleil wife laid in his ear— 

'■ Though wedded we have been 
These twelve long tedious months yet we 

No holiday have seen. 

To-morrow is onr wedding day. 

And we will then prepare 
To take a yayafe o'er the sea, 

To greet the old folks there. 

Sail, Ruth, and Ann, and Tabilha, 

Thy other wives, shall itay 
To nurse their bairns, and keep the home 

The time we are away. 



The latter parody was written by Mr. J. 
Horsrall Tuiner, unfortunately both poems are 
very long, and of only local interest. 



The Rose had been washed, just wuhed in a si 

Which Mary to Anna conveyed j 
The plentiful moisture encumbered the Sower, 

And weighed down its beautiful hea'' 

The cap wu alt filled, and the leaves were all w 
And it seemed, to a faocirul view. 

To weep fur the budi it had left with regret 
On the flourisbiog bush where it grew. 

I hutily seised it, unlit u it wu 

For a nosegay, so dripping and drowned ; 

And swinging it rudely, too rudely, alas t 
I snapped it — it fell to the ground ! 

And such, I exclaimed, is the pitileu pari 

Some act by the delicate mind ; 
Kegardleu of wringing and hrealdng a heart 

Already to Kk '—' 



This elegant roie, bad I shaken it leas, 

Mi^t bave bloomed with its owner awhile ; 

And the tear that is wined with a little address. 
May be followed perhaps by a smile. 

WILUAH COWPRB, 



Mr. Frederick Locker>l<ampson, author of 
London Lyriet, has in his possession the first 
draft of William Cowper s poem of The Rote, in 
the poet's autograph. It is interesting, aa it 
shows bow much he altered and improved his 
poems : — 
" The Rose that I sing had been bathed in a sbow'r. 
Profusely and hutily shed. 
The plentiful moisture incumber'd the flow'r, 
And wdgfa'd down iu elegant head. 



The cup w 



sail wet. 



, js aU fiU'd, and the leave* we 

And It teem'd to a fanciful view 
To weep for the home it had left with regret 
In the flowery buth where it grew. 

Unfit M it was for the use of the Fair, 
With foliige so dripping and drown'd, 

I shook it and swung it with too Uttle car^- 
I snapp'd it, it fell to the ground. 

And such, I exctaim'd is the pitiless part. 

Some act Vij the delicate mmd. 
Regardless of wiinging and breaking a heart 

Already to sorrow reugn'd. 

This Rose might have held, had I thaken it lest. 

It* unblemish'd beauty awhile, 
And the tear that is wiped by a little address. 

May be foUow'd perhaps by a smile." 



Mt Uniform. 
Bg a Damf Imt Dtltrmifud Voiuntter. 
Thk corps had been wuhed, newty-washed in a ihi 

Which, ai usual, hod spoiled our parade. 
The plentiful moisture, poured down for on boor, 
With our uniforms havoc bad played. 



I butily seized it, unfit as it was — 

Poor shako— a shaking to stand I 
And twinging it rudely, too rudely, alas I 

Tbe peak came off, limp^ in my bond I 

"And such," I exclaimed, "wu the Dons* foolish act 

With his helmtt 10 neatly comUned, 
He exposed it to thwacks, which the joints rudely ciaeked. 

Not for use bnt appearance deugnuL 

"This elegant cap, had I shaken it less. 
Might have bloomed, 'neatb itsfwmjiiiit awhile i 

And accoutrements wiped with a bltle address 
May adorn next Review's rank and Gle I " 

Putieh. July ag, i860. (The wet summer.) 
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ArtiL: 
Or, Ma yiK Bat. 

llr Boota had been wasb'd'-well wuh'd— Id a thon'r ; 

Bat little I gdev'd aboat that : 
Wbat I felt wa* tbe havoc a siDgle half boor. 

Had made with my costly oew Hat. 

For the Boot, Iho' ili Inttre be dimm'd, ahall fim^t 

Freili iprifthtlioeai after a nhile : 
Bat what art may restore its □riginal bloom, 

Wheo onca it hath flown, to the Tile ? 

I clomb to my percb, and the horses (a bay 
And a brown) trotted off with a clatter : 

The Driver look'd round in hi* a&ble way 
And said huskily, '* Who ia four batter 1 " 

I waapleai'd thalbe'diMtic'd tt« shape and Its thln^ 
And aa toon a* w« reached the Old Dmid, 

I b^g'd that he'd driok to my new Fonr-aod-nine 
la ■ gbua of his bTonrite anid, 

smile sat, I own, on m; lip* 



K sratlfied smile sat, I own, on m; 
When the landlady called to the 



I Isngh'd, aa an oTBan-man paat'd in mid-air 

(Twai an air thai I happea'd to kaow, 
By a great foreign Maestro) expressly to stare 

At n t"* "■' " i^* ckopMH. 

Vet how iwift it the tiaosit from langbter to lean I 

Our glories, bow Seeling are they I 
That Hat might (with care) have adom'd me for years ; 

Bat 'iwat nio'd, alack, in a day I 

How 1 loved thee, my Bright One 1 I wrench in remorae, 
My hand* from my coat-tail and wring 'am : 

" Why did not I, why, at a matter of conrae. 
When I pnrdiaa'd lhe(^ purchate a Gingham I " 

Chaklis Stiiart Calveklev. 

(Tku fOtn it a dmihU atrettte.) 



Thk rink had been wathcd, jnit waihed in 



The eaves were all dripping— ny tpiritt did dnk. 

For it teemed to a tentible vi«w. 
That it wai not at all a good day for a rink. 

Save perbapt for a ventoreMime few. 



They tupped and then— ieU to the gronod. 

And mch, I eMiatmed, ii tbe retail of a whim. 
That might, could, and should have been saved, 

Regardleu of falling and breaking a limb, 
lliey brave what should ne'er have been braved. 



Had the rain kept away, or thdr tpeed had been lets. 

They ne'er wonld have tnmbled at all. 
But the figure that's cut wilhunt tkill or addrett, 
May be followed perbapt by a fall. 

A. W. Mackenzie 
(Anibor ofJi^ t/Mt Biiit.) 
From Xirth, edited by H. J. Byron. Hay 1878. 



The Rose ahi> the Buceets. 
One day, old George Rose, in a fit of finance 

Saw, or thought that he taw, in two bockeli^ 
The two gaiping nationi of England and Fiaoce, 

Not worth by their warfare three dncatt. 



TUt it the fint of five vi 
which originally appeared I 
afterward! republiihed in : 
for iSii. <VolDme XVI.) 

Uabv Anderson.* 
(A pandg tf Cmper't Usa* " To M»^,") 

Sni came ; the trod onr Eodith land ; 
A matterpiece from Phidiai' i 



ADtiqu* and ctataical and pand 



Looked Mary. 



And matben flew the maid to greet. 



In v^n for one tweet smile they ined. 
She thoogbl their conduct very rude i 
Yon tee that lomething of a prude 

It Mary. 



Nothing could tempt the maid to roam — 
Unlets a Bishop wai "at home" 

To Mary. 

Said Britain't Heir. " She'll not refute 
If I thould leek to introdoce 
Mytelf to Ihii dramatic Mote- 
Mitt Mary." 

But Utile noble AlbeH recked 
The bangbly damsel's telf-retpect 
" I keep my circle most telect," 

Sayt Haiy. 



o with a calm impaitive eye 



Acroat the A 

Colombia' 

"GueisDi 

Judy. October 34, tSBj. 
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it Am it, t< 



THE NEGRO'S COMPLAINT. 
Forced fiom home and all its pleuuiei, 

Afric'a coast I left forlorn j 
To incrcaie a stranBer'i trearaies, 

O'er the raging billows borne. 
Men from Englacd bongbl and told me. 

Paid mj' price in paltry gold ; 
But, though ilave they have enrolled me. 

Minds are never to be told. 

Still Id tlungbl as free as ever. 

What are Eneland's rigbls, I ask. 
Me from my dehghu to sever. 

Me to torture, me to task ? 
Fleecy locka and black comi>leiioa 

ClannoC foireil nature's claim ; 
Hues may differ, but affection 

DweUt in white and black the same. 

Why did all-creating Nature 
Mil ■ ■ ' ■■ ' 

Sweat of ours must drets the loiL 
Think, ye masters, iioo-hearted. 

Lolling at your jovial boards, 
Think how many hacks have smarted 

For the tweets your cane aSbrdt, 



Deem onr nation brutei no tonger. 

Till some reason ye shall find 
Worthier of regard and strDneet 

Than the colour of our kind. 
Slaves of gold, whose sordid dealings 

Furnish all yout boasted powers ; 
Prove that you have human feelings 

Ere you proudly qoMtion ours 1 

WiLUAM COWPEt. 



Two parodiet of this poem appeared in Figaro i» London 
more than fifty years ago, Ihey are coaiequeotlv rather oot 
of date, and it is unnecessary to give them in fiiU. 

The first referred to Henry Phillpolts, the Hem, mercenary, 
and bigoted Bishop of Exeter, the bitter opponent of Roman 
CuthoKc emancipation, and the apologist for the Peterloo 
The second is Mpposed to be a complaint made 
ley on his rejection from the office of premier by 



Ma I. BisBOP Phillpotts' Couplaint. 
Forced from disupation's pleasures, 

Oxford') walls I left forlorn. 
To increase my worldly treasures. 

Up to town a stranger borne. 
Men in office bought and sold me. 

Paid my price in shining gold. 
But though theirs they then eoiolled m^ 

'■-'= twice be told. 



Slill in Iboueht as Whig at ever, 

What are Brooghamt rights I ask, 
Me with irony so clever 

Cruelly to take to task? 
Whigi may proudly all connection 

With the Tories now disclaim. 
But for place a fond affection 

Dwells, we know, in both the tame. 



Why did Whigi the all ei 

Take the pUce for whid 
Tories now most keep them close in 

Lest our future hopes we spoil 



Think, ye ministers to giasraiie, 

Lolling on the Treasury fxiaids. 
Think, what lots of us are gaspinc 



For the sweets your place at 

Is it, as ye sometimes tell us. 
That our gracious soverdgn. Bill, 

Gives yon power to compel ns 
To Reform agaiiut our wilL 

Ask him if your Irish scourges. 



that pi 






Hark I he answers, GAce coercion 

Washing Ireland's shores with blood , 
Wasting towns, with a subversion 

Of the li^ts to which it ilood. 
He foreseeing what oppression 

Erin's toot must nndergo, 
KeM the Whigs another aesiion, 

That (hey might lay Ireedom low. 
(T^ vtnii omilUi.) 
Pffan in La»d«m. Match 9, 1833. 

No. a. LOBD GKsy's Complaint. 

Forced from [dace and all its pleasnres. 

Treasury bench I left forlorn, 
To advance old Brougham's measures. 

In his cunning caput bom. 
All my former colleagues sold me. 

Ousted me by tricki that told ; 
Bat though mtl at last they've bowl'd me. 

Whig* are always to be sold. 

Still in principle at ever, 

I can shortly change my mind ; 
Join the Tories, 'twould be clever. 

Leaving foiraer friends behind. 
Whig professions. Tory practice. 

Both may sometimes kindred claim ; 
Names may differ, but (be fact is 

Whig and Tory are (he tame; 

Whv did all creating nature 

>Iake us wish for place to toil, 
Lin must earn it— which we ought to 

Shun, test we our souls should K^ 
Think ye Uinislers while boasting, 

Lolling at your treasury boards ; 
How our souls must get a roasting. 

For the sweets that place afibrds 7 



Figare in London, August a, 1834. 



Forced from fogs and all their pleanuw, 
England's shore I leave forlorn. 

To increaaa base Barhuu's treaiorei 
O'er (be foaminf billow* bonu. 
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Y*nkM Bcain^ have bought and sold me, 
Paid my priM— two thoasand pounds ; 

And because tbeir bonds enfold ma 
t.0DdOD with my roar resoooda. 

Still in thought as free as ever. 

What is Barnuu's right, I asic. 
He from Regeot'i Park to sever. 

Me to lorlure, me to task ? 
In the Zoo I'm never beaten. 

Children hail me with (hree cheers ; 
Bnns lun umbered have I eaten 

To amoM the litlte dears. 

Like tall Iiddari wearing tronsers 

Are the Goardsmen who have sat 
On my back, the red caroasers. 

While tbey talked in ioviog chat 
With the ntirsemaid, piim and pretty. 

Who tboM soldiers so adore, — 
Chat was (heir*, both fond and wltly. 

Shall I never hear it more J 

Now, to Git the bitter chalice 

Of my grief, my foes discreet 
Fain would make my lovely ALica 

Lure me from my dear retreat. 
Alice, Alice, don't succnmb, O I 

Either to their smiles or sneers, 
IJaten to yonr husband, Jtmao, 

Oh, have pitj on bis lean 1 



I'll not go tipon their trolly. 
Smash my tmnli, pet, if I d 
yuir. March i, iSSa, 



a locomotive engine.} 



■ afterwards accidenially 



Th> Scbooi. Bov'g Cohpuint. 



FoRCBD from home and all its pleasure 

Father's house I left forlorn ; 
To increase a master's treasures. 

To Cartbatja'a mansions bom& 
Uy tot was fixed, my place was taken ; 

Paid for too in piJiry gold ; 
And thas by all my friends forsaken. 

Unwillingly at school enrolled. 



Still in thought as free as ever. 
What are master's rights, I ask, 

Though tbey think themselves so clever. 
Me to torture, me to task ? 

Vainly Saunders, Chapman, Penny, 



Why did allcreatiug Nature 

Plant that tree, the ichool-boy's bane ? 
Sighs mast fan it, tears mnst water j 

Cause of woe and bitter pain. 



Think, ye masters, iron-hearted. 
Frowning from your desks of state. 

Think how marv backs have smarted 
'Neath the object of our hate ! 



Are there, as ye sometimes tell us, 

Miithiy lords, wbo govern all, 
SuETring boys and masters iealoos. 

Meeting in ihe Founders' Hall ? 
Do they order impositions, 

Learuiog in our brains to hammer J 
Will tbey teach oar repetitious ? 

Or iostmct us in the grammar ? 



No, we never rule so cruel. 

Never shall our spirits bmok ; 
Desks and blocks shall turn to fuel. 

Lighted by the dread Black-Book. 
Now's the hour, and now'!, the season 

For one well-directed blow : 
Can thej call sucb daring, treason ? 

Hark I our injuries answer. No. 



fiy the ^ears which we have wasted 

In this dreary place of woe j 
By the mis'ries we have tasted, 

By the ills we undergo ; 
By onr saS'ringi since we entered 

Chapman's portals, op'uing wide ; 
When our joy in freedom centred, 

Hope, alas 1 remained outside, - 



Deem us, therefore, fools no longer, 

Till some reason ye shall find. 
Worthier of regard and stronger 

Than your judgment of our mind. 
Slaves of gold, whose sordid dealings 

All your precepts vain belie ; 
Destittite of human feeling. 

Subjects fit ioi mockery 1 



F.N. 
Collected 



Farewell to the Cahp. 

(A Lyrit /or l/ii talk Augial, 1853.^ 

A military camp was held duiing the summer months of 



. Colonade :■ 
The bands play no longEi from manuscript leaves. 
Nor detectives ptowl stealthily watching the thieves. 

The City of War, which immense fun we've had in 
Is fled like the pdace that flew with Aladdin ; 
And muiketry's crick, and artillery's roar 
Astooiih the echoes of Chobham no more. 
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The Lancet ia icarlet, tbe RiSe in treen, 
And the Hone-gnwd ia bine, have abandoned (he *eeoe [ 
And we've wItneU'd Ihe but oi the blood-ttining tnjt 
Whae gallop'd in ghtj tboM teniblc Greyi, 

No longer b toothtome libation ii ipilt 
The Dew [hat U dear to the aoiu of the kilt ; 
No longer falla [daahing in pteuanlaen hei^ 
The liothr caacade of the Uack Britiih beer. 



Rejricc in th; (table, thon omnibat iteed I 
Foe thet the campaign-timei were wirr indeed. 
No mote ahalt Ihoa toil oa that Tillanoai road. 
With a cargo of inobi for thy heait-brealdng load. 

Weep, taacaltj driven of ranuhackle fliet, 
Adien j^Mir eitortioni, joai nnce, and jronr liei, 
Farewell to that Station, the cheating point where 
Voa've lo oft charged a ponnd for a two ihitling fare. 



ti noveltj itill ha> a leit ; 
And we're free to confeai that we ice with regret 
Tbe Fhtten Hill'i ran, like the AoiteilitE let. 

Here'i a health to the officer — liner or goard — 
Who with Cambridge and Beaton bat latxnued *o hard. 
Here'* a health lo tu> men, whote good looki and good will 
Did (Dch excellent credit to meuman and drill. 



Tlie object wai good, and the object ii gained, 
Right lound ii the teaching the troopi have obtained ; 
And we'll mark that M.F. for a ihort-iighled teamp 
Who gnidgei «ae mil for tbe Chobhamite Camp. 



Shiklkt BtoOKa. 1853- 



On thb Dsath 



n (/ Cowper'a dirge en Ih* tow ^ Aa 
"Eoyal Qtorgt.") 
Wail for the dead I 

And rend thy streaming hair, 
'ilioii faireit Iiland-Qneen 
That ever ocean bare I 

All lonelf on the rock. 



[1 dashed in hatte awaj. 

WaU for tbe dead r 

The high-born and tbe good I 
Long jtm mutt patt befcoe 

Her equal thall be viewed. 

Three kingdoms longed to tnut 

The sceptre in ber hand, 
And tend it down bei race. 

While their white cliTs should stand. 



Wail for the dead 1 

The babe liei cold in death I 
Hother and oKpting need 

Bat ocke sad fonenl wreath. 

Stan tunk in ocean blue 
'Merge from the eattem m^ 

Bnl England't Kar of glorj 
Shall never rise again. 



SOLITUDE. 

Sufptntt U> Uti Um wriHn ir A Uxuitr Sitkbk, a tkip. 

wrtdud lailor, mke lind /oar ytn in iki tminJuMIti Iilmnd cf 

/■UK FmaaitM. 

I AM monarch of alt I snrvejr, 

Uf right there it none to diipule ; 

From the ccnire all round to' the tea, 

I am lord of the fowl and the bmte. 

Oh, Solitude I where are (he chumi 

Which lagei have seen in thy facep 
Better dwell in the midst of alarmt. 
Than reign in ttdi desolate place. 

I am oat of hnmanitj't reach, 

I mutt finish my journey aloae, — 
Never hear the swecl music of speech, 

I ttut at the sound of my own. 
The beasts thai roam ovec tbe plain 

My form with indifference tee ; 
They are so unacquainted with man. 

Their lameness is shocking to me. 



How soon would T taite you aftiin I 
Hy sorrows I then might aiauage 

In the ways of religion and tmth— 
Micht lean from the wisdom of age. 

And be cheered by the tallies of youth. 

Religion I whit treasures untold 

Reside in that heavenly word. 
More preciotu (ban tilver and Kold, 

Or alt thai this euth oui lOard. 
But the tOQod of the chuich-goiag bell 

These valleys and rocks never lieaid ; 
Never sighed ai the sound of a knell. 

Never smiled when a Sabbath appeared. 

Ye winds 1 that have made me your sport, 

Convey to this desolate shore 
Some cordial, endearing report 

Of a land I shall viut no more. 
My friendi, do they now and then tend 

A wish or a thought after me ; 
Oh t tell me I yet have a Mend, 

Though a friend I am never to see. 
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Tbe tedipat itself Ugi behind. 
And tb« swin-winged urowi of light 

When I thinli of rojr own native luid, 
In a moment I teem to be there ; 

Bat, al**, TecoHection at hand. 
Soon buiiie* me bacic to detpoit 1 

But the sea-fowl is goae to hei oest. 

The beut is hud oown in his lait ; 
Even here is a season of reit. 

And I to m^ otnn iep*ir. 
Then is roetcy in eveiy place, 

And mere;, (encoanging thonghl !) 
Gives ever; aSiclIon a grace. 

Arid reconciles man to his lot. 

William Cowpit. 



. Been to nndrrgo two yean iin- 

Erisonment, and each to pay a fine of five hnndred ^oondi, 
>r publishing an article in that paper containing the 
following remarks on the Prince Regent : — 

" What pmoQ would imagine b reading these aitonnd- 
ing enlogiea in TTu Honing Fett, that Ihia ' Glory of the 
people ' was the snbjeci of millions of shrugs and 
rcpniacbes ! That this ' Conqneror of Hearts ' was the 
disapponler of hopes I That this ' Exciter of Desire ' 
(Bravo, Itaning Foil!), this ' Adonit in Loveliness ■ was 
a corpulent man of fifty ! In short, this diUgMfuS. Uiii/ul. 
wiu, pUasatiabU, lianourabli, virtuom, Im and immorlat 
Prince was a violator of bis word, a libertine over head 
and ears In disgrace, a despiser of domestic ties, tbe com- 
panion of gamblers and demireps, a man who has just 
dowd ball a century wiihoat one tingle claim on the 
gfaiitode of hit coontry, or the retpect of posterity.'' 

The Hnntt were informed that if they would andertake 
to abatain from commenting on the actions of tbe Prince 
K^ent for the future, tbe sentence wonld be remitted. 
They declined to give the repaired undertaking, but paid 
their fines, and went to pnaon. The severity of the 
sentence caused great delight to the friends of the Prince 
Regent, and Theodore Hook wrote the following apropos 
parody of Cowper's poem on Alexander Selkirk : — 



powd to be written by tbe Editor of the 
whilst in prison. ) 
I AM t«nant of nine feet by (our, 

Hy title no lavryer deniea. 
From tbe cailiiu qnite down to tbe Boor, 
I un lord of the spider* and files. 

Oh, jDttice I how awkward it it 
To be griped by thy terrible squad I 

I did but indulge in a quit. 
And tbe Qnornm have tent me to jiud. 

Dear scandal is ont of my reach, 
I mntt pass my doll mornings alone. 

Never hear Mr. Biongham m^ a speech. 
Nor get andience for one of my own t 



The people, provokiogly quiet, 
Hy HXe with indifference see : 

Ther are so nnacciutoined to riot, 
Thwr tamenett it tbocldng to me. 



Pertonalliy, libel, and lie. 

Ye rapports of oar Jacobite train. 
If I had bni the courage to try. 

How toon I woald iport yon again I 



By prohning Ue rev'rence ^ age. 
And attacking the weakness of tex 



But tbe Bench have no bowels for [Miy, 
No atomach for high-seasoned leaven. 

And thou^ we be never to witty, 
They Inm u when judgment Is ^ven. 

O re, who were present in Conit, 

In pily convey to me here 
Some wcU-mannfactured report. 

Of a lady, a prince, or a peer. 

Do my writings cotillnue to tell ? 

Does the public attend to my lines } 
O tay that my Newipspers sell 

Thongh tbe money miul go for my fines t 

How Beet is the growth of a fib I 

The astonishing speed of its flight 
Outstrip* the lest innchievoDs squib 

Let off on a holiday night. 

Then who would not vamp up a fudge. 
When he koowi bow it help* oS hii papers 

Were It not—that the thooght of the jndge 
Overcasts him, and give* him the vapours ? 

But Cobbelt has got his discharge— 
Tkt btatt Is let loose from his cover ; 

Like him I shall yet be at large. 
When a couple of years shall be over. 

For law must our liberty give. 

Though £aw for a wMle may retard ll 
Even I shall obtain it, who Uve 
By tapping the bulinuki that guard IL 
TUt parody was given in Volume IV. (Part 41) of tbit 
collection, with George Cmikihank'* caricature of tbe PriiKe 
Rq^t, 

"The Dandy of Sixty 

Who bawi with a grace. 
And ha* tatte In wigs, collars, 
Cainutet and lace,'' 
but it i* nece*tar7 to repeal II here in it* proper pUce, under 
the poet Cowper. 

VusE*. 
(Bupfcni to lune btat writttn fty Artkur, Dukt tf 
Wtilinfton, dun'ntf Uf talt totitary viiit le itetmuw 
8tnH.). 

However horrible may have been the Eitua- 
tion of that wretched man Alexander Selkirk, 
the Duke of WeUington's place in 1833 must 
have been equally appalling. Thrown by the 
sea of politics on the rock of Government, out 
of the reach of all help, he found himself f^ime 
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Minister of England, without a aiagla associate 
in his solitary Administration. 

I AU mutn of all I rurejr, 

Mt right Ihere ii none to di.pute, 
AK the cormonuiEi feediDg on paj ; 

Ye«, I'm Lord of each time-tervinii brute. 
Oh Premienhip 1 where are the cbaimi 

I fdnnerlf u*r io thy face f 
Better herd with the nnderliiiK iwanu. 

Than alone in mr botrible placfc 

I un ont of humanitf'i reach, 

I miut make np my council done ; 
1 am taxed by my foe« in each apeecb, 

And tbej cough at the aoand uf my own. 
The clerki that ToU over the deski, 

Hj form with indifference lee : 
The tnppliei will, they know, meet with check*, 

CHil their apathy's (hocking to me. 

Ye libeiab — aye, e*en mote, 

Whigi, Radicals, either or both, 
Oh, had I ne'er raited before, 

To join you I'd be nothiDS loth. 
My ciTors I then might atone. 

By lupportine the B[LL with all leal, 
Thoo^ taanted with Wincheliea'i groan, 

Or jeered by the lalliea of FeeL 



J>Vrar0 in London, June a, 183a. 



Thi Honakcr of all thby Sdkvbv. 
{Br a Sailwat Dinctor.) 

I AM monarch of all they Snrvev, 
My tig^l there i» none to auail ; 

O'er Great Britain Victoria may away, 
lamlordof the Line attd the Rail 1 

Oh, Pimlico I where are the charmi 
Thy Buckingham Palace can boait 7 

What is iporting proud royalty's anns 
Of Railway! to ruling the roast ? 

Prince Albat to prance on his nag, 
And follow the lame deer is free ; 

Bat my quarry's a different stag. 
And the Engine's the hunter for me. 



SOI my qnanys a a 

And the Engine's 

An army onr Queen maypostett. 
On the Ocean her navy may roll 1 

Of the Line I ha*e legimentt, no lets, 
'"'"■■ 'Ncontitj. 



My scat of imperial state 

I'd not swop for Her Majesty's throne. 
Nor for that of my Sovereign vacate 

The boiler that serves for my own. 

Lords in Waiting ara all very grand. 
Maids of Honour are oil very fine ; 

But the deft Engineer to command. 
And to role the ihiup Stoker be mine. 

Pa»ek. Noiembet 15, 1845. 



BuppoHd (d be leritiat fty WitliaM Swtilh O'Brien, during 
Am toUtary Abode in Ma Cellar of the Souoe of CotnmonM. 
I AM mMiarch of alt I snrvcy ; 

My right there is none to diipnte ; 
From tba brenk-^t time round to the lay, 
I Me neither Saxon nor bmte. 

SolitDds t Where's the atthractions, 
That aagea have seen in your face ? 

Belter dwell in the midit of the Saioni, 
Then reign in thii horrible place. 

1 am oat of humanity's reach, 

I mutt finish the Session alone. 
Ne'er cry "hoar I " to an illigant speech,— 

Sure I start at the sonud em my own. 
Them beasts, the altindants and waitheis. 

My form with indifference see ; 
Thn are so nnaccaslomed to Hartbyr^ 

Their coolness is shocking to me. 

Sodety — blarney— abuse — 
Gifts dear to the txiys of my name I 

if I had the aiiiigs of a goose, 
It's soon I'd t>a oat of (his same. 

1 then might enlivno my gloom 

In the ways of repalera and men. 
Might learn from the wisdom of Huns, 
And be cheer'd by the aaltiea of Bxh. 

Ve Himbera, that make me your aport, 

O convey to this desolate door 
A Timi. with a faithful report 

Of the House I sbatt visit no more. 
My frinds, sara they now and then rind 

A joke or a laugh after me ? 
O tell me I yet have a frind 

Though Bbhtihck I'm never to see. 

Tha attindant is gone to his rest, 

The SaioD lies down in his lair ;— 
While I think of the Isle of the West, 

And Earn up my bed* in dispair. 
Bnt whisky is still to be tiad ; 

And the whisky — encouraging thought I 
As it is not by any means bad, 

Half reconciles me to my lot. 
PiuuA. 1S46. 



The ORtotNAL Sono of Robinson Ctttsos. 

I'M monarch of all I survey. 

My right there is none to dispute; 
No Poors Rates nor taxes I pay. 

Nor take out a license to shoot. 
No bailiffs or brokers I dread 

To cany off me or my sticks. 
And this hut I built over my hnd 

Though of mud, is as jolly as bricks. 
They may taik of residing abroad, 

With limited means for a plea. 
But of all the cheap places to live. 

Uninhabited islands for me. 



,, Google 



WILLIAM COWPER 



I wear my clotha ja«t u I lihe, 

And I thiok the; >re " nther Ihe checM." 
Nopoachen nor bwliffs I fear. 

Not e'ci ihol > man by miitakc. 
My venison ihouch cheap alill ii "deer," 

And game of Ihe game-lim I make. 
Thejr may talk of residing abroad. 

At Boulogne, or Bniuels, or Brelt, 
But of alt the cheap places to live, 

UniDblbited iilands are best. 

I've no Mn. Candle to twit, 

But go to sleep jnsl when I choose. 

And com-lawi don't frel me a bit. 
For 1 always vear very lane (boo. 



And quarrels I never shall know. 
Became I am ne'er contradicted. 

They may talk of residing abroad. 
Or of Right to Ibe land of Vankee, 

Batof all the cheap places to live. 
Uninhabited islands for me. 



The Hodkkh Sklkirk. 

(BeOad cf Ihe Sxtltr Anade BatdU.) 
I AM beadle of all I lorvey, 

My right there Is Done to dispute ; 
From the centre to over ihe way, 

I'm lord of the playbill) and fruil. 
O, solilude, where aiethyjoya? 

O, wonld I could see bnl one face ! 
'Ti* but (o be chaffed by the boys 

1 am left in this horrible pbee. 

1*1 



The newspaper boys they peep in, 
And lau^ and insiill me with glee ; 

To them it is very good fun — 
TTteii jesting is shocking to me. 

Lyceum I what pleainres untold 

Reside in thy iaugh-loving crowd ; 
But I may grow owlish and old. 

Ere to witness a. play I'm allowed. 
The sound of the drop-raising bell. 

Not once, as a beadle, I've heani ; 
Never sighed at a Iri^edy swell. 

Nor laughed when a burlesque appcar'd. 



A Satagi Pakodv. 
(Born 1845; cnnldn't be borne any longsr, t8W; re- 
tired from society, is buried in tb« sedunon of a garret, 
1867.) 

I AM monarch of all I mrvey, 

Mr right there is noae to dispute. 
For my creditors can't do away 
With tbeir dread for Ihe toe of my boot 

Solitude I where are the charms 
That sages have seen in thy Eaca, 

If forebodings one's bosom alarms 
That a buliff may come to the piece 7 

1 am out of my landlady's reach i 
She knows it, and leaves me alon^ 

Hy skill there is none will impeach 

At grilling a chop or a boa& 
The clo'men in Patticottt-Luie 

My form with Indifierence eee, 
For tbongb making of most things some gain 

They cannot make ought oot of me; 

New trousers I what visions unfold 1 

I dare not now venture abroad. 
For tb« trousers I've on are too holed. 

And a new pair I cannot afford. 
The sound of the muffin-man's bell 

Make* me ready with angniah to bus^ 
For of money I've only heard tell. 

And the b^gais decline to give tinsL 

The pot boy has made me his sport I 

He conveys to this desolate floor 
From Ihe pub at the end of (he court 

The bottles of Guinness no more. 
Myfiiends, when they wish to convey, 

The hint that for me they have sorrowed, 
" Feel very much hurt," so they say, 

1 relum not Ihe trifle I borrowed I 

Bui my landlady's gone to her rest. 
And the baihfi^s away in despair. 

And everything seems to sufjest 
That I may with safely repair 

To Ihe printers — benevolent race. 
Whose mercy may grant me a pot, 

I r-'fn afflirtinn b «raee 



TTu Henul. July 15, 1867. 






E Family." 



Lines by t 
I AM monarch of all I survey. 

My right there is none 10 dispute ; 
From my husband ligbt down to the cat, 

I am miiireu of man and of bmle. 
O leivilude I where are Ihy charms 

That pages and housemaids can trace T 
Beller reign in a sphere I won't name 

Than serve in the opposite place. 



rDough a friend I ai 
From A fi«wl a/ Punc*, by Albert Smith. London. 184S. 



Though fond of the lound of my ot 
My husband, a sweet lilile man. 

Has ceased a free agent to be ; 
In fact, he's so under my thumb, 
is shacking to m*. 



ch, Google 



PARODIES OP 



Sodeljr, Eriendihip^ ud love. 

Tot him I hare placed ander ban ; 
And fnade bim u meek ■* s dore. 

The nice little, mitd Uttle mu. 
He once oted to get in i nee. 

Till I Unght him religioo Mid tnth. 
He hat leant all Iha wudom of an, — 

He hai cnt all the "S»Uie*"of yontb. 

Submiuion I what tieasttre ontold 

I bron^ht when I laoght bim that word ; 
Far beltei than lilvet and gold, — 

Though tbeie he'd perh^ have prefetT'd. 
" The »oniid of tbe chntch-going bell " 

Till nufried to me be ipiored ; 
And p'lap* that he did wai as well, 

Since all Ibroo^ the tcnnon he roored. 

But, ilnee be fiiil paid roe hii coort, 
I're ne<ret allowed bim to inoie ; 

Hii lollickiDg wa^i I've cut (bnit, — 
He ilmnbeii lereaelr no more. 

Ht fiienda— 1 bare manj a friend- 
Drop in nlher often to tea ; 

And ma comet a twelvewontb to apend, 
Which maket It quite ideannl fbi me. 

How iweet 'til a hniband to find 

Sabmiiaive and innocent quite ; 
Hinuelf to aiMfl not inclined I 

Wbatevei I tell him ii right. 
When I think of mj maidenhood'! home 

He bore me thence bluihiag ud fait — 
To thit one concliuion I come, 

I'm glad that no longei I'm there. 



Hy progenj** protpecti aie fair : 
Mt own wajF, it muit be confeii'd, 

I'tc got lather moie heie than thete. 
So, tince he'i leilsned to hii jdace, 

And no rillv notioni hai got, 
I verr terenefr lar grace. 

And reconciled feel to n^ lot. 
TkiHtrtiit. November i, 1871. 



WOUAN. 
She Ii monarch of all tbe lurrejn, 

Hci right then ii oone to diipule. 
On bet altai mbmiulvely lava 

lu choicest, each fowl and each brute. 

Behold her turrounded by tbote 
Whole homage ii larithlj done. 

The world at the tip of her toct. 
An ill deniient crouching, save oae. 



PwmA'« Almanatk. 1874. 

SOUTODE. 

I'll monatch of all I lorver 1 
I had no oce my wtong [0 dispute. 

So was fbtdbly hurried away 
By an onlformed mutcolai brute. 



Ob solitodE I wbete ii thy chatm? 

It's certainly not ia tbii place. 
For mr beatt is GUed with alarm 

At the tboDgbl of a magiitrale'i face. 

I haven't a friend to go bail t 

I muit drag oat tbe night here, alooe, 
And it goei at the nte of a mall ; 

Wai thete ever to tad a wretch known. 
The cause of all ihi* to me'i {daln. 

My folly and wiong 1 now tee I 
""— —re will I dnnk champagne, 
t to tbe weakett of lea. 



Nevetm 



Or one day yon will cettaloly tell 
Of the troubles of which I complain 1 

And reroemlier, whaievw you so, 
To be lure and return home lo peace. 

If yon don't, well, you'll very toon know 
What 'tU to be in Iha bands of FUcc 
From ntFtgarn. December 19, 1S74. 



I AM member for Stoke-upoo-Trent, 

My tight there ii none to dispnia. 
And the eyes of tbe mlUion are bent 

Upon me, 10 I date not be mule, 

Patliameni, whete ate the cbarmt 
That sages have seen In thy face? 

Better dwell in the m'ldst of alatmt. 
Than tdgn in this hoirible place I 

The tlrangers who come and "withdraw " 

My form with indifference see t 
Ther ate so unacqoainted with law. 

Their tamenets is ibocking to me. 
The Claimant— wbal tteasutes untold 

I fbond in that wonderful claim I 
More precions than silver and gtdd— 

It added H. P. to my name. 

V« Blehirt who made me your sport. 

Convey to this desolate shore 
Some cordial, endearing report. 

Ere tbe poblic shall vote me a boTfc 
Tbe bar, do they now and then send 

A Irish or a tbougbl after me ? 

01 tell me I yet have a ftiend. 
Though bat Oni in the lobby I tte. 

When I think how I stormed at the Bendi 

In a moment I seem to be there ; 
But alat I recollectioiii that wrench 

Soon hurry me back to despair. 
But there's comfort In every case ; 

There ate Priltlewells— glorioot thougbl I 
Magna Chatta'i a movement that pays 1 

And the E»gUtlimaif freely it bonghL 

nuMyroa*. Hay 15, iS;^. 

^ Y. KoMilr WH IL P. In Stoki, and (dttad 1U XivM- 
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WILLIAM COWPER. 



COHPSTITION Fakodibs. 

In 1879, Tk« World offered prizes for parodies 
on this poem, the subject selected bong TAt 
SVouit-oiU Tote J/vnttr. 

FirttPHM. 

I AH nlhet left out in the cold — 

Fioien out in more irasn thui one 

Thto ikallDg ii " jol^," I'm told i 

I'll be banged, lir, if I lee the fdn t 
Sodetj! What B dnll put 

I mnst plt^ with these ladies and men I 
I knoir DoChing of mnuc or ait, 

I never read Mallock ot Omn. 

Thef are dandne to-night — to I stand 

And nilk, wilhniT back to the wall- 
To the taDe of "John Peel " bv the band. 

And feel mTSelf oat of it all. 
I dance at the eiili who go br, 

Mj looks with aransement they tee i 
I'd aik them to dance, but I'm shy — 

I know they aie laughing at me. 

How fteth are the bteeiet of moni. 

While over the meadows we go I 
What music can equal a horn l 

Toot ! Gone away 1 Yracks I Tally-ho t 
Thae'i a place we intended to draw 

To-roonow, just under ttiMe rocki — 
O, tell IDC it's going to thaw, 

VtM fellows who follow the fox I 

Bui the ladies are going to bed ; 

Al least I feel piouslv glad 
That when all the good-nigbu have been sud 

Tb«n it pool and a pipe to be had. 
Yes, while there's a pipe and tome grog, 

All pleasnre in life is not loat ; 
Come, throw on another pine lo^ 

And be jolly in ipiie of the frost ! 



Fabula Sid Vera. 



Baeond Prite. 

I CAN'T go a hontia' to-day, 
That fact there it none can dii 

la tbotl, it'i the devil to pav ; 
I feel like a funeral male. 

O Leicettenhlre. these are the linni 
I dreamt would have thown me t' 

That kiUs, wilb a scent 1 'Tit the 



^ the pi 



I nai Kiui, witn a sceni ] ' 1 is tue icent 
Of the dri^Qt in this horrible place. 

If Gendt who have robbed mc of sport 

Should "wire,'' touptet me itUlmore, 
Some fabnlons weather report, 

Thst Kmticktn they've heard of a thaw 
I'd saddle a reindeer or elk. 

And sleigh myself down to the meet 
With tome cou^e of Eaquimaux honods— 

By gad, we'd be tackle to beat I 

"Gonea««yl" What etemity'i hopes 

To hark lo that heavenly word, 
™*~ " -»■'-— d by mortal or beait. 



OrboUfindi that' 



Heaven's frost-bitten raAert should ring 

Tomythaw'd "Tally-hol" for the first. 
While the " pack " on Ae " ihove," at they ting," 

Split pipes m one musical butt. 
Bat the cold hat got into my chest. 

And the rime ha* got into my hair ; 
Thi^ manilla is none of the best. 
So why am I maundering here ? 
There's water in erery place. 

And water (encouragmg thought I) 
Gives whisky an excelTent taite. 
And recondlet man to it — hoL 
_ _ KiKO'B Csoss. 

3%t World. December 31, 1879. 

Thi Lay or thb Nbw Auut. 

I AM monarch of all I survey 

<Tho' many ray right nuy dltpote). 
From Persia clow down to Cathay. 

I'm lord {so, al least, I compale) t 
I'ra mler from K&Gristan 

To Beloochee plains in the louth. 
Where travellen reach Senwin, 

Thro' Bolan't leviathan mouth. 

AMMy FbUt. Match 15, 1879. 



Ex-KiNO Cktkwayo'i Lakbht. 
I WAS monan^ of all I lorvey'd ; 

My light there was none to diiput^ 
From the Transvaal down to the tea 

I wal lord both of nun of brute. 



I was h^fiy, and savage, and tree I 

Ob, Civiliiatlon 1 the charms 

That SB« have teen in thy fae^ 
I have fuFd to observe ; but alarms 

And dread thon did'st cause In thdr place. 
For I've found it Is part of thy creed 

The blood of the helpless to ipill. 
And so that thy plans may loocMd, 

To ban, and to ravish, and kill I 

And, oh, Christianity I blush 

At the things which were done b thy D«se t 
For thst Ibey my Znlos might crotb, 

They pot thee fiiU often to shame t 
They robbed the poor neigbbours they're taught 

By thy laws as themselvea they ibonhl kwe; 
And everywhere ndn they wrought. 

Id the name of that God who is lore I 

They caught me at last, as you've read. 

And I now a State prisooer am ; 
And a wearisome life I have led. 

Only temper'd with raspberry jam I 
On the ways of religion and truth. 

My captors as yet have been dumb, 
"it Ir---- ' ^ ■- 



But I notice in tee and in yonib 
They are eqa^y fond ofshipn 



■' PHk " It Um ArMIs Iosl • 
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UnlMi it be vices which we 

Were compelled in my kingdom to tputii, 
And if to taj desolate nition. 

To go yOQ will Dot me allow, 
Voor "religion" and "civilisition" 

WiU soon be my ruin, I vow. 

7V>tt ChrUlmas Ifumbtr, 1879. 



Tat Fkomn-odt Pox-Huhter. 

At a LtieuUrikin Aunfry Jiut, 

I AM " Cock of the W»lk" at "The Post," 

My commaads there ate nooe to foreitall, 
Pnoi die baody-leEged boots 10 the host 

I am lordiaE it otbi (hem all 1 
Oh I Leicesteralure I where is the wag 

Who called thee " a region of blii* ? " 
Better dine with " The Bore " at "The Rag," 

Than free« in • pot-house like thii I 

I un ontatde sode^'i bounds, 

JUoDfl I must finuh mj weeda. 
Never hear the iweet mutie of honndt,, 

I start at the n^h of my tteeds 1 
The foiei that toam o'er the wold 

Will soon gel to laugh in my [diis ; 
They are so fittte used to this cold. 

They're shockingly tame as it is 1 

Tobacco 1 what solace divine 

Re^ea in tb^ comforting word ) 
Hare precious by far than such wioe 

As yon begguly bat can afford t 
Bnl the click of a billiard ball 

These desolate walls never knew. 
Never heard the trim marker'! " Love^l," 

Or rejmce at the si^hl of a cue I 

But (he caHle are safe in their shed, 
Hy hanters are wrapped in repose ; 

Even here Is (hat luxury— bed- 
Where I may Ibtget all my woea t 

It may thaw I I will hope for the best. 
And the Aatia of a thaw, and some (port 

Give* e'en to tough mutton a lest, 
And tecondles man to bad pott I 



From OmMm </ Simg, by E 



, Doreton. I«odoa. 



Thb GKimK's Lammit. 

(A* «uv ^ f" ^^^ ^*'^ aaurk.) 

I AM Monarch of aanght I survey ; 

E'en my site Is a theme for dispute : 
Every omnibus hone that I see, 

Aa he paisei me, says, " What a brute I " 
Talk of dignity f What are its charms. 

When, uimst in the popular face, 
I fill (he old street with abrms, 

I/>"k'"g down from this horribh place I 

I'm ont of humanity's reach. 
Stuck up here on the inmmit alone ; 

And aa for the mutk of speech, 
AH I get Is a hlw or a groan I 



For no beast of tlie plain, old or new. 
No biute fmai the depths of the sea, 

No bird that you'll find at the Zoo- 
Has the vaguest resemblance to me ! 

But alas I spile rebuke and report, 

And letters, and threats by the scor^ 
I've been fixed I And, henceforth, without sport, 

I shall hear mj nime mentioned no more I 
My friends in the City, do they 

Send a wish or a thoaght after me 1 
I trust that (hey do ; for Ait way 

No( a friend ba( old Biich shall I fee I 



So the traffic each ni^t sinks to rest 

The birriiter tiun) to hi) square 1 
The bustle all hureies due West, 

Yet itiU I ail here in the air I 
And i( you contd Um see my fac^ 

You'd say, " He has had it so hot 
Ha* (bat brute, (hat he knows hia dii 

And aimtt* he's a piecioo* 



disgrace, 
loll" 



Punch. Novembet ao, tSSo. 



At least, when I pul it 
I mean, it I'm willing to pay. 

There's nothing that I can't get at. 
I heard it was >o from the fuit. 

When I thought that I would be a twetl, 
If I liked to come down with the dust. 

Why everything then would be well, 

Now a wife was my most pressing need. 
That 'ad plenty of breeding and blood ; 

Well, I boujht 'er— [ meio it, indeed — 
Yes, b >ujhi 'er like one of my »tud. 

For the Herl 0' Stoke Pugis was poor. 

And he couldn't afford to say " No," 
When he 'ad a good chance to secure 

Such a rich son-in-law at a blow. 

Well, neat, goaded on by the HerL 

A uat in the 'Ouie 'twai 1 bon^ ; 
Which wa* dear at the price, I may say. 

For it't not so much fun as I thought. 
Then the Baronet hafter my name— 

Thii, too, wat a stiffiih affair ; 
But 1 don't b^Tudge that, all the same. 

For I liked it no bend a* Lord Mayor. 

Then I bought a big Family Tree, 

With roots which to Normandy spread ', 
Wbilit my ancestors cost— let me see t 

Ye*, doie on two 'underd per 'ed. 
And though tiiey look well on the wall. 

And come out exceedingly nice, 
Vet I'm bound to admit that I call 

'Em uncommonly deal at the price. 

Well, I've alad bought dosen* of "friends," 
Not by paying 'cm money down ttid^t ; 

No, it on their position depend*, 
And then lan't a jtgdu tie. 
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To M>me 'til ft loaji th&t I make. 
Or beiths (o their boys I tiallot ; 

Some I bnjp for a dinner-card's sake. 
Some b]r lending a horse oi a yacht. 

Whj, I've Dooka as is under my thumb, 

And the proudest my cards don't dechne. 
Knee I've heven got Princes to come 

And sit at my table and dine. 
In short, if he's money, like me. 

There's nolhine, I'm ready lo vow. 
That » man who is Uvishly free 

Can't do in Society now 1 

7>«A. CtrjjtMM Numbtr, iSSz. 



Lawm-Tinhis. 

1 AM monarch of all Britiah Games, 

My right there is none to contest. 
Foe Britona all over the world 

Acknowledge that I am tbs best. 
Oh, Billiards I say where are the cbunis, 

That some people see in thy face ; 
Better have a goM " rally '* with me. 
And endeavonr " to keep up the pace." 

Other Games I admit are at band. 

There are maidens and men by the score, 

Who live bat for Tennis alone. 
There is Croquet, that onca was the rage, 

Folks now with indifference see, 
And candour compels me to say 

Its lameness ia shocking to me. 

There i* Cricket, an old English sport. 

And a very good game in ita way, 
Bnt its votaries all must admit 

It is most inconvenient to play. 
For its players have nothing to do. 

Half the time that they own is so dear. 
And I've noticed, when once they are " out," 

Tbey hurry to 'baccy and l)«r. 

And Archery, Rinkiog. and BowK 

YoiiT charms are diq>layed bnt in vain ; 
No one care* the least atom for yon. 

Or desires to taste you again ; 
Btit with me folks their troubles assuage. 

With me they are merry and gay ; 
Each game tbey enjoy more and more, 

Andare cheered by the " rallies " they play. 

d sUll, 

._ ^ . . . '' by an inch. 

Call for *D0 little caution and care t 

How merrily, too, sound my cries, 
Though strangers can't make out their use ; 

My language is strange, I admit, 

"FifMoi, love," "thirty, forty," and "dence. 

When worn with the troubles of lite. 
Or harrassed with business and care. 

Cast your worries at once to the wind. 
And straight to your Tennis repair. 



There It pleasnte ai 
And I'm the best thing ii 
To reconcile man to bis ic 

From Ptstinu, Joly lo, 1883. 



A. W. MiCiIHziK. 



On T8B Annexation of Niw GtimxA by 

Queensland. 

ymn suffoud lo kaV4 btn tamfoud br tin ininidatl 1 

tntiixid tki Island. 

I AM monarch of all I survey. 

Where only the uvagc disputes 
My right lo leach heathenish cUy 
The graces of trousers and boots, 
O liberty 1 what are thy rules 

To men with the Papuan skin? 
Retler bless them with churches and schools. 
And plenty of powder and gin t 



The Papuans don't care a straw 
If we cbim all their acres in fee — 

They are so unacquainted with law. 
Their darkness is shocking to me I 

With railways, and taiea, and gaols, 

In stoic for this fortunate land. 
That DDtive is mad who assiils 

Such blessings SO graciously planned. 
But his sorrows we Boon shall asiuige 

With thii cheerfully praelical leit ; 
" To till your own soil for a wage 

Is the pleasure of being annexed I " 



TVaM. Aprils^ 1883. 



A SouTAiv SouLOQuy By a Disgustkd Dandy. 
I. 

I SNOOZLE or snore all the day, 

I loll in my silk smoking suit, 
Yet, I'm drowsy and tlreaas can be. 

And feel like a regular brute ; 
Oh 1 Solitude 1 where are your calms 

MjF head's going round such a pace. 
All bmp are my legs and my arms 

And I hardly due took at my face. 



My 'pals' stick to me like a leech. 
When in want of ■ lunch or a loan. 

At other time* swa^er and preach 
And say : ' I am wanting in tone ' ; 



They tell me again and ■), 
I need change — some ftish air b; 

Do they think I am mad or insane' 
Their lameness is shocking to mi 
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Ai I liitleulf tnm o'er th« ptge 
Of M>me Taneiful fickle unliuth, 

Bent double b; prematare age, 
You hudly would £uei« *t mj youth. 



Vet, klu I I feel leedy >nd old, 
TliOD{h tbe Dotion ii hifhly sbiurd. 

For I'ts plenty of lilver md gald. 
And there'i nothing I onpot iJfotA : 



Ye wilei thai have made me yoiu iporl, 

Who have watted m; health and my ore. 
Who've made me twill iherry and port 

mi I coutd not coDtuln any more ; 
Ofa I how I do wiib I contd mend 

Or begla life again and you'd tee 
If I wotudn't do tomelbing to tend 

To my taking my B. A. degree. 

VL 
Jut once In a way, I don't mind. 

But, thui happenine night aAer night 1 
And the thonpiti which uie fumei leave behind. 

Are anything but pleaiant oi bright ; 
I diink or I gamble till three, 

And, if I io reach the tight tqaare, 
Very often can't End my latch key, 

Cto perhapt take my b,ilb for a ch^. 



re become a by-word and a jett, 



little ■ pot- 
Hand him one,' with moit infinite gnce. 
And either ^oot him, oi be ihol I 



h h*v hitn aritUa by BaMmrj Sflkirk, during hit 

totUary abedt m a Dtttrt OtMibr. 
I AH monarch of all I inrvey : 

My &eti there are none to diipnte ; 
I can tneer in my oattieM way. 

And tbe Government Bencbet are mate, 
Oh, ^bj do I conatantly tit 

Id thii roofleea and deulata honte } 
For the Peert have had " notice to quit,'* 

And 'til left to the tpider and mouse. 

I an onl of Democracy'i reach, 

Hy place the political shelf, 
Never iiear the sweet sonnd of a speech — 

Except those I make to myself. 
The pcdicemen who hannl Falsca Yard 

My form with indifierence see ; 



Oh, Gkahvilli ! I with 1 had known 

What pleasore there lajr in yoar talk, 
Tben I thoold not be [Hnm|{ alone 

Where I once was the cock of the walk I 
But the Bonnd of tbe Lobby-going bell 

These moth-eaten leati never hear. 
Never fit! at the voice of a " Swell," 

Or empty when dinner-lime'i aear 1 

Ptmck, November 8, 1SS4. 



Thi To>Tt;us or Toowstb. 

Yu, I am the monarch of all I survey, 

My right, a) the Club, there is none to dispute ; 
The whole of tbe papers are mine every day, 

And no one esteems me a bore or a brute. 
The waiters, too glad to have something to di^ 

Are eager to wait on tbe one man in town ; 
1 get my pet chair, witboal alrategy too. 

And my bnlton-hole's free from the fiiq^ of Brown. 

The Park is my own, I can loll as I will, 

I can tit where I with, I can dress as I pteaaa ; 
And at hixne or abroad, though s Londoner still, 

I, with DO one to ceiuare, can live at my ease. 
No longer condemned in a whirl to exist. 

Nor my time in most tentelett parsnilt to employ, 
I pan tbe glad hours of the week as II in, 

And London, at last, to the full can enjoy. 

But go where I will, be my tasks wtiat they may, 

As heedless of Fashion I linger at home. 
My thoughts ever dwell, both oy night and by day. 

On my ill-advited friends who !rma happiness roank 
Nor can I deny it is one of my joys 

To mnsa on the woes of that sorrowful band, 
A* rictints to heat, to extortion, and noise. 

They wander afar o'er tbe sea and the laitd. 



As I dally awhile o'er my toast and tbe TIsui, 

I picture these lonristSp for time ever pressed, 
. •, ■_■ 1 j^ for most heinous of crin 



From fonl-smelling places to towns fonler still, 
I see them draped hither and tbitber away : 

Doomed monntains to climb, and spa waters to swlU, 
To tonts and to guides and to veigers a prey. 

I see them, deprived of the comforts they nead, 

Diurnally grow more distraught and distriess'd. 
And doom'd at hotels in succession to feed 

On food that they loathe, and can never digesl. 
Whilst worse than all else, there is death in the air, 

And mmonra the stoutest of hearts to appal, 
As each Galigiuui increases the scare, 

Xai dread of the Cholera broods over all t 

And then when at night I retire to my bed — 
To my own cosy bed in my big airy room — 

I think of those mends who frvm I<cnidon have fled 
To find on the coist of these islands tbwr doom. 
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WILLIAM CUWPBR. 



For I Ma tlwni coodamiwd— fe tba hMd thftt they pay 
To Fuhion'i docraM— io a capboaid to tleep. 

Whan the lodciog-hoaM flea worki its marcilett way. 
And c atitei ita victims long vigil to keep. 

Poor wretchiB I I think of the ram that thay pay. 

To be cheatod by harpiei who raio their poaca i 
To be bitten by night and be bullied by day. 

And poiaooed by cookiog all reddng with graaaa ; 
WhiUt a'en tba otoDe that th^ yawn to obtain. 

And wbicb to inhale tbev 'muui miaaries tany, 
Can only be braalbad by Ine aide of tha nuin 

Aim-in-ann, so to speal^ with gay 'Arriat and 'Arry 

In a month or two's tine I shall walcoma them back — 

Save tboaa too unwell &om abroad to return — 
And soma Ronuu Paver to England will track, 

Wbllat others with agne will ^vor and bom ; 
And all will be writing complaints to tha Tliiwj, 

To Te>tell tha story wbicb every ona Itnowsi 
Ai couriers' guile and hotel-kaepers' crimas 

They sadly repeat, and roost stamly aipose. 

TyMli, August 13, 1885. 



The Umitid Monabcu. 

" Her Hajetly'i ship Monartk, having lb«n continued on 

bet oomse at > speed of barely ^ht knots an hoar, finally, 

when she wa* distant from Mslta (ally 350 miles, came to a 

dead stop, and broke down." 

I'H the Monarch of all I sorvev. 

And Brssiev the bet won't diipotc; 
For here I've Men stkldng all day 

Like Kme waterlogged sea-going brale t 
O ChecKparic£, where are the charms 

That Ntathbrook hai seen in thy face t 
Look St ma — in the midit of aUims t — ■ 
And yet mine's but a typical eau. 

Bat the npshot of all is quite clear ; 

If niatteis go on at they do. 
Well, the Navy wiQ toon diiafpear. 

And " My Lords," well— thwll c 
So now that I'm docked, and they find 

That I never wai fit for the 



Won't occur — till it 
Fwnck. April ij, 1885 



inl 



A SoKQ rot. Mft. JoaiFH Chambiklaih. 

O Society, where are the charms 

That once 1 could tee in thy face? 
To etcq>e from these Duchettet' arms, 

I would live in a desolste place t 
Bui alas I since I've turned on my chief, 

Hy pesce has been wrecked in this way. 
And nothing can bring me relief 

^Vhilst I Still with the Unionists |Uy I 

Ah, me I I once said of the Prlmroee, 
'Twss St best but s poor faded flow'r 1 

Bat now Primrose Damei are my tyrants, 
And threaten my peace to devour. 



And Instead of the orchid so &moai 
Hy buttonhole onee used to bear, 

'TIs a primrose (of lilver enamel) 
That now I'm expected to wear ! 

THIk. OtrMsMt Nw*i«r, 1886. 



The Lahint or the Sfobtive M.F. 



lai 



[0 the heart of debate ; 



To be thus kept in London to late. 

Parliament I where are the charms 
Thst candidates in thee can trace ? 

For, worn out bv the " Whips' " false slsrms, 
I sm ^k of tne horrible ^ace 1 

1 am out of Society's reach ; 

At the Club 1 am weU-nuh alone ; 
And not e'en the smile of Hicks-Beach 



Have not the least pity on me, 
But they all make long speechei in turn 
In garments most uoekiog to tee. 

Had I known it was certainly meant 

The Hook through September should meet, 
Mv money I'd never have spent 

In order to carry a seat t 
It is shsmefat, this tsi 00 my brain. 

And this dsily compulsion to work ; 
And yet fnisy voters complain 

If by chance a diviuon I shirk I 

Eadi post brinn to me a report 

That bat makes my position more hard. 
As I read of the excellent tport 

From which I am wholly debarr'd. 
Whilst the "gnni" I had asked to my moor, 

At nuwithiebothie, N.B. ; 
Bis baei are content to lecorc 

By blasiiig away without me I 

Yet, I Ihinkof these fortunate men. 

As I aimlessly wander about, 
Or rash to my place now and then. 

When BiQsi attempts a " count out." 
And tometimet I dose till I dream 

Of tbe things which my thoughts always fill. 
Till I wake wUh ditgast moit extreme, 

To find Dr. Tenner up ttiU I 

And then there are Radicals too, 

Who want all the votes to diicusi^ 
Instead of " Supply '' nshinf throng 

At one lilting without any fuse. 
Whilst tome seek the people's applanse 

B* stating that we of the Honsa 
Had better be there making laws 

Than shooting at blackcock and gnuae. 

Such rubbish I never have heard, 
Poririiat, pray, becomes of my ease? 

It teems to me loo, too absnrd 
That I'm not to do what I plsaie. 
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Thepeople elected me, true. 
But that, let me lay, to be fruik, 

Wai the very least Ihiog th^ could do, 
Coiuid'riDg m]> fortaae and nok ; 

And jret thcjr bow tell me, foriODth, 

That, since I've become an M.P., 
I muit give up the iporti that in tjulh 

Hake life most woith liviug to me : 
And, heedleis what faibion maj claim, 

la London continue to live ; 
And the days I'd intended for Game, 

To Croflen and Irishmen give I 



it ii, I icpoU, 



Whatnt 

That a rich youiw patncian like me 
Sbcndd be forced, for the sake of a Kat, 

With ■ view so advanced to agree. 
But I will not tDbmil ; they shall fiod 

That I'll ttatt off foe Scolland this day— 
But wbai'i this, though — a whip Eve times lined ? 

I suppose, after all, I muit stay t 

Tntth. September 16, 18S6. 



The Modern Ai-exandsr Silkikk. 
(By Sir CharUs Warm.) 
I JM monarch of all I survey ; 

Hy might ibeie is none to dispute; 
I will prosecute all whom I see 
Iflhey argue, remonstrate, or hoot. 

liberty, where is the chum 
That Socialists see in thy face? 

The tradesmen have taken alum 
At such views being heud in the place. 

1 am out of society's reach, 

I can issue my edicts alone ; 
I laugh at the tights of free speech, 

Foi I tolerate none but my own. 
The mobs that collect in the Squue 

I can't with indiffeiecce see, 
So outspoken, so bold — I decUie 

Their language is shocking to me, 

How sweet is the constable'! stave 

For putting the rabble to flight. 
When they bludgeon some vagabond knave. 

Then anest him for brawling outright 1 
Who talks of a free native land P 

I'll teach tbem 'tis olbeiwise there. 
With the cells and police-couit at hand. 

And no speaking allowed in the Sqiure. 

So let oralon note my behest, 

Let each pauper simk back to his lair j 
They can go to the workhouse for test, 

While I to my m 



There's a workdouse in every pilace. 
And the gnudians jencourasng thoDghl) 

Give relief when they ve silted each case — 
Why mn't they content with theii lot i 

PaU MtB GautU. November 3% 1S87. 



Several other puodiet of tlus poem are scattered about ii 



varion* Hasaiines, bat they are not of snfGdent ii 
be reprinted. See 

PuMck. January 10. 188& 

•fuit. June 30, 1S80. 

St J*mt't Gum. Arail n, 1S81. 

tfemuJt»M. Janoaiy, iSSa. 



BtJKBABAN'B DlFIAT. 

A WarwUluiirt Lay. 
CouHT Peste^ he was a nobleman, 

Of credit and renown, 
A jockey-clnb man, too, was he, 

Of old Newmarket town. 

Count Peate said to fait lovc^ " My di 
Thongh with me yoa have been 

These many tedions yean^ yet yon 
No racing yet have aeen. 

To-morrow it a racing day. 

And we will then repair 
Unto the town of Warwickshire 

And see the racing there. 



As all the world doth know, 

So I will ride old ' Burbaban,' 

Yoo'll tee how we will go." 

Quoth Lady Feste, " That i* well sud. 

For jockey's fees ue dear, 
Soyon can ride, and be your own, 

lAat it both nice and clear." 

He lost the race, he lost it qnite. 

And back he got to town ; 
All wished he never had been npi 

For it was up and down. 

Now let us ung, " Long lire the Queen 1 
And Count Peste, long live he I 

And when be next a race does ride. 
May I be there to tee I " 



There are twenty-two vi 



G. H. Nicholi, 1863. 



A RIDDLE. 
I AM jnat two and two, I am warm, I am cold. 
And the parent of niunbert that cannot be told j 
I am lawful, unlawful — a dtity, a butt, 
I am often sold dear, good for nothing when bongfal ; 
An extraordinary boon, and a matter of course^ 
And yielded with pleasure when taken by force. 

The answer, not given by Cowper, it "A Kiss." The 
riddle was first published m 7^( Gtnllman'i Uagaamt in 
1B06. In a later number the foUowingantwerwaagiven, 
the initial!" J. T" being appended toit : — 
A riddle by Cowper 
Made me swear like a trooper. 
Bat my anger, alas I wa» ic 
For 
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In Notts aad Qiuriis April t, 1S87, > poem wu piinted m 
having beeo written by Williaia Co«p«r, bnt not hitbeito 
incladed in his wocki. This give rise 10 same coDtroversy, 
the general opioion bdng.that although probably not actually 
writien by Coirpei, the poem was a ^ no meant poor imiu- 
tioD of hii ligbter ttyle. 

Bucss MV Heart, how Cold it is. 

Hau I the blustering Boreas bkm. 
See 1 (he waters roond are froze. 
The tieet that skirt the dreary plain 
All day a murmuring cry maintain ; 
The trembling forest hean their groan, 
And sadly answers mosa iat moan. 

Such is the (ale, 

O'er hill and dale. 
Each traveller may behold it is ; 

While low and high 

Are heard to cry, 
" Bleu my heart, bow cold it is I " 

Now tlamberii^ sloth, that cannot bear 
The question of the pierdng'alr, 
lifts ap her unkempt head, and tries. 
But cannot from ber bondB^-iSse ; 
The while the b^ewife swiffly throws 
Aronnd the wheal, and quickly shows 
The healthful cbeek industry brings 
(It it not in the gift of Kings). 

To ber long life. 

Devoid of strife. 
And justly, too, nofolded is. 

The whO^ the sloth 

TostiiiKloih, 
And trembling.«ries, " How cold it is ! " 



All shivering like a 

" How shaip the wind attacks my back I 

{oba, put some list across that crack ; 
id, tantlbag all the sashes ronnd. 
And tee there's nol an air-hole fanad. " 
Indulgence pale 
TelU this sad tale 
TiU he in furs enfolded U ; 
Still, itill complaint, 
O'er all his pamt, 
" Bleu my heart, bow cold it it I " 

Now the pom newsman from the town 
Eiptoreilii* way across the down, 
His Irosen fingers sadly blows, 



And still he seeks, and itill it snow 
" Go take his paper, Richard, go. 
And give a dram to make him gloo 

Such was thy cry. 

Humanity, 
More pr&ious far than gold it is. 

Such gills to deal. 

When bewsmen feel, 
All clad in snow, how cold it is. 



Humanity, delightfiil lal^ 

When we feel the winter gale. 

May (he cit in ermioed coat 

Lend his ear to sorrow'! note ; 

And when with miserr't wdght oppressed 

A fellow tits, a shivering guest. 

Full, ample may his txiunty flow. 

To cheer (he bosom dulled by woe. 

In town or vale. 

Where'er the tale 
Of real pief unfolded is. 

Oh, may he give 

The meant to live 
To those who fed how cold it Is, 

Perhaps tome toldiei, blind or maimed. 
Some tar for independence maimed ; 

Rernember these. For thee they bote 
'^e loss of limbs, and suffered mor& 
Oil, pass them not ; for if yon do, 
inl blush to think they fought for yon. 

Through winter's reign 
■ Re^cve their pain. 

For what ^ey've dooe, sure bold it is ) 

Their wants supply 

Whene'ft they cry, 
" Bless my beail, How cold it is I " 

And DOW, ye tluggards, slotht, and beaux, 
Who dread the breath [hat winter blow^ 
Pursue the counsel of a friend 
Who never found it ^e( oEfend. 
When winter deals his Uatts around, 
Go beat the air and pace the ground t 
With cheerful spirits exercise. 
Tit there life'i balmv blessing liet. 

O'er hill and dale, 

Tbaugh tharp the gale, 
And froien you heboid it is, 

Vour blood shall glow. 

And swiftly Sow, 
And youll not cry, " How cold it is I " 
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WILLIAM WORDSWORTH. 

Bom April 7, 1770. Died, April 28, 1860. 

Appointed Poet Laureate, April 6, 1843. 



WE ARE SEVEN. 
—A SIHFLK ChUd, 
That UgfaU^r <^"? it* t>re^, 



I met > little cottige Gitl i 
She wu right Tcan old, At *«id ; 
Her hair wu thick with nmxtj * cari 
That datlned roiuid her head. 

She had a rtutic, woodland aii, 
And the wa* wildly clad j 
Her cjta were fail, aod vent fair ; 
— Ha beautj made me glad. 

" Sitlcn and brothen, little Maid, 



"And where are thej? I prar foo tell," 
She answered, " Seven are we ; 
And two of Di at Conway dwell. 
And two aie gone to tea. 

"Two of DS in the churchyard-lie, 
Mj litter and my brother ; 
And, in the chorch-yard cottav^ I 
Dwell near them with my mother. " 

" Von lay that two at Conway dwell, 
And two are gone to sea. 
Yet ye are teven I — I pray you tell. 
Sweet Maid, how thit maybe." 

Then did the little Maid reply, 
" ScTCD boyi and girit are we t 
Two of HI in the church-yard lie ; 
Beneath the chorcb-yaid tree." 

"YoD nm about, my little Mi^ 
Your Jimbi they are alive ; 
If two are in the church-yard laid. 
Then ye are only five." 

"Their gravei are ereen, they may be tceii," 
The little Maid replied, 

" Twelve ttepi or more from my mother'i door. 
And they are tide by tide; 



" And often after lun-tet, E 
When It ii light and fair, 
t take my litUe poningei 
And eat my tafpa there. 



"Thefint that died wu titter Jane | 
In bed the moaning lay. 
Till God releatcd hei of her pain t 
And then the went away. 



" And when the ground wat white with n 
And I could run and tlide. 
My bcother John wat foreed to go. 
And he liet by her tide," 

" How many are jron, then," laid I, 
" If lh» two are in heaven 7" 
The little Maiden did reply, 
" O Matter ! we are leven." 



And laid, " Nay, we are teven I " 

WtlXIAM WOBDSWOITU. 



Nitw Pkbu. 
The Poet Wordsworth ii anppoaed to ptopoM to King 
William IV. that he, with Cbluidse, Sotilhey, RcMera, 
Campbell, Moore, and Crolj ahall be made Fmt^ ther* 
beioE then a neceaniy to create Peera in order to cany 
the Kefonn Bill, which had already pa**ed tho Connnoat. 
A DRivBK ofa rattling cab. 

Or gorgoona omnibns. 
That passeth evi 
What could hi 

I met a driver tnch as tbia. 

And I knew that he was king. 
For hit need* trod over danic ground. 

And they made its ecboea ring. 



yon here, why come jon herc^ 



"Why ., _, 

And bow many may yon 

"Woeach coma here to be 
I laid. 
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" Tom Campbell ia ibaking Btntlejr's hands. 

And Qialj a sennoii giving. 
In praise of the good Lord Chancellor, 

wbo popped him into his living. 

" Cclsridge is now expcuDdiog wb]r 
The Laiin lot " fish " it piices. 

White Moore has lunched on one lady's sigh, 
Asd will dine on anolber's kisaii." 

Then did tbo mighty king r^ly. 

" Seven are ye, I sev, 
Bnt the devil a peer in all the lot 

Shall ever be made by me." 

Wilh a rolling eje, and a visage sage, 
I gaied on the glorious heaven. 

Then tnmed away in a fuiions rage, 
And shouted, "Wian §nin." 

Tki NatianclOmnib*!, November 4, 1831. 



The TausTKB. 
(A Trvt Story.) 
The (ubject is that of a Trustee, oho has been persuaded 
to accept > tiutt under the persuasion that as a mere trustee 
of propeily, the enjoyment of which he hoi nothing to do 
iritb, no liability of any kind con pouiblv attach to him. 
The simidicily nilb uhich he adheres to the impression of 
Ms being only a truster, while suits at Law and la Equity, 
with their consequent costs, shower down upon him, will 
lemind ihe reader of the innocent exclamation of " We ue 
Seven 1" so affectingly persisted in by the little child in the 
famous poem of Woidsworth. 



What should be know of Law? 



And he was richly clad 1 
I thought if he's col cash to ipue, 
'Tis ouy to be had. 

A Mil 1 heard was 'gunsl him brought, 

Which mult enpensive be. 
" Expense I " he cried ; Posh pooh, 'lis n< 

I'm only a trustee. " 

" But how is thai i I pray you lell." 
He answered. " Don't you see ? 

I'd gill some property to sell — 
Only ax a inutee. 

*■ Two purchaseis Ihey did apply, 
- Whilst. 10 prevent all bother. 
When one hung back I by and by 

Concluded wiih the other, 
"Thefirslfiom Chancery got a writ. 

And served il straight on me ; 
Bat why am I to care a bit ? — 

I'm only a irustce,'' 

"Yon say in Chancery yon are thrown ; 

Great Ihe expense will be ; 
And since the fanlt has been your owr. 

The costs will fallonibee." 



Then did Ihe simplelon reply, 
■■ ' lis true the first vendee 

Has filed a hilt— I can't tell why— 
I'm only a Inislee." 

" Ycu're in a mes.*, my little mao. 

As Bare a« jou're aliv^ 
Unless to hit npon a plan 

For safely you contrive." 

" Yon're ralher green, il may be teen," 

The «ilty man replied ; 
The pnrchase-mon^ paid has been. 

The fund I did divide; 

" And when I'd parted with it. Sit, 

Another suit ihey brought ; 
Because, ihey said, I'd sold it Ibr 

Less money than I ought, 

" First, the original vendee 

Had filed a bill 10 say. 
His purchase, money paid wotild be. 

Upon a certain day. 

■' But at it happen'd, I'd been paid 

By numlter two, and I 
To him had the eilate conugn'd. 

Passing Ihe first one by ; 

■ ■ And as I did not better know 
Wilh whom I ought to side, 

I've let the money from me go — 
The fund I did divide. 



Yet 



' So the executors have brooghl 
1- -"lion 'gainst me, loo, 

procMded at I thought 



i 1 ve proceeded at i inoug 
Twere best for me to do." 

In numbers odd or even ? " 
Said be, " To say I cant pretend : 
I think, IhougD, there are seven. 

"But then, you know, you'll understand 

For though no fond I've got in band, 
I still am a trustee." 

" The cash is gone, ihe sniis ran on. 

Bach day requires a foe 1 " 
Twas waste of argument, for still 
He said, " I've not lo pay a bill. 

I'm only a trustee." 



Only Sevin. 
A Pashrat Stan, a/*" Wordtwenk. 
I MAavlLL'D why a simple child. 

That lightly draws 11s breath, 

Should uller groans so very wild, 

And look as pale as Death. 

Adopting a parental tone, 

I atk'd her why she cried ; 
The damsel answor'd, wiih a groar, 

" I've got a pain inside t 
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" 1 (bouRbl it would have srat me. mad 

Last Digbt aboitl eleven ; " 
Said I, " What is it makei yon bad ? 
How many apples have yoa had ? '' 

Sheanawer'd, ''Only aeved I'' 

" Aod are yon sura ;oa took no more, 

U; little maid f " quolh T. 
'' Ob ! please, »ir, mother gave me four, 

But t*<y were in a pie I '• 

" If that's the case," I ilammar'd out, 
" Of course you've had eleven ;•' 

The maiden amwer'd, with a poul, 
" I ain't had more nor seven I " 

I wondei'd bugely what she meant, 

And said, '■ I'm had at riddles, 
Bdi I know wharti little girls are aent 

For telling taradiddles." 

" Now, if you don't retonn,'* s^d I, 

" You'll never go to heaven." 
Bat all in vain ; each time I try, 
Tbat little Idiot manes reply, 

"I ain't had more nor seven.'' 

POBTSCKIPT. 

To borrow Wordsworth's name was wrong. 



Prom Oanis ef Coclta'pu, b; Henry. S. Leigh. London : 
Chatto A Windus, 1874. 

(This originaliy appeared in Fm. November 11, 1865.) 

Tbbv ars Thiiib. 



I met an unilergraduate boy: 

He was three times ploughed, I beard : 
HI* head was like a pretty toy. 

His language was absurd. 

He had a town-bred London air. 

And he was sprucely clad ; 

His (aoB was soft, so was bis hair ; 

Hit ' side ' it made me sad. 

"Of lectures, uDdergraduale sir. 

How many may yon keep ! '' 
" How many t Three," be did aver. 

And cnnning looked add deep. 

" And what are thev t I'd gladly know." 
He answered, " Three are they ; 

To one o( them I never go. 
And one 1 cut each day. 

" But one of them is Riven by 

My Tutor and my Dean, 
So in the early morning I 

Most go to that I ween.'' 

" Yon bay that one jou cut alway, 

To one you do not go. 
Yet you have three I Explain, I pray. 

Sweet youth, how this is so." 



The wily yonth thns answered m^ 
"Thne lectur es three in all 

The list of lecture* yon may see 
Upon the board in hall. '' 

" Yon wander in yonr talk, I wot. 

Or else yoo ore in (uo. 
If one yon cnt, to one go not. 

Then jou have only one." 

" The list i* there, that can I swea'," 

The wily yonth replied ; 
" In the second row of the letter O, 

The three are side by side. 

" I oft do paper work in hall. 

My letters there I write : 
And, though the dons are citlisb all, 

I tit ana crib outright. 

" And often, when the sun it down. 
Beneath the gaslight's glare, 

I take my tattered cap and gown. 
And eat my dinner there. 

" The first I cnt wu Latin Prose ; 

In bed one morn I lay 
Till ten bad timck, and then I rote. 

But 'twas too kte that day. 

" So in my room f sat and smoked. 



I and my terrier. Snout. 

" And when the clock eleven bad slnick, 

I scarce had chalked my cue ; 
And though parbaM the school* I'll mncl^ 

I cnt my Mods, Books too." 
" How many have you then," said I, 

■' If two you cut each day ? "' 
The wily youth would still reply, 

" Three, if yon please, we'll say." 

■■ But one you cut, nay two yon cnt t 

Yon never go, you see I " 
'Twaa throwing words away, for still 



A>dn 
From Thl Shotovir Faptn. 



Oiford r J. Vincent, 1874. 



A LITTLB bof , 

A schoolboy he might be. 
That shows his joy in every imile. 

Of figures what knows he ? 

I met a Uttle London boy. 
He was nine years old, be said ; 

His face shone Eirlgbt with mottled soaf^ 
His hair curled on his head. 

He had a cockney, saucy air. 

And he was sparely cUd 1 
Hit eyet were black, and very black 

— He looked a thorough cad. 

" All sort* of marbles, little boy. 

How many may there be ? " 
" How manv? Seven In alL" be said, 

" And, wnislline, winked at me. 
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".And where >re Ihey ? I ptty joa tcl 
He answered, " Seven there be ; 

Two '■lleT-tor*,' one ■ com money, ' 
And all belong to me. 

" The ■ ftUey-ton ' for three i-[uece 
Do coant, and thai yoa see. 

That the; are leven in all, althoagh 
TTieii Dnmbcr'i only three. ' 



" you lay yon're £ot H 
And 01 



■alley-K 



Th«n did the little boy reply, 
" Seven roarblei I poiieu ; 

Two, yon obtorre, are ' alley-tor 
And coDOt for lix — no let)." 

" Yoa cul along, my lively lad. 



"They're itrip«d with ted ialioet of three," 

The little chap replied. 
' ' Twelve yardi or more from my mammy'* door 

I place them side by side. 

" My ipellinE there I try to learn, 

Hy table* there to say ; 
And there upon the gTouDd I kneel. 

And. Unucklmg, with them play, 

" And often artei ' washioE op,' 

When the lea-table's bate, 
I lake my bread and treacle, and 

I eat my supper there. 

" The firit I hod wa* given me 

By my big brother. Bill ; 
He bought It with a ha'penny whirh 

He cribbed from mother's tiU. 

" The next my sister Pol] gave me ; 

She found it ai she bruihcd 
My Uncle Jack's cord'royi, and then 

With it to me the rushed. 

"The tMrd, the 'commoney,' I got 

From out the kitchen drawer ; 
I nailed it when I went to fetch 

Pa's usual spirit — taw. " 
"How many have you, then," laid I, 

" If two to you were given i 
And one you ' nailed,' you wicked boy ? 

" Lord love you ! I've got seven." 

" Fie ! if you tell such fibs, my boy. 

You'll nevet go to Heaven ! " 
'Twas wasting breath to talk ; for slill. 
The little wretch would have bis will. 
And would say, " I've got seven." 

Edwakd Coufton. 
7*«Mjtifaiw. November, iSjS, 

A SiwrLB Lav. 
By (A* ArcSbiikop nf CmHrbury. 

A Rural Dean 

ihal with the Church conleni, 



He met an aged cottager. 
He was eighlv-two, he uid, 

His hair — as will to you occur — 
Had some time left hii head. 

He had a daied and rustic air. 
In kettle-imock was clad ; 

The Dean a minule bad to spate. 
So ipoke to thii gran'-dad : 



"Of sons and daughli 

How many 
" I have had i 



they're all in heaven, 



" And what were they?" the Dean asked then i 

" What were ihev?'' echoed he j 
"Why, three was Plymouth Breiheren, 

And two turned Methodce. 

*' And two was Baptistes, I think. 

The heldest an 'i> brother ; 
The heldest, welt, he tookl to drink. 

An' used to whack 'is mother. 

" But in the bend he did reform. 

Ad' gived up ban' cranky ; 
He was converted in a storm 

By Moody an' that Sankey I " 

"That tK-o were Methodists, you said, 

And Plymouth Brethren three. 
And Baptists two, then why say you 

Thai seven in heaven there be t '' 

Tben did that cottager reply, 

"Seven boys and gals bad we, 
And now they're dead, aa I've a->aid, 

In heaven 1 hopes they be. " 

" Vou'ie very green I " observed the Dean. 

"And won't be lung alive ; 
Vonr children seven are not in heaven. 

Not three, not four, nor five I 

" For all of them, by what you say. 

Dissenter* I must call ; 
And to you make a great mistake. 

There's none in heaven at all I '' 



re green, they may be seen," 



" The first that went was Mary Jane," 

The cottager did say ; 
" A rare good gat. too, in the main. 

'Twere fine to yeer 'er pray 1 

" So in the ground, sir. she was laid. 

Then Bill the f-iver caught ; 
A tare good workman with 'is spade. 

And good in deed an' thought I 

" It teemed a deipard cruel blow I "— 
And here the old man sighed — 

" For 'fore the ground was white with fl 
God help u* I all ad died t " 
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" How mtaj wne joa t " laid tbe Dean, 
" I tUnk j<m meolioned levea i " 

Then Mid the collider, mene, 
"Yef, we h«*B Mven in heaven I " 

" They wete diuenten I " cried the Deui, 

'' The; canaot be in heaven I " 
'TwM throwing woidi away, for ilill 
The cottager would have hii will, 
"And Mid ''We've aeveoinbeavenl " 
From Fi*U, 1S77. 



Belonging Id a London "C<i," 

Tliat nil ill ten per cent, .with ease, 

— wbjr ihoald it crowd ni u ? 

I hailed a raucous little "Cad,' — 
" There'i room Tor one ! '' he cried ; 

But when I ilood apon the ilep. 
The faCU hii word belied. 

give vou cl _ . 

1 very loud. 
The limpleloo he overcharged, 

Aitd timid ladies cowed. 

'■ Within thi» vehicle," I ailted, 
" How manv may there be ? " 

" How many f '' roughly be replied i 
" Why don'l you look and tee." 

" But where ii room ? I aee no room ?'' 

My wrath 1 tried to amolher. 
He answered — " On one aide are tix. 

And only five on t'other." 

" Two of tbe five." I pointed out, 

" Muit weigh a ton between 'em ; 
Two others have luch lallered garbs 

Then did the little "Cad" rejoin, 

" Vet they are only five ; 
If you're n-coming of this 'bus, 

1 wish you'd look alive I'' 

'"Tis shameful,'' angrily I said, 
" To play your fare* such (ricks t 

If two do take the room of three. 
Then surely there are six. *' 

"Vou're jolly green, that may be seen I " 

Tbe rude Conductor cried ; 
" Until I've got twelve paMengers, 

I am Ml ' lull iniide. " 

" I always travel in a "but," 

I thought it right 10 say, 
" And frequently am over-preued 

In this alrodous way. 

" My little bag I love to brii^. 

My paper here I read. 
And, when there's propei elbow-room, 

*Tis very nice indeed. 

"A Magistrate has jusl declared 
You have no right to pack us. 

And — ah, 1 see that person is , 
A votary of Bacchus I 



"A nice qmnlette I The more I look 
I seem to grow the uckei ; 

Two elephant* — two moreinraga— 
The fifth, ha is in liquor 1 

"But Mr. Partridge, k* wiU see 

These wrongs are not repealed-—" 

'Twas waiting words, for with • frawn 

The 'Bus Coadactat knocked mc down. 

And cried. " Now you are seated I '' 

PHuk. April tB, 1S85. 



Thbt ake Sevbr. 

I MARVkLLRD why he looked so wild. 

And fiercely drew his breath ; 
That Tory, w\o bad lately smiled, 

Bui now looked pale a* dealfa. 

His cranium seemed in such a whirl. 

He haled Fate, he s«d— 
His hail was sadly out of curl, 

He loiriy bent his head. 

Said I, "The member* In for* Bnun,' 

AH one sort teem to be." 
"Ye*, seven In all," he said, quite glain. 

But, there, m'vf no U.P. I " 

"And who are they?" I asked, "Say, do I' 

SDoth he, "Cook, BroadhuTSt, Bright, 
Williams, Keorick, Dixon, loo— 
And ' Joe ' hai won Ail fight I " 

" What, not e'en Randoli^in," said I. 

"Thai Birmingham batch to leaven ^" 
" Ah, no," he sadly made reply, 

" Not imi, while thty have Seven I " 

" Nay raise your bead,*' I gcnllv aald, 
" Let mirth youi moaniing leaven ; 
Why, look at Liverpool " — bol he 
Slill moaned "In ' Brum ' we've no M. P., 
White I JberaU they have Seven 1 " 



Fin. Decembers, 1SB5. 



With teDets all comjjete. 

Whose name is JoMph Chamberlain— 
How tboold ii know defeat ? 

I met— DO liitle cottage gal. 

With carls aronnd her head, — 
But Joe, the conquering Radical. 

He's more than seven, be aald. 

" In Brum what eoaqoests hava you mad« ? 

How maoy may you be ? " 
" How many i aeven ia all," be Hid, 

And winked and hmlled at me. 

" The Toiie* i . Pray you, where are they t " 

He answericd : '' Seven are we ; 
The Tories etood awhile at bay. 

But they were all at tea ! 
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" All of (bem bnoi* tb« way to lie, 

Tbejr tntorad ooe another, 
Bat each bu gone to pipe hi* vy» 

Aod wbimpw to hii mother I 

" And u tber went 1 raited my hit, 
I tmiled and conghed ; Abom 1 

And there upon the poll I lai, 
I ut and laugbed at them. 

•■ The ficU to foil wat Lord Char-chill, 
Bright made him dull, by Joe ! 

Then Showell showed extremely ill. 
And Lowe locdced very low I " 

" But they are Bed— their bopet are Aana. " 
He Mid: " They aro forgiven I 

Seveo teatt there are. bat tbey have none. 

Sevan seals— yet the; have not won one," 
He said, " But we are seven I '' 

Tin Jtifi. London. December 5, 1885- 



MoRi Tha» Seven. 
(WariBBoHKt Pttm AJaJ-Ul to UeJtr* Ttmi 

I KIT a little cUy child, 

A *mall and vulgu boy, 
Hii eye* wcie twiukliog, and h« smiled 

A* with an inward joy. 

He had a look of laney pride. 
His legs were somewhat bent. 

He iralked along with carelet* stride. 
And whistled ss he went. 

" Sisters and brothers, little child. 

How many miy you be ? " 
His whittle ceased, but still he smiled. 

And stood and looked at me. 

I laid, ' ' How many may you be ? 

Where dwell you under Deaven 1 " 
He smiled a simple smile at me. 

And sud " I'm mote than seven 1 " 

"1 do not doubt your word,'' I said. 

'' It givei me no suipiise. " 
I placed my band upon hii head. 

And looked inlj bis eyes. 

" But pray you tell me, too, of those 
And said, "1 am 



It is their address i '' 

He fumbled with his jacket hem. 

As only children can: 
" I never tell such things as them 

To any School Board man I " 

" I'm not a School Board man, my 
I am your friend." Kaid 1, 

But still he only stood and smiled, 
Aikd made this strange reply : 



" If you tell whoppers such as that 

You'll never go 10 heaven I " 
I reasoned vainly, t suppose. 
For still he smiled and lapped hit nose. 

And sud, ■* I'm more than seven I '' 

A. St. J. A 

We ark Onk. 
(ilan'i tit Pity.) 

A stNGLK man. 

That leads a quiet life. 
Far from the din of family cares. 
What should be know of strife T 

I met a l^l and ancient girl- 
She was nineteen, she said — 

Her wig was thick with many a cnil 
That bobbed about her head. 

She bad a vccy regal air. 

And she was thinl;y clad. 
As well tielits an ancient girl 

Whose beauty makes (.<ne glad. 

" Sweethearts and lovers, lovely maid, 

Hi.w many may they be? '' 
" How many ? Seven in all," she said. 

And gave a leer al me. 

" And where are they ? I pray you tell." 

She answered, '' Seven are thev. 
And iwo of them in Bedlam dwell. 



" Two more of them are underground 

And then there is another 
Who Ga 'lone you naughly man. 

Or else I'll call my mother. ' 

I «rent along. Thai beauteous maid 
Has followed me through life ; 

But now, alas 1 1 sue no more. 
Because — she is my wife. 



" Wr Aas SavRN." 
[The seven membera who that attained for a night a 
moal unenviable notoriety were Mr. Pamell, Mr. 
O'Connor Tower, Mr. Richard Power, Mr. O'Djnnell, 
Captain Nolan, Major Q'Goiman, and Mr. Whalley.] 
'Tis Pclerborongb's simple child. 
Who knows not what he taitb. 
Replies lo me in nlterance wild. 
And somewhat out of breath . 

Ho has a rustic woodland air. 

And he is strangely clad ; 
His eyes are wild, unkempt his hair, 

As one a little mad. 

" Of those who bring the House disgrace. 

How many tnay there be ? " 
" Why, seven,'' he said, wiih vacant face,' 

" There's seven — couuting me I " 

" But be who doth at Cavan dwell 

Foremost is wont tu be ; 
Yet you are ■ seven '—I pray you tell, 

My friend, how that may be." 
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He kapt to the 
" Otwtrnctiw 



" Aad oden aftet mniet, rir. 

Until tha moniliig fair, 
The weaiT Honte we keep aatir, 

And eat OUT break&st ttere," 

" We tboagbt that Biggar aad Paroall 

Alone the Hooao had driven " 

Again the lolf-uaie accents fell, 
" Oh, maaCer, we aie Mven I " 
Funny fWif. Jnly M, 1B77. 



Thiv ari Pivl 
I MIT a Btalesman old and vrara. 

He waa threescore fears and more. 

And in hi* trembling hand wers borne 

Vague ResolatioDs three or fonr. 

CThii U the fint verse of a parody dated May. 1877, 

which occnta m a imall anonymoas pamphlet, entitled. 



StS" 



"Wx AKK Skvkh." 
fTh* Birmitigham P'enunt.) 

A GuiND Old Man, 

By self-conceit so eaten, 
He cannot bring himself to feel 
That he's completely beaten. 

He met a Midland Radical, 

From Birmingham came b% 
And eye-glass, oichid, monogram 

All showed 'twas Joseph C . 

J. C.'d a perlnr. well-pleased air. 
His " frock^' was buttoned tight. 

The glance that through bii eye-glau shot 
Was jnbilant and bright, 

"Ah," said the G.O.M. to him, 

" Your face I surely know. 
Methinkt you hie from Birmingham. 

Say, how do thing* there go ? '■ 

" How many have elected been, 

I've not had time to see?" 
"Howmany? Seveninatl," lald loe. 

And smiled at William G. 

"And who are they, I praj yon tell?" 
He answered, " Seven are we ; 

Fonr sit for North, East, Soath, and Weit, 
And one for Bordesley. 

" This last one, by the by»'B my friend 
Who, spile youi verbal maulingi. 

Has triumphed I need I add he is 
'A certain Jesse CoIIiDgi?' ■■ 

" Collinn? " the GO.M. replied, 

Ap he rdi brows knit *or«^ 
" Ob, Jesse Callings ; yes, I maji 

Have beard the name befbte." 



001, oe went on— and ne to Iceep 
Hit temper much did strive — 
" You said that you were seven, but you 
Have only mentioned five." 

Then straight did Joseph C. ret^j, 

"Seven Unionists are we^ 
For to the five you have to add. 

My brother-in-law and me." 

" But voure against me," GladUone said, 
"1 know your Caine-like tricks. 

So Birmingham hu only sent 
for me supporters six } '' 

" „*'"'■ ^° y*° """ 1°^ ^'^ not seen 

The polls?' I. C. replied, 
"Why, G.O,M., from Brummagem 

Notoa* is on your >ide^" 

(Bivtnveratt omitted.) 

"Nay, nay, "cried Gladstone, "Irefnse 

To own that things are so ; 
" Birmingham went fiw me I " said Joe — 

" It did— niiK months ago. ' ' 

" But you have since taonght in two hills 

So foolishly arranged 
Thai Tour devoted followert 

To bitter foes they've changed.'* 

" But they are dead ; those bills are dead ; 

They're dead, I say. by Heaven I " 

The Old Man wasted breath, for still 

Would Midland Joseph have his witl. 

And still exclaimed in icceots shrill. 

" We Unionists are seven I " 

Fi/^tiv, (London), July 10, 1S86. 



LUCY. 
Shk dwelt among the untrodden ways, 

Besidei the springs of Dove, 
A maid whom theie were none to praise, 

And very few to love. 

A violet by a mossy slone 

Half bidden from the eye ; 
Fair as a star, when only one 

Is shining in the sky. 

She lived unknown, and few could know 

When Lucv ceased to be ; 
Bnlshe is in her grave, and, oh. 

The dilference to me t 

William Wokdswoitr. 1799, 
Mi. W Davenport Adams has asserted that the second 
X^^°L^^'-^'"' ""■ "■'"" ^ "" Wordsworth. Now 
Wordsworth was not manied until 1803, three yeaia after 
the poem on Lucy was written, and it seems verv imnrob- 
able that Mary Hutchtoson would have contributed a nrse 
prauing a former sweetheart, even although she were dead. 

Om Wokdsworth. 
Hb lived amidst th' untrodden ways 
To Rydal Lake> that lead ; 



• The Pom's naUnc*. 



,h, Google 



WILLIAM WORDSWORTH 



Behiod « cload hii mystic lenie, 

Deep hidden who can ipf ? 
Bright n the nichl wheo DOt ■ Mu 

u ihlruDg in the iky. 

UDread hii worki— hit " Milk While Doe "t 

With dost ii diik and dim ; 
It'i Uill In Loagnaa't shop, and oh I 

The difference (o him. 

Thii clevN paiody m*> writini by Hartley Coleridee 
nhott character Woidiwoith propbeiically divined when h< 
WM bnl the jean old :— 

" O bleued riiion I happy child I 
Thon ait lO exqnititely wild, 
I think of thee with nuuiy fttxt 
For what may b« thy lot in future yeaii." 



He dwelt amoDg "Apartmenttlei,'' 

Aboat five atorie* high ; 
A man, I thought, that none would get. 

And very few would try. 

A boulder, by a larger &(oiut 

Half hidderi in the mud. 
Fair a« a man when only one 

la ia the neighbonrhood. 

He lived nokiiowii, and few could tell 

When Jacob wai not free ; 
But he has got a wife,— and O I 

The difference to me I 



Jamei and Horace Smith, this imiution of Wordiworth 
beine the woik of Jamei Smith. 

7^ EiMmgIt Rniiw for November, i8iz, contained 
an article (written by lefirey) on Tkt SijwUd Adirttus, in 
which, re&rriDg; to this particular poem, the reviewer 
remttrka ;— " Tlw author does not attempt to copy any of 
the higher attributes of Mr. Wordsworth's poetry : but 
has succeeded perlectly in the imitatioo of nis mawkish 
affectatiODs of childish simplicity andnnraeiy Btsmmering. 
We hope it will make him ashamed of his 'Alice Fell,' 
and the greater part of his last volumes— «( which it is by 
no means a parody, but a very fair, and indeed we think a 
flattering imitation." 

The Baby's Dbbdt. 
" Thv lisping prattle and thy mincing gait. 
All thy lalse mimic fooleries I hate ; 
For thoD art Folly's counletteit, and she 
Who is right foolish hath the better plea ; 
Nature's true Idiot I prefer to thee." 

[Spcktn III tlu titntdir sf Santy I^lu, a girl light yian af 
aft, mke it iratm Kplm thi ttagi in s ehiWt thaiu by 
Strnntl Hufhu, ktr lucb'i parttr.] 

Mv brother Jack was nine in May,* 

And I was eight on Xew-year'i-day i 

So in Kate Wilsou's shop 



She dwelt within unyielding stays 

That kept her bolt upright, 
A nymph whose waist won doubtful praise, 

She laced so very tight. 



She burst bet bonds at last, and so 

With perfect ease can stir. 
She wears " dividtd *lcirU," andoht 

The difference to her I ) 

F. B. DovrKW. 



THE REJECTED ADDRESSES. 
Wordsworth was one of the authors selected to he 
imitated in TTit RijtcUd Addriisis. These were supposed to 
be the compositiani lent in by competing poets on the 
occasion of the openinif of the new Druiy Lane Theatre in 
October, iSts. They were all written by the Brothem 



Quite croM, a bit of string I beg. 
And tie it to his peg-top's pe^ 

And bang, with might and main, 
It's head against the parlour door : 
Off flies the bead, and hits the floor, 

And breaks a window-pane. 

This made him cry with rage and spile 
Well, let him cry, it s-rres aim right 

A pretty thing, forsooth I 
If he's to melt, all scalding hot. 
Half my doll's noee, and lam not 

To draw his peg.top't tooth I 

Aont Hannah heard tha window bresJc, 

And cried, " O naughty Nancy Lak^ 

Thus to distress your aunt ; 



BiDot*. Th* wrLtin wr 
rtoDMely, •lUl osntlnua 
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Y. Beofdlcki, mourn 
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la darliad Iron lltj4cUi AidruHt." 
Th* blondar, BotwiUHtaadlnc, ramilna unracllftad. The raadar 
of poatrjr la alvB/i dlaaaUaflairfelth iinciidatloiii : tbey lound dla- 
aorunttr npnu tha aar. Ilka a mMkrc sdds, hy BliliDp or Brahsm. 
IBtndDsed In £>h in a ViOagi. 
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THE PET LAMB. 



Well, afier muv a sad Teproacb, 
Tba]' got inio a liackney coach. 

And (rotted down ihe mreet. 
I u« (htm lo : ooa horse wa« blind, 
Tbe tails of Dotb bnog dowa bebiod, 

Thdi ihoat were on tbeir feel. 

The cbaiie in wbich poor brother Bill 
VttA to be drewD to PntoDville, 

Stood in the luinbci-room : 
I niped ibc dml from off ibe top, 
While Uolij mopp'd it with a mop, 

And hnnbed it nitb ■ broom. 

Mf ODcIe'l porta, Samuel Hughes, 
Came ia al six to black Ihe ihoei, 

(I always talk to Sam :) 
So vhat don he, but takei, and drags 
Me ID the chaise along [he flagi. 

And leaTci me vinete I am. 

M; fitbei'i walls are made of brirk, 
But not so lall and nol so thick 

As these ; and, goodnru me ; 
Mf father's beami iie made of wocd. 
But never, never half to good 

Ai thote that now I see. 



ii like I 
. , lay it dswn. 
Won't hide it, I'll be bound. 
And ihete'i a row of Umpi —my eje 
IJlw they do blsie I I wonder why 
Tbef keep them on the ground. 

At Gist I caught hold of the wing. 
And kept away ; bat Mr, Thing- 
um bob, the prompter man, 
Gav. Kith bit hand my chaiie a ihove, 
... . ■• •"~ -, an, nty pretty love ; 
!m, lUtle Nan. 



■ai 



Speak U 

" You've only got to curtsey whitit- 
er, hold ycui chio up, laugh, and lisp. 

And then you're sure to take : 
I've known the day when biats, not quite 
Thirteen, got fifty pounds a night ; * 

Then why nol Nancy Lake?" 

But while I'm speaking, where'i papa? 
And nbere'i my aunt ? and where's manu 

Where') Jack? O, Iheie ihey lit I 

They imile, they nod [ I'll go my way*. 

And Older round poor Billy '■ chaise. 



T.jor, 






And now, good genllefalks, I go 
To join mammi, and see Ihe show ; 

So, tndding you adieu, 
I cuilsey, like a pretty miss. 
And if TOu'll blow to me a kisr, 

I'll blow 1 kiss to you. 

fildm a Ititt, and ei 



• Tills alliidn to the }diib| Biitj m 



leard a voice ; it lud, " Diink, pielly cieatnre, dinilt 1 
id looking o'tr tbe hedge, before me 1 espied 
snow-while mountaiD lainl^ with a niuden at it* ilde. 

Ko other tbeep were near, the lamb wai *]) alon^ 
And by a slender cord was tethered to a stiKie ; 
W'iih one knee on the gnu did the little maiden kneel, 
While to that mountain lamb she gave its evening meaL 



WlIXtAM WORMWORTH, 



RiNK, Fkettt Creatusk, Rink. 

Thx dusk was falling htt, the lamps began to Mink, 
I beard a roice, it said, " Rink, pretty creature, rink." 
And looking o'er the edge, close by me I esfHcd 
A gentle jroutb on wheels, with a maiden at his side^ 

No other folk were near, and they were quite aloo^ 
1 saw the maiden lit upon a friendly slone. — 
With one knee on tbe ground the gentle youth did kned, 
And stooping down, her tkalet be tenderly did feel,. 

I saw, when in bii hand hei little foot he took, 
He leem'd witb juy o'ercome, with sweet emotion shook. 
" Rink, pretty crealoie, rink," he cried in such a ton^ 
I saw that he had ta'en her heart into bis own. 

A handsome yooth wa* he, while she had beauty ract^ 
1 watched th«ii with delighl, Ibey were a lovely pair ; 
Now, hand in band, (gain, I saw them ttait away, 
And as tbey passed me by, meihought I beard bim tay 

"What ails thee, dear one? What? Why pull to at ny 

Are not thy skates yet firm ? dost feel thou canst not ttaitd ? 
Ere long upon thy skates thou wilt be quite at hom^ 
And Sy aciou tbe ground hke iny fairy gnome. 



Or woold'st thou skate alone, then Hart in all thy pride? 
One whistle ind thou know it that I am at Iby side. 

"Thouneed'st not featafall when I am by thy side. 
My arm will hold thee op, ai round and round we glide ; 
Aspbalte, I know, is hard, so it will alwavs be. 
Out if you feel yon rooit fall, dearest, fall on me.'' 

I could not listen more, I had no lime to itay 
But pondet'd o'er the scene as home I look my wav ; 
Methoaghl Ihe tervuit-maid who oped tbe door did ^rink, 
For all I muttered was, " Rink, pretty creature, rink.'' 

A. W. Hackbnzir (Author of IdgU c/th* BMt). 

From Mirth. May, iSSy. 



MY HEART LEAPS UP. 
My heart lews up when I behold 

A rainbow in tbe iky : 
So was it when my life be^ ; 
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So b it DOW I am ■ mui ; 

So be It when I ihall grow old. 

Or let me die I 
Tbe child if father of the mu ; 
And I conid wUh mT dtjrt to be 
Sound each to each by natoial pieljr. 

William Words woktu. 



Extract from 
FoBua or Ttut Appkbhbnsion. 
Mr heart lean op when I behold 

A baibffin the itieet ; 
'Tirai K> lioce from one Grit I ran ; 
Twa* 10 eren in the Iile of Man : 
'Twill be K) even in Newgate bold, 

Or in the Fleet [ 
A trap ii hitefnl to a man : 
And mj whole conne of life *haU be 
Beol againtt them in jut antipatbjr I 

WlLUAU Maqinn. 



Limbs originally intended to have been ia- 
serted in the last edition of Wordsworth's 
Poems. 



I MET an old man on the load, 
His name wai Robert Lake j 

Old man, uid I, bow do you do? 
He laid hii tooth did ache. 



i think, good Sir, he cried in giiel^ 
Mjr tooth'i not worth a pin I 

Bat now and then to gel relief 
I fill mjr month witb gin. 



Voni face, too, doth denote 

That now and then, b; way of clu 

Yon poor it down yaw thiML 



lodeed 'tk rut a goodly drink. 
It Gill the mind with doubt | 

And If yont tooth dotb acbe, I Ik 
Von'd better have it otil . 



So to hii tooth a string I tiedi 



It came hii tooth. 



The pain immediately toA win^ 

No gboil e'er vanlibed quicker ; 
" Ho.'' auQth the man. " a lut of i 



Fnn Tk* SMUritl. June i, 1811. 



Srb wm a phantom of dolight 
When firat ehe gleamed upon my dght 
A lovely apparition, laDl 
To be a momont'i ornament : 
Her eye* a* Man of twilight uir j 
like twilif ht'i too, her duaky btur ; 
Bnt all thmgi elte about ber drawn 
From May-time and the chearfnl dawn ; 
A dancing abape, an ima^ gny. 
To haunt, to etartle, and waylay. 

1 saw bar opon nearer view, 

A ipirit, yet a woman too I 

Her bonaebold motions light and Ire^ 

And atop* of virgin liberty ; 

Sweet recar<b^ prcmisai ai sweat ; 

A creature not too bright or good 

For haman natore's daily food : 

For traniiant lorrowi, limplo wilei, 

Praiie, blarney lavs, kiaiea, taan, and smilei. 

And now I tea with eye lenme 
The very pnlea of tne machine ; 
A being Meatbing tbonghiful braatfa, 
A traveller betwixt life and death : 
The reason firm, tbe temperate will, 
Bodurance, Ibreeigbt, atrength and akUl, 
A perfect woman, nobly planned, 
To warn, to comfort, ana commud; 
And yet a tpiril itill, and bright. 
With eomeuiiag of an angel light. 

WlLUAM WOKOtWOaTIL 

Thx tLA. Dioaaa. 

[t wai a phantom of dell^ 

When lirtt it gleamed upon my light, 

A tcholariy dittinctioo, tent 

To be a itndent'i ornament ; 

I did not know nor did 1 care 

What work there might be to prepaid 

For all my mind to work »a* drawn 

Then, In my academic dawn ; 

A daiicing loape, an Imiee gay 

Befbrc me then wa* my H. A. 

I law it upon nearer view, 

A el^Ti yt ' bother 100 1 

For I perceived that I ihonld be 

Involved in much Philowphy 

(A branch in which I could bnl meet 

Worki that were moreobMure than iweel) ; 



In Mathematici, icaicelv good 
For human nature's daily food ; 
And CUtrici— rendered in the stylet 



Of Kelly, Bobn, and Dr. Gilet. 



nearly bored id death 

WUh Reaton, Conidoniaeat, and Will, 
And other things beyond my ildll, 
Ditcoued in booki all darkh pUnn'd 
And more in number than the sand. — 
Yet that M. A ttill hanntt my sigbt 
With tomethiog of ill former ligu. 
From ne Univtrtilp yia* Shttt. 
March 14 1(136. 



Andrewi. N.B. 
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On Aubekoh Hbibbrt. 

Hi wm a Great Panjudmn, ^oite, 
WbeD first be burst upon oar uftbt ; 
Ad Adminble Ciicbloa, mdI 
To be the nation's orniment. 
Hii ejea potSESied (be Spbbx'a glue, 
The Spbini's, too, hii stony air ; 
But all Ibinfts else about bim drawn 
Iq iJolt of the millennial dam. 
Jl mighty sage, a Mentor great, 
To chide, lo chiny , and to ilate. 

We saw bim upon nearer liew 

A Radical, yet a Tory too t 

With thoughts from Partv bondage free, 

And steps of chartered liberty. 

A diction his in which did meet 

Tart enmities and phrases sweat 

A creatnie fsi too wise uid nxid 

For civic nature'! daily footT 

For Salisbury's schemes oi Gladstone'* wile* ; 

He latet, and rallies, and reriles. 

And now cantankeroudy aereiw 

He pitches into " The Machine," 

Breatbiiw hot wrath in every breath 

On Gla^tone and his shibboleth. 

Having the wilt, if not the skill. 

All achemes— save hii— lo scotch or kilL 

A perfect Oracle — nobly planned. 

To scold, to scathe, and to comn 

And yet with an sdmixtuic slight 

Of NofUf and bouBce, and bUIhemmtkile I 

anch. Jatie S, iSM. 



Mild Dustman ! in thy 61thy face 

A moral be who looks may trace, — 

A moral which, perchance, hith struck 

Thyself, when 'neath thy weight of muck ; 

For, to my fancy, la thine eye 

\ quaid philoioDhy doth lie, 

Which sayi, "who dirt from oiheri sweep* 

More dirt upon himself but heaps I " 

I met him last in Piccadilly ; 
His bell was faint, bis howl was shiilly ; 
There wo* no more hit lungs about 
The force with which he used lo shoot j 
A cry, but not as cut, wai heard ; — 
I knew that "dust ho *' mu (he word, 
Bot all the depth, the soul was gone 
As with bis bell he " dmi ho'd " on. 

Hi* hat was still ia Dustman's fashion, 
Bat with a slouch that woo'd compasiioD j 
Of velveteen still were hia breeches. 
But with a host of coirse-drawn itilchet. 
Of highloes still a pair be wore, 
But laceless each, and with a score 
or bole* that let the puddles in, 
And wetted Bobby, sol.' and ttdn I 

No, Bob was anything but garish ; 

'Twai time they sent bim to the parish I 

They tell me he is there at last. 

And that his bell was with him passed 1 

The Dustman's carl, (he Dustman's horse. 

Still haunt the streets and squares — of course 

But other drivers do the job 

That once was done by Dusty Bob I 

Ftom 3%f Cmiic Majaiiite. 1S34. 



Sbk where old Bob the Dustman stands. 
With dirty face and dirtier hands, 
Hwinging his huge bell to and bo, 
Chaunling the white, " dnil ho 1 dust ho I " 
Id sooth, it i* a pleasant ay, 
That hoarse and deep-toned harmoDv ; 
It speak* of health and strength, and, oh t 
What dearer blessings here below i 

UaiTT I he hath a sooty brow j 
Bnt there are brain* within, I trow t 
The blvkDOi that o'cnhadows it. 
Doth hide a mine of rude old wit. 
Wboae pleassunce oft will downward fly. 
And sparkle in bii broad, liold eye | 
A meny trulh which ye, who'd know, 
Go watch him, while he lings, " dnst ho ! " 

Old brawny songster t 'tis lo me 

A marvel and a mjsleir. 

The jovial and Stentorian gusto 

With which thou daily callesi " dnit ho I " 

How oaeful art thou, making clean 

"The dwellings both of rich and mean. 

Unheeding each small itrect-bor <lf 

Who tanntinglj oriea, "dcanttiTielft " 



TO THE CUCKOO. 
O BLITHB new comer I I have beard, 

I bear thee and rejoice. 
O Cuckoo 1 shall I call thee bird. 

Or but a wandering voice i 

While I am Ij'ing on the grass 

Thy twofold shout I bear. 
From hill to bill it teems to pau. 

At once far off and near. 

Though babbling only, to the vale. 

Of sunshine and of flowers. 
Thou bftDgesI unto me a talc 

or vlaionary hours. 

Thrice welcome, darling of the Spring t 

Even yet thou art to me 
No lurd i but an invisible thing, 

A voice, a mystery. 

WlLLUtU WOBDS WORTH. 



Cuckoo Notes. 
O BLVTHB Dew paper I From thy page 

Seductive scrap* I cull. 
O Csckoo, shall [ call thee sage? 

I mnncl call thee dull I 
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Th]F " Notes " provoke a lau^h ; 
From line to line uiToplici run, 
And twinkle at Ihy chaff. 

From Fetter Lane I hear thee call 

To iboniantis far away ; 
Aod QDto roe thou bringest all 

The gossip of the day ! 

"Thrice welcome, darling of the Spline ' ' 

To me thou art, no doubt 
No bird, but a most novel thing— 

Tbe brightest paper out I 

F. B. DovETON. 



THE REVERIE OF POOR SUSAN. 
At the corner of Wood Street when daylight appears, 
Hangs a thrash that sings loud, it has sung for three years 
Poor Susan has passed by the spot, and hsi heard 
In the silence of morning the sodk of the bird. 

'Tis a note of enchantment ; whatailsher? She sees 



Green paslDtcs she views in the midst of the dale, 
Down which ahe so often has tri^xd with her pail i 
And a single small cottage, a nest like a dove's. 
The one only dwelling on earth that she loves. 

She looks, and her heart is in heaven t but they fade, 
The mbl and tbe river, the hill and the shade ; 
Tlie stream will not flow, and the hill will not rise. 
And the colour* hate all passed away from her eye*. 



SmpLiciTV. 

"Simplicity is a characteriatie of the highest ipedet of 

foetrr. Now, no one has carried the fimpte to ftr M 

Wordsworth ; and, as I bold it good always to imitate pet- 

fectloD, I have taken the following lines for my model !— 

ViOLrrs, do what they will, 

Wither' d on the ground must lie : 
Doisiei will be daisies still ; 
Daluea they must live and die. 

I fear much, leit tome maninff, which may have crept into 
m^ venes should prove destructive of that exquisite 



Pair women win the hearts of men, 
Men the hearta of women too I 

It hat been so, the Lord knows when— 
What then can the poor things do f 

Their blue eyes will be blue eyes still ; 

Will have fire, and fiie will warm : 
Lipi will be lips, $ay what they will ; 

And to kiss them, Where's the harm ? 

To church, to marry, fair one, go — 
Bells in belfries toll, ding dong ; 
" IT mother did not so, 

II mother, child, did wrong. 



If vouT mother 

Then your m 



nitled, not because it is too long hot 



iiecanse it is too broad.) 
From Tht Brilith Pros. March 3, 1813. 



What Womem makb of Mam. 



The Reverie op a root Sqi;eezed 'un. 

At the East end of Paul's, there's a plot that's for sale : 
And tbe Press sings out, *' Buy it ! ' — the cry's somewhat 

stale. 
The Londoner, hustled and crowded, can tell 
How iMrrow the roadway, the pavement as well. 

HU fiuuT nms riot I What ails him? He sees 
A Boulevard appearing, all shaded by trees ; 
Wtb ease and with comfotc the 'busses now elide 
From Cannon Street corner to busy Cheapside. 

A Toad, " wide at Holborn," allows him to view 

The Cathedral uprising in dignity new ; 

And a fine open space lets the oxygen roam 

Where tcbool-boyt and merchants once boaited a home. 

Me looks, and his joy grows intense I But they fade — 
The visions of elbow-room, liuuicvard, and shade ; 
And the space will be speedily built on, unless 
To the cry of, "Oh, buy it I " the City tayt, "Yet. " 

PunA. December 36, 1885. 

(Bat the City auihoiiiiei, did no* say " Vet," and the 
ground bat all been covered with lofty w"*' ' 



To her fair face had nature linked 
A subtle charm that through me rt 

And it pleased my heart to uiink, 
I was a Udy's man. 



To have her hand did 1 bat d 



My ontMretohed hands caught hold her arm. 

And drew her to ipy ude. 
I told my love, confessed her charm ; 

The maiden quick replied 

" Here comet my husband ; " then she went ; 

The maiden even ran I 
Have I not reason to lament 

What maidens make of man I 

Wm. E, Doublbdav. 
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The Varra-Yarka Unvisitkd. 
Writttit in an Atulralian Album an id Homt Taur 
Nt'U hiTc J rambled on its nuige. 

Ne'er aneled 'mid It* willoin ; 
I ne'ei have uiled in ikiff ot barge 

Upon ill Unguid bjllowi. 
Yel will I ling u Cilluiui 

Once une >l Goncume Buia — 
Vel-wiUltingMbetllcui 

The luy wioding Varra. 

Ah < many a day of weary (oil. 

And much privalkm well Ixwoe, 
Have Mrved to tame the rampaDt noil 

And raiie thii riting Melbaume. 
Some foity yean ago, ai wild, 

A( lonely ai Sahara, 
Now rife with life and Trade'i keen ilrife, 

Jait at Ibe mouth of Varra. 



hecity, 

Pait holy Abbottford it eudes— 

To wtuch it owei thii diiiy. 
For Id Anitnlian album, whj 

Waste pniw od Connemar*, 
Tb* beart'i in AbboUfbrd, and I 

WiU praiie iU Yarra- Varra. 

The biead whoie friendihip gave me thine. 

With IcindDeu pait all telling, 
Piuiaet me lince the " auld lang lyne " 

When Erit with him I fell in. 
Ab I while we watched the lummei tide 

Lap thy gray rocki, Kinvara, 
We recked not that o'ei oceani wide 

He-d fly to Yarra-Vaira I 



He telli me that the tky above 

Ii blner far and brighter 
Tbao that which ipani the itle wi 



d many an avit mra 
Of briUiant plume but tunelew thraat, 
Skimi o'er the sparkling Yarta. 

When thall I breathe that purer air ? 

Quite lately 1 have had acme 
Fait chance of being mmmoned Ibert 

If mmmoned, koc arfnim f 
The motto of out Bedford race 

la Ihia : <A< tan tan^ 
(The aceeot ilightly I miiplace 

To coax a thyme fbi Yarra. ) 

More muiical than new Adate 

Iti olden name Athdara, 
And TenayioDt meek Lady Clare 

Growi itatelier ai Clara 
Had not my Muie such gemi to ipare 

For gemming thy tian, 
She would not waite a doable ihare 

On thU one stanta, Yarra I 

There ii not nolty of theme 



My thougbti oould mOTe— but anab t 
What can ■ poet do who't bound 
To cIqk each vene wi^ Y«i*a? 

And notice here our rhythmic cbotdi 

Are itrici in orthodoiy, 
Nor do they force two little word* 

For one to an aa proxy, 
Au article to hanhly tceat 

(A* in thii line) would mat a 
Mot! coDicientiont rhyming feat 

Achieved to honoui Yarra. 

Bnt DOW, at laat, we muil give o'er 

With our Wordiworthian lapphic. 
Though sundry rbymes remain in store 

Historic, topographic. 
Like thoie we've hitherto Inpresied, 

A Lara and Bokhara, 
Carrara, Mant, and the rest ; 

But how link thete with Varra ? 

My trickling thread of metre wells 

A* if 'Iwonld well for ever : 
So mountain Mreamlel swells and swells 

Into a stream, ■ river. 
But DOW my harp as mute roust grow 

As that which hann at Tata. 
Farewell, dear Maid from Bendigo ! 
Farewell, O Yatra- Varra I 

W. L. 
litis imitation of Wordiwortb's poems, Tarrtw Vimniii, 
Farrow Viiittd,tni 7arr«w Ann'led, appeared originally ia 
Tkt Monlk, May and June, 1871. The allusion in the finl 
verse is to J. J. Callanan, an Iriah poet, who wrote 6ouf«inM 
Barra, which is insertial in BOt't Slatidanl Stoe^enitt. 
(Belfast, 1874) p. 436- 



A SONNET ON THE SONNET. 

Scorn not the Sonnet ; Critic, yon have frowned 
Mindless of its juit honoart ; with this key 
Shakespeare oiilocked his heart ; the melody 
Of this small lute gave ease to Peliarch's wound 
A tboussnd times this pipe did Tasto sound; 



Hi* 

It cheered mild Spenser, called from faery-land 

To straggle through daik ways ; and whtm a damp 

Fell round the path of Hilton, In his hand 

The lliing became a trumpet ; whence he blew 

Soul-animating strain! — alas, too few I 

William Wormwortii 



TkAMsijiTioN RV M. Dk St. Bstrvi. 
Ne ris point des lonnets, critique moqneori 
Par unour aatrefois en fit le grand Shakipeare ; 
C'esl tnr ce luth heureui que Petrarque ioupirc, 
Ut qne le Tasse am [en soulage nn pea ion rav ; 

Camoeni de ion eail ahrige la longneur. 

Car U chante en sonnets I'amour et son empire : 

Dante aime celte fleur de myite, et U respire, 

Kt la mile au cypitt que ceint ion front Tainqneni, 
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SpenicT, t'en revMMiit de 1'ile da fjoiet. 
Exhale en longi (onaeti m* triiteua chJriei ; 
UiltOD, chuiUnt 1m tieu, niiimut Km regud : 
Mai I je venx njennir U itna MDnet en Fraoce, 
Do BtlUiy, le premicT, ruporU de Florence. 
Et I'oo en uit plai d'on de nobe *ieiut Roniud. 



Ak Auekican Pakodt. 
SCOKH not tlie roeeredunm. Rooiewlvet, ron have ctraked 



The poet 

The Hute with ElowiDg pipe, and Thackeraj joked 

And wrote and tvif in nicotiolan mood ; 

Hawthorne with thu hath cheeicil hU Mlitode ; 
A tboound times thii jnpe hath Lowell tmoked ; 
Foil oft hath Aldiich. Stoddard, Tajlot, Cnwcb, 

And manj more whcMc vcrtei Boat aboal, 

Pnffed the Virginian or Havana leaf ; 

And when the poet'i or the artiit'i btaneh, 

Dropa no wMahiing fniit, how iweet to pool 
Conwlatoty whiffi — alai, too brief I 



BDLL in THI PKINTINa OPPICB. 

A Woriiwortkum Saiaul. 



Drag^Bst the haavy wain of laxM, flang 
In growing heap, from Ihy poor brethren fleeced. 
Hadst thoQ a liteniy aense of ihame, 

How wonlda't thou croih, and toss, and rand, and gore, 

The prisling preu, and bands that work theraforr. 
For the nd truh that iMaes fron the laaia. 
If tbejr wonld print no other worki than mine. 

Tba tsak were nobler ; bat, alaa, in vain. 

Of andience few and nnflt I complain. 
Bull WOD'I beliere in Sonthey's verse and mine. 



CnilakMk'iComkAtmaii^. 1S46. 



BtLLT ROUTINO. 

A LyriMt BtHai. 
Pit (ntiject for beioic aton. 



y Routing's name I 
Thii poem, written in Imitation of Wordswoith, conalM* 
of tbirtaen Tsraea; It wilt be fonnd In Vol, I. MivOiiUt 
by W, Maginn, London. Sampaon, Low and Co. 1S85, 
In the same Vola me will be loood a rather doll imitatioD 
of Wordaworth's Exmriio*, entitled Tin Kaa Pot, which 



BlLi-r BUNM. 

I KNEW a man that died for lore, 

Hb name, I ween, was BiDy Blinn ; 

His back wa* bump'd, his hair was gny. 

And, on a inltiT nmmer dar. 

We found him floatiog In the Ihw. 



Once as we stood before hii door 

Smoking, and wondering who thoald past, 
Then trundling past him in a cart 
Came Susan Foy, she won hi* heart, 

Sfae was a gallant lass. 

And Billy Blinn conceal'd the flame 

That bam'd, and tcotch'd hit very Mood ; 
Bat often was h« beard to sigh. 
And witb hi* sleeve he wiped bli aye. 
In a dejected mood, 

A party of recruiters came 

To wile oar cottars, man and boy ; 
Their coats were red, their cnfii wck blue. 
And boldly, withoat noie ado. 

Off with the troop went Susan Foy I 

When poor old Billy beard the news. 
He tore his hairs so thin and grey ; 

He beat (he hump upon hi* back. 

And ever did he cry, "AbMk, 
Obon, oh me I — ala* a-day I" 



Hit day* in *orrow and despair. 
It eonld not last— this inward strife ; 
The lover be grew tired of life. 

And UDnter'd here and there. 

At lengtl^ 'twai on a niaonlight eve, 

lie skies were blue, the winds were still ; 
He wander'd from hii wretched but, 
And, (hough he left the door anshal. 
He sought the lonely bilL 

He look'd upon the lovely moon, 

He look'd apon the twinkling *lait ; 

" How peacefiil all is tber^" be said, 

'' No noiiy tumult there i> bted. 
And no intestine wars." 

But misery overcame hii beait. 

For all was waste and war within j 
And mshing forward with a le^i. 
O'er oag* a hundred fathoms sleep. 
He phiuged into the linn. 

Wefb 



Oh reckless woman, Susan Foy, 

To leave the poor, old, loving man. 

And with a soldier, yoang and gay. 

Thai harkit-llke to ran away 
To India or Japan. 

Poor Billy BIhu, with h^ so while 

Poor Billy Blinn was stiff and cold ; 
Will Adse he made a coffin neat. 



Willi AH Maqinn, 



FaaoMBHT iH Ihitatioh of Wordswoitk. 



It winds a little h«fe and tt 
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It wind* aboQt like anj bus ; 
Aod then it Ukes u straight ■ coons 
A* on a tnropika road a bone^ 
Or througn the air an arrow. 

Tbe trees that grow apoo the shore. 
Rave grown a baodreo yean or more : 

So tong there is no knowing. 
Old Daniel Dobaon does not know 
When Gnt those trees b<^an to grow ; 
But tlill tbef grew, and grew, and grew. 
As if they'd Dothiug else to do, 

But ever (o be growing. 

The impalses of air and aiif 

Have reared their stately stetos so bigb. 

And clothed their boagbs with green ; 
Tbeir leave* the dews of evenicg quafl, — 

And when Ihe wind blows load and keen, 
I've seen tbe jolly timbers langh, 

And shalw their sides with merry glee^ 

Wagging tbeir heads in mockery. 

IHs'd are tbeir feet in aotid eartb. 

Where winds can never blow ; 
Bat viniings of deei>Br birth 

Have reached tbeir roots below. 
For tbey bavs gained the rivn's brink. 
And of tbe living waters drink. 

There'* little Will, a five year's child- 
He is my youngest boy ; 

To look OD eyes so fair and wild. 
It is a very joy ; — 

Ha hsth conversed with snn and ihower, 

And dwelt with every idle flower, 
A* fresh and gay as them, 

He loiter* with the briar ros& 

The bine belles sre his plav-fellow*, 
That danca upon Ibeu' •tender stem. 

And I have (aid, my little Will, 
Wby should ooi he contioae still 

A thing of Namre's rearing ?• 
A thing beyond Ihe world's control — 
A living vcfietabte soul, — 

No human aorrow ilurlng. 

It were a blessed sight to see 
That child become a willow tree. 

Hi* brother trees among. 
He'd be four times as tall as me^ 

And live three times as long. 

This parody was wiilten by Miss Catherine Maria Pan- 
abawe, and is included in her " Literary Remains," pnb- 
llvbed in 1876 by B. M. Pickerine, London. In a foot note 
to the parody it is stated that a dislia^isbed lady fricmd, 
and admirer, of Wordsworth thought it beantifnl and was 
■nrpriied that be had never shown it to her. 

The same little volume conlnins an " Ode in imitation 
of Gray," in whicb tbe (oIlDwing lines occur relating to 
the pnrcbase of a lady's hat : — 



The milliner officious ponn 
Of bats and caps *" ' 

Tbe nnbou) 
Some wid^ d 
Some abadowy, lend a modest graca 

And stretch th^ sbaltaiing wing. 



miiimer omcioDS pours 
Its and caps ber ready store*, 
e nnbongbt elegance of spriiu : 
I wid^ disclose the full rotind lace. 



Hen eaity Uoom* the sammer rose ; 
Here ribbons wreathe fantastic bows t 
Hei« plays g>y plumage of a thousand dye^- 
Visioni of beaaty, spare my aching eyes I 
Ye cnmbroo* hahions, crowd not 00 my head I 
Mine be the chip ot pnreat white, 
Swan-lik^ and as ber leathers light 
When on the still wave spread ; 
And let it wear tbe gracMol dress 
Of unadomU simpleness. 

Ab I frngsl wish ; ah I pleasing thought ; 

Ah J hope iDdnlged io vain ; 
or modest fancy cheaply bought, 

A stranger yet to I^yne.* 
IVith nndissembled grief I tell, — 

For sorrow never conies too lat^— 
The simplest bonilet in Pall Mall 

Is sold for £1 8s. 



Shall end where they b ^ 
Alike the shabby and the say. 
Must meet Ihe (tin's meridian ray ; 

Tbe air, the dust, tbe damp. 
This, shall the sudden shower despoil ; 
That, slow decay by gradual soil [ 

Tbose^ envious bous cramp. 

Who will, their squandered gold may pay ; 

Who will, our taste deride; 
We'll scorn the fashion of the day 

With Philosophic pride. 

Metbinks we tbns, in accents low. 

Might Sydney Smith addresa, 
" Poor moralist t and what art tbon, 

Who never spoke of dress } " 
"Thy mental hero never bung 
Suspended on a tailor's longa^ 

In agonising doubt : 
Thy tale no flnti'ring female sfaow'd. 
Who languished for tbe newest mode. 

Yet dar'd to live without" 

There is also a serions imitation of Cowper's 
Selkirk i" it is eotilled : 

Lines 
ByjfpoMi to toee btm wriM«)i ty SeMuon Orvot « 
ocgiwsitVen «f S'Tiday. 
I HAVB stood 00 the brink of the grave ; 
Savage feet have imprinted tbe sand ; 
But an arm that was mighty to sav«^ 
Has saved in this lernble land. 



Ralph RArraT. 

A. WordiwortkUn WarUt. 

[Lady John Manners thinks it would be so nioe to offer 



• A luhloiulil* mllliDH. 
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WILLIAM WORDSWORTH loj 


And l-otber dt; It «u my luck 


WortaMTlh, who i»M U MMy. 


To meet that pearl ofpoatmea. 


"Come, little cotti«e gitl, yoo seem 




To want my cup of tea ( 


^ whilo helet (^stout cria. 


And will you take a little cream } 


Nowtdl the truth tome." 


And silaitlr a crowd Mood by 




Aod IlUBUed to bis onicTlea. 






Her cheek was soft 11 lilk. 


EpiMle* rotiDd abont hit framo 


And she repUed, " Sir, please put in 
AlittledropofmUk.'' 


Formed qoite a pretty bocder ; 
Toased bere and ifiere the miinvM lay 
In moat admired disorder. 


" Why. what pot milk into yoot head ? 

•Til cream my cows sumly ; " 
And live timet to the child I laid, 




Hia coat was all undone. 


"Why. piB-bead. tellme, why?" 


Yon might have searched *ide Laodon. 


" Von call me pig-head," she repUed ; 

"I cJl^S!^t'mS^ebliihed withpride- 
" Yon bade me speak the truth." 


But though poor Ralph no more wm pinched 

By awathes of taUora' atofl, ha 
Still inffered pain. I ne'er before 


Poi. who gal txciiti evfr it. 


Had aeen a wight bo puffy. 






What a world of rapturous thoo^l iU (ragnuca 
Oh, from out the sUVet cells 


Within iU hempen letlera. 
D. Lambert bad Sai beaten by 


TUs bloated lord of letters ! 


How it smells 1 


" What's wrong ?" 1 asked the (traaning wretch. 
" Say, have yon ' growed ' like Topey ? 




And the kettle on the Ere 


Is poison lurking in yonr veins ? 
Or it yonr ailment dropsy ? " 


Boils Its spout off with desire. 
With a desperate desire 


" Ifs Manners- tip that's laid me taw," 

This aeswer did Ralph matter. 
"Im buiUnt, tir, with c»j>i o' Ua, 


Now, now to tit (W never, 


But he always came home to tea, tea, lea, te«^ t«^ 
Tea to the a-ith. 


F%nnt Folki. December, 1885. 


Rosuiti, Mto iMJt lir w^i >/ it. 




The lilies lie in my Udys bower. 




(0 weary mother, drive the cows to nxnt) 
They faintly droop for a little hour ; 
My ladyt bead droops like a Bowei. 




THE POETS AT TEA. 


Soch It the title of a series of short clever parodies which 


She took the poicrialn in her band. 


tmeitaiii7TuCambHdg,FoTtnigMyiFth.7.tSgS). This 
bi^ little msgaiine is publish^ by Hr. Octavui Tomton, 


(O <Maiy mother, drive the cow* to roost), 


She poured ; I drank at her command. 


16, King's Parade, Ca>nbridKe. Four verses are here 


Drank deep, and now— yon nndeistaod 1 


omitted, bat the Utkt art given :- 


(0 weary mother, drive the cows to tootl). 


lltunUt, wko mail it. 


Burnt, mho liM it adtUtrttid. 


Pour, varlet, pour the water. 


Weel, fin ye speir. I'm no inclined. 


The water tteunlng hot I 


Whuiky or tay-to state my mind 


A spoonful for each min of us. 


Fore aoe or itber i 


Another for the pot 1 


For, gin I tak the first, I'm fon. 


We shall not drink from amber. 


And (An the next, I'm dull at you. 


No Capnan slave shall mix 


Mix a- thecitber. 


For DS the snows of Athos 




With port at thirty^i 1 
Whiter Uian snow tbe crystals 


ToU WMmM, wio iMit'f tbv ■"«" <'t<>» « "^>»'*- 


One cop for my self-hood, 

Man? for you. AUons, cameradot, we wiH 


Grown tweet 'neath tropic iiret. 


More rich the herb of China's Geld, 


drink t^etber 


The pasture-lands more rragranee yield 


For ever let Britannia wield 


when you've done with it. 


The lea-pot of her tires 1 


What butler-cotaur'd hair you've got ; I don't 


Utanm, Bulo (ooA if hat. 


want to be personaL 
AU-rifiht, then, you needn't Yoo'te a strfe- 


Swtmbutnl, who Ul U fit enU. 


cadSver. 


Bnmmiag, aho inttii it tUtgoriailtt. 
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PETER BELL. 
Petbk Sklli a Lyrical BaUad. LoDdon. 
Printed for Taylor & Hessey, 93, Fleet Street 
181 9. 

Such is the title of aa amusing parody, con- 
taiaed in a small pamphlet of 39 pages, with 
Preface, Poem, and Foot-notes, all in ridicule 
of the vanity and egotism of the author of 
the real original "P«t»r Bell." The Preface 
states: — 

" II ii DOW A, period of ooe-uid-twenty jon lince I 6m 
mole looe of the mait perfect eampoiitioni that ever 
dropped from poetical pen. Ky heart hjith been right and 
powerful all iti rean. I never thought on evil or a weak 
thought In mj lift; II hat been my aim and my achjere- 
menl to deduce mor*l thunder from bottercups, daisiei, 
celaodbei^ kad (ai a poet Marcely inferior to myietr, hath 
it) ' Mch imall deer." Accuilomed lo mouotaiti loliiudei, 
I can look with a calm and diapauiooate eye upon that 
lieiid^e, Ti]lture-«oDled, adder-fanged critic, whom I have 
not patience to name, and of whoie Review I loathe the 
title, and deteit the contentt. Philosophy hai laught me to 
forgive the miicuided mitcreant, and lo speak of him only 
in termi of paikoce Mtd pity. 

My balladt are the noblett piece* of vene in the whole 
rac^ of Engliah poetry : and I take thii opportnnity of 
telhng the world I bid a great mao. Milton wa* aim a 
great man. Oitian wa* a blind old fooL Copies of my 
previon* works may be bad in any nnmberi, by application 
at my pnbliiher, 

Of Fittr Bill I have only thui much to say : it com- 
pletes the simple ayttem of natural narrative which I began 
so eaily as 1798. 

It i* written in that pure unlaboured style which can only 
be met vrilh among Ubourcri ; and I can safety say thai i 



The parody eonuili of 43 stanu*. and relates how 
Pclet BeX visiting the churchyard, come* across a gravestone 
on wbidi U engiaved W. W. 



It is the thirty-first of march, 
A gusty evening — half past seven ; 
The moon is shining o'er the larch, 
A simple shape — a cock'd up aich. 
"■ ■ ■ • ,rtar, 

« thick in Heaven. 



An old man o'er an old grave stares. 
You never look'd upon his fellow [ 
Hi* brow i) coveled wHb grey hair*, 
As Ihon^ they were an amteelU. 

VI. 
'TU Peter Bell— 'tU Peter Bell, 
Who never stineth in the day ; 
His hand is wiihcT'd— be ia old I 
On Sundays' he is ui'd to pray, 
In winter he is very cold. 

vn. 



HcUng ear— by eat,— by ear,— 

Through wind, — and run, — and son, — and chower, 

From year,— to year,— to year,— to year, 

XXXVIL 

Patient Peto pi»es and proses 

On, from simple eiave to grave ; 

Here marks the cUIJren snatch'd to heaven, 

Not left to blunder " we are seven ; " — 

Even Andrew Jones no powet could **(«. 

XXXVIII. 
What a Seiton's work it here. 
Lord I the Idiot Boy is gone ; 
And Barbara Lewthalles' fate the Mue, 
And cold a* mutton ia her lamb. 
And Alice Fell is bone hj hme. 

XXXIX. 

And lean are thick with Peter Bell, 
Vet stiU he see* one blessed tomb ; 
Tow'rd it he creeps with spectacle*, 
And bending on bis leather knee*, 
He reads the Lotrist'i Poet's doom. 

XU 

The letter* printed are by fate. 

The death ibey say was amcide ; 

He reads- •' Here Uelh W. W. 

Who aevet mote will troable yoo, trouble yon [ " 

The old man smoke* who 'ti* thai died. 

XLI. 
Go home, go home — Old Man, go home j 

Peter hy thee down at ni^t, 
Thon art happy, Peter Bell, 
Say thy prayer for Alice Fell, 

Thon bast sora a biassed liBht. 

XLII. 
He qaits that moon-ligbl yard of aknlli, 
And still he ieelt right gtad, and smitei 
With oioral joy at that old tomb ; 
Peters' cheu recalls its bloom. 
And as he creepetb by the tiles, 
He matters ever-" W. W. 
Never mor« will troable yon. troable yon." 

There baa been some apecaUtion u totbeaatborof tfaii 
parody ,and as far back u 1866 the followitig latter ^>pMred 
in NoUi uU Quritt : 

"It was Reynold!, too, who, in 1819, ttnticipBted the 
genuine Ptitr Bill of Wordawortfa by a apniions PtUr BiU, 
' . which were exhibited and exaggerated thechancteristici 

bim aboDt PM>r 
_. . bad been adyertued, bat its 

pnblication waa bam time to time pnt o£ Some Utarary 
men were gneaain^ at the canae of this delay, and one 
uid, Wordsworth la keeping it back to elaborate. ' Blab- 
oratel' saldReynotds, 'Illieeif Ican'tgeloneoat befon 
him.' He sel to work tbalafteraoon, and sent hiapoeifito 
the printer the next evening. I think it was oat »boaI a 
fortnight before Wordsworth'i. Up to the pnblication of 
Pitir Bill, they were literary friends and occasionally ax- 
changed letters. The joke annoyed Wordsworth, who gave 
np the acqoaintance." 

Sbelky also wrote a parody of PtUr BtU, 
A parody entitled " Tlu Dmd Aau, a Lyrical Ballad " 
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WILLIAM WORDSWORTH 



»05 



wM alio jMbliilMd in iSio, bnt no copy o( it cub* {bund 
in (be Bntiih Mmenni Librarf. 

"Btigami» Ik* Vaggonir, ■ Rrehte metric tnd eooccitede 
taleiDTnte." A FngmeoL Londoo, Baldwin. 1S19. 
AnonTmom. The iDtiodDetian ii ligned PiUr Plagu-tm. 

Thia clerei barleiqiie of "Peta Bell," It an ocUTOof 
96 pagea, aod coniiiti of an lotTodnctioii, the poem, and 
■ome yaj fcolix notei, all in ladicioM Imitatioo of 
Wotdiwoitfa. 

TBiKt't wcnelhing Id a gtau of ala, 
Hiere'i MmetUng in good toga candy ; 

And wben ■ nuui It settiDg cold. 

And vhen l)ie veathci'i getting cold, 
Theic't •omething in a glaai of brandy. 



Thete't tomctbing In Gambado'i horu 
Thcre'i lomething in a velocipede ; 

That'i the hone I'd like the betl. 

On it root book may eaty reil. 
And he wbo rant may read. 

I with I had a pair of wingi, 
And like the arab^ a Utile p^ ; 
I'd iiutant lay acioii my leg, 
And riling up to other tpbetet. 
No mote ihoald critic* to my can. 

And now J fu»t a velocipede, 

And now I have the little pe^ 

And now I've Bx'd upon it wingi. 

And bidding adien to eaitbly thingt, 

I lift, — and lay icrott my 1^. 

Now I riae, and away we go, 

kly little bobby-horte and me ; 
And now I'm neat (be planet Venni, 
Nothing teemi to be between ni. 
Nm a bit of eaith I lee. 



I love the woidi which nm lo eaiy — 
Boat and Boat — and yon and do — 

Am and grau make pretty rhyme ; 

Boat, I've uied it many a time. 
And au— limn juit f6r(y-(wo. 

te parody it amoiing, but eiceedingly frivolont, 1 
ipl it made (o do more than ridicme the limplid 



"Pktir Bill." 



"n* book ii entitkd " 
pUa," and detcribci the carioni Bibliographical collection 
made by Hi. George W. Giildi, of thatcity. 

Thit catalogue is tn Mr. F. W. Robinton, and printed by 
Collint, of Philadelphia, in 1883. 

Mention in it ii made of a lii volgme edition of Lord 
Byton'i worki pinented to Mr. Cblldi by John Murray, the 
pabUiher. In the firat volume of thiitetiiinierted a copy 
of Wordtworth'i poem Fttir BeU, a poem for which Lind 
Byron, who generally diiliked WordtwoTlh'i poetry, had a 
tpcda) avenion, and in thit copy he had tcnbbled on the 
maqiin a parody of (he commencemeat of the poem. Thit 
parody hat noi hilherlo been publiihed in England. 



Wordtwotth't ftUr Bill commence* thtit : 

Rydal Mnunt, April 7, i8ig. 
Pkoloouk. 
Thgrk's lomething in a flying bone. 
There*! lomethine in a huge mIIooo : 
Bdi throogh the cloudt I'll never float. 
Until I have a little boat. 
Whose thape it like (he crescent moon. 

And now I liaei a lilUe boat, 

In thape a ven ctetcent moon i— 

Faht through the clouds my boat can adl. 

But if perchance your faith should fail, 

Look up — and you shall sec me soon I 

Lord Byron's ^sguit is eipretied in these lines ; 

Ravenna, aa March, 1620. 

EriLooui. 

THBi.s'a something in a stuirid ass ; 

And something in a heavy dunce ; 

But never since I went to school 

I heard or taw to damned a Ibol 

At William Wordtwotth U for onM. 

And DOW I've acen to great a fool 
As William Woidswoith is for once ; 
I realty wish that Peter Bell 
And he who wrote it, were in hell. 
Fee writing nonsense for the nonce. 

Ill 



William Wotdtworth—if I rnij^t advUe : 
Content you with the ptaite you get, 
From Sir George Beaumont, Baronet, 

And with your place in the Excise. 



host: 

' I'is reared that oat of all their mui of promises lo pay, 
The devil alone will get his due 1 he'll take them at hu day. 

Thii the tint vene of one of the Paptr itontf Lfritt (in 
i.niution of William Wordsworth) written by T. L. Peacock. 
The poem will b« found in the thud Volumeof Tht Works of 
Tlditai Looi Ptteek. London. R. Bentley & Son, 1S75. 
A great many parodies of Wordsworth are 
to be found in books published forty or fifty 
yean ago, but they are, for the most part, dull 
and uninteresting, a fen of the best only DMd 
be enumerated. 

Old Cumbtrtand Pedlar. In " Waireniina." By W. P. 
DcacoD. Longman & Co., LondjiL 1S24. 

3%« Stranger, Th* Flying Tailor, and Jamtt Bigg. In 
"The Poetic Hittor.'' By James Hocg. Longman & Co. 
Loitdon. 1S16. Specimen the Fourth, in " Rejected Odet" 
(London, 181J), isaparody of "Alice Fell" 

Tht Story of Doctor Fill aad Qaffer Qrtiub, after tbeiooU 
approved modern style, and containing Ifanlt- mrft imita- 
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tioD, appeued in VoL lo otTkt BatirM (London^ This b 

> long and ipiteful pvod t cf Qeadg Btaki and Horry Gill, 

which WM fint publuhed tn Lyrical BatladtiBtatol) 101798. 

" Tim the Tadtit, & t^riul ballad, (upposcd lo be written 

SW. W. " it to be found in Portical Werkt bj WiUiun 
othcTwell, Paitley. Alexander Gardnei. iSBi. It it » 
ftitij good imitation of itjle, and migbt pa» foi one of 
Wordiwortb's minor balladi. 



WORDSWORTH AS POET LAUREATE. 
On the death of Robert Soutbey, in 1843, 
the appointment of Poet Laureate was offend 
to Wordsworth. At fint be declined on the 
plea that he was too far advanced in life to 
undertake the duties of the office ; thereupon 
Sir Robert Peel wrote r — " Do not be deterred 
by the fear of any obligations which the ap- 
pointment may be supposed to imply. I will 
undertake that you shall have tuithing rehired 
from you." Thus pressed, Wordsworth ac- 
cepted tbe title and the pension, he being 
already in the receipt of a handsome annuity 
from the Government. The warrant was dated 
April 6, 1843, and ha retained the ofiice till 
his death in 1850. He wrote a sonnet on the 
occasion of his appointment, which for vanity 
and egotism is probably unparallelled in litera- 
ture, but beyond this he paid little further 
attention, either to the office, or its ancient 
duties.* 

Mk. Wokdswokth's suffoskd Odk on thb 

Installation of H.R.H. Pkinci Albeit at 

Cambkidgi, Juni, 1847. 

tEsdun'tK.) 

I. 

Sons of the Cam. awake I 
Come, itir, jre ileeping elvet ; 

Arite, 01 elie jrour Piince will take 

A riie out of jronnelvel. 

Fait nun, come breakfalt ialtei, 






Ramllton. (Loodoa, Rhv« iindTuni*r.) 



Idunnd 0/ Kittland, 



I, by'ltM»t 



Slow man, drink off joai lloe ; 
Proctor and Doctor, g}p and Maiter, 

Do ihow lome little go 1 
Ye Prindpalt, majeiliail move on ; 
And all yt Dons, come TOlHng like tbe Don. 

tl. 
We'ie 0W Field Maithal now, 

Let lui pride be o'ct ; 
Those ioni of Oiod ihall not cow 

Oui ipdriti Bi of yore. 
"Pib" of SL John, 

Wiih "Foi" of Boon, 
Henceforth in learning'! feait go inacki. 

And Germany 

Shalt crowd to lee 
Oui Cambridge racei nin in Saie. 

III. 



If all be true that CanUbi Itale, 

Tliy coKl-abilltT it great. 

Come, meek of ipeech, and bland of atyle. 

Come, imile ai thou weft wont lo imile. 

At fain, you know, for hall they grin, 

Rut here (or mitres— come begin, 

Lack you a theme for laughter ? better 

Think of your own election letter ; 

Ot of your eptaph — " Hete Whewdl Met, 

Matter of Am— thai cauied hinuelf lo rise." 

IV. 



Tan aurft, (uaiii Jfereurte, 

Dear it yoDC chosen head. 
He holdi a balan and its true. 
That Wellington can't cairv two. 
Waste ye tbe midnight oil by pail* 
Vour chieftain claimi the Pnnce of Wales. 
At home his window- view explores 

Those classic icenet displayed. 
Where grateful idence still adores 



From Ttie Man in Iht Moon. Vol. 1. 
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SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERIDGE. 

Born October 21, 1772. Died July 25, 1834. 



Tbe poetical fame of Coleridge rests princi- 
palljr upon Th« Rime of tht Aneimt Mariner, and 
Cknftabd, both of which are so well known 
that it is quite unnecessary to reprint them, 
especially as Messrs. Ward, Lock & Co. have 
recently published a very cheap and handy 
edition of the miscellaneous poems of Coleridge, 
containing the above, as well as some other 
poems which, being less known, have not given 
rise to so many parodies. 



THE ANCIENT MARINER. 
Tbw weird poani wu foooiled on a Unom dream 
which a frinid of Coleridge bad, who bncied ha raw a 
■lulaUm ihip, with figure* in it. Wordsworth wrote a 
few lines of it, and th« idea of shooting an albatross 
appears to have beem his. At Coleridge bimeelf informs 
OS, it was planned and partljr composed dnrjng a walk 
with WoroBwortb and his sister, in the anlDmo of 

1797. It was first pnbliihad in 1798, in a volume entitled 
" Lfrienl BaHadt, with a few other Poems," Bristol, 

1798. II Is the openbg poem of the volume, and is 
quaintly styled " The Sim» of Ok Atuytnt Uarinen," in 
■oven parts. Most of the other poems in tbe TOlame 
were written tn* Wordsworth. The first veruoo con- 
tained a stania (the elerentb in Part III.) which baa been 
omitted bom all sabaequeDt reprints : 

" His bones were black with many a crack, 

All black and bare I ween ; 
Jet black and bare, rave where with nist, 
CH mouldy damps and cbamel craat 
Thvf were patch'd with porple and green." 
Tbe First Part, which is thst most ftequently parodied, is 
^Tcn below ; — 

Part I 
It is an ancient Mariner, 

And be itoppeth one of three. 
" Bv tby long grey beard and glittering eye. 
Now wherefore slopp'sl tbon sw ? 



He holda him with his skinny hand, 
"There wa* a ship," quoth be. 

" Hold off I unhand me, grey-beard lo 
Eftiooni bis hand dnipl he. 



He holds him with Ma glittering eye— 
The Wedding-Guest stood itiU, 

And listens like s three yeaii' child ; 
Tbe Usrinet hsth hU will. 



"The ship was cheered, the harbour cleared, 

Henily did we dtop 
Below tbe kit k, below the bill, 

Below the li^l-honse top. 

The sun came up upon the left. 

Out of the sra came be I 
And he shone bii^t, and on the right 

Went down bio the sea. 



Hidier and higher every day. 
Till over the mail at noon — " 



The tvide bath paced into tbe hall. 



The Weddiug-Guetl he beat hii brrait. 
Yet be cannot choose but hear ; 

And thus ipake on that ancieat man 
Tbe bright-eyed Mariner. 

" And now tbe storm-blast came, and be 

Was tyrannous and strong : 
He stnck with bis o'eitakiog wings. 

And chased ni south along. 



As who frarsued with ji 
Still treads the shadow of bis foe. 

And forward bends bis bead. 
The ship drove fast, loud roared the blast. 

And aontbwaid aye wc Bed. 

And now there came both mist and snow. 

And it grew wondrous cold : 
And ice, mast-high, came floatiiig by, 

As green as emerald. 

And tbrougb the drills tbe inowy difts 

Did send ■ dismal sheen ; 
Nor shapes of men noi beasts we ken— 

The ice wu all between. 

Tbe ice was here, the ice was there. 

The ke wsi all around : 
It cracked and growled, and roared and hoiried. 

Like noises in a iwound I 

At length did cross an albatross. 

Through the f<^ it came ; 
As if it bad been a Cbnslian soul. 

We bailed it in God's name. 

It ate the food it ne'er bad eat. 

And rouitd and round it flew, 
Tbe lee did split with a tbnnder-fit ; 

Tbe helmsman steered as Ibroogh 1 
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Came to the miriaen' b 

Id odtl oi clond, on mut or ihroud, 
It perched for Tcipen nine ; 

Whiki all the night, throngfa foe-tmoli 
Glimmered Ibe while looon-iDioe." 



1 that the AlbMroH." 



S. T. COLIKIDGE. 



THI SHEKITF'S OFflCKR. 

(By On Ortat UnrntntionatU. } 

It li a SheriS'* Officer 

Aod he uoppeih ODB of three. 
" Br thy ihocking bmd bat, and quaint snrlout. 

Now wharefora ilopp'!! thou ma?" 

He collan him with hii dirty hand, 

"Tberoiaa w^i^" qnothhe. 
'' Hold off I nobaad nu^ scoundrel, loon ! 

Thon lietl I it cannot ba J" 



The arrestee ttood it . 
ADd tremble* like a rocking borM, 
Tba offices hath hit wilL 

The arrestee Is dramd along ; 

He cannot choowbnt stir; 
While thu spake on that awfnl maa. 

The SheriO'* Officer. 

Tha oath was drawn, the oath wa* sworn. 
The parchment poanced, and all thai. 

The signar signed, and the saaler sealed. 
And lo, here it the Latitat 

" I am the bailiff em^oyed to nab. 

Out of the Citf I come, 
Where, the lawyer*' will tell yon, then's not a 

Indtfatigable Bnm I" 

The arrestee than 'gan to see 
How the Bnm he conld give leg bail, 

Aod now be bethinks him of a plan. 
Which may, or may not fail. 

*■ Sania Maria, yon've made a mistake 
My hooonr," qaoth he, " upon'!, 

My name, senile Bum, li White, not Wright, 
I'm not ue person you want" 

"Ob, yas, you're the gentleman that I want," 

Wa« ibe wary Bum's reply ; 
Said tba arrestee, " it cannot be. 



The anestae It at Calais now. 

Oat of the Bench came h^ 
Genteelly drei't. like a bock of tba weat, 

Who the deuce oonld ha be ? 

At first they taw him eveij' day, 
And then a week him missed ; 

He weal and came, and came and want. 
He was a Do, I wist. 

A do, a ham, a cheat I wlat, 

Gramercy, obeerve bis grio ; 
He's taking bimaelf of the city oal, 

After taking the citiiens in. 

" Oh, tic, it is a nsaCnl thing, 

Beloved &om pole lo pole i 
The Insolvent** Coort cat* the matter ihoi 

And calms the trotibled lotiL" 

ThOB thought Ibe arrestee, as on 
The deck of a steamer he stood. 

Oblivions qnlle of his Calais debts; 
Having made hit retreat thence good. 

He want lo the Fleet, aod one night came i 

Of his debts and hit character shorn, 
A &ee and uneccumbered man 



Tlu Comit Xagasine. Foorlb Series. 1834. 



La Lectubb Malgu Lui. 
(A latfor Omiait,) 

It it a Trinity Lecturer, 
And he stoppeth one of eight ; 

By [hy lajilem }awi and tpindle thanks. 
Why dost thou make me wait? 

The breakbit'i set, the men ue met. 

And I am peckidt — very. 
It'i late already— hark J that rost I 

May'tt hear tbcm getting merry. 



is nine o'clock," quoth he. 
" Upon my wotd I cannot come. 
For Jones expecleth me." 



. je nnbreak fasted loraed Uoe ; 
He had been hauled up twiee before, 
So hen 



en hauled up tt 

w it wai a do. 



He followed to 111. .. 

And often ughed " Oh dear I" 
While that spake on that lantem-jaw'd. 

And long-l^ged kctniet. 

He talked of liphoni, pnmpt, and valves, 
And eaginet pinifiK hot ; 
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Now wbcD the dock itruck half-put nioe, 

"Hlerc wu ■ thontiDK Doiie ; 
The nDbmkfuted bere bot hii breul, 

Fm he knew 'tWM Jooei'i nrice. 

The cTder-«ap he knowi hith come. 

And he too well on feel. 
That the erP <* walking off with all 

Tha Tcmiiant* of the ineaL 

The nnbceakfaited he i^ratchcd bii head — 

How wretched 'twai to hear ; 
And itill ipake on that lantern-jaw 'd, 

And looK-legEed lectnrer. 



At Jon 



le onbreakfiuted 



But he turned awajr like one who't itarved. 

Foe JE wai " oo the iport ;" 
A aaddet and a hoDciier man. 
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TBK RBin OF TBI Sbbdv BAUinuii, 

Put I. 
It 1« a Medf Barritlere, 

And he bairelh the WR7 10 free — 
" Bf Qtj long limp band and nitf wi^ 

Now wherefore itopp'il thou ne? 

" The CommoDi' doon are open'd wid<^ 

And I'm to he awom in ; 
The Speaker U Mt Ihe Hemben met. 

Ana tnuineii will loon begin." 

He iboweth me hii emptj bag — 

" It once wai full," quoth he : 
He aboweth me hit iaggot brie( 

Marked with a monatrooi fee. 

I Mt me down betide the dooi— 

I could not ehoote but bear, 
Aa thni apake on thai mouldf nail. 

That briefleu Bairiitcre :— 

" Hie kilea ware fiown, Ihe bubblei blown, 

Heiillj went the tcfip ; 
Oiiecton ichemcd, nor ever dreamed 

Of chancel 'twixt cup and lip. 

"The Stag comet out— 'over the left; 

The marhet ri 
The men with a . . 

Are fleeced rigbl hoiriblf. 

" Higher and higher eitrf da; 

Went np Ihe bubble iharci — " 
No iSep I itirred, alEho' I heard 

The Speaker wat at prayer*. 



He'd made tne wiit — I wa* loo late ; 

Yet I could not chooie but bear. 
At thai ipake on that thabbf man, 

That brieSeat Barrittere— 

And now November came, the Law 

Wni tyTannoiu and itrong ; 
The thirtieth day all Plant mutt ttaj, 

And Sectiont, right or wrong. 

" Huo' da; and dark the deep; derii 
Hntt toil and moil with care and cwk } 
Lithographert, with filbert ttu^ 

Mutt ners eo to bed! 
Thri time fliet fatt, the Plant at hut 

Ate all deliTered. 

" And DOW, to nil the moottrout drift, 

Committcea arc enrolled, 
And the; mutt hear each eoancillere 

Hit bnef at length unfold, 

"With wear; haul, from A to Z— 

I trow it wat no plaj' — 
The mcmbcn tat, to be argocd at, 

From eleven till four each da;. 

" Committee* here, Cwamilteet there, 

Commitleei all around ; 
While eountel roared, and joked, and bond, 

And fought, and iiuned, and frowned. 

" Ten gnat, per dav, and ten brieft alwa;. 

Unto m; tnaie ittere came ; 
One halt 1 knew, I could not do, 

But 1 took them all the tune. 

"And I Etew rich, and bdiaved aa licl^ 

And never the tide ilid dron 
And the dunt had flown that I once had know 

On m; ttairoate for honrt to ttop. 



" Twelve brief* one da; on mt table la;, 

With heav; retaincn on each. 
When a knuck at the door uthered la one mor^ 

M; attention to beiecch." 

" Now tave thee, teed; Bairittae, 

And tend ibee quick relief I 
Wbylook'itthouto?" " Ab, thaine and woe t 

1 did refute that brief t " 



" Tbe Market now ^rew rothct ttlfl^ 

And iharei not quite 10 free ; 
Many Directort went abroad. 

And many an Allottee. 

" And brieft fell slack, and no more at our back 

The agenli in crowd* did follow. 
Nor ten timet a day. with papen cc [«;, 

Came to the Baniiter'i nolto I 

" I bad done what wat quite irrcgnUi, 

And it wonld work them grief. 
For all averred that the wortt had ocenned 

Since I lefiued the brie( 
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'Ab. wretch I ' Mid tbe;, 'lotim away 
The fee npon a brleTI ' 

'* The Puiie grew, the billi cune dna, 

Diiecton croued the m ; 
Who knowi which Erit of the bnbtdei burst t 

Tbej went, aad to did we. 

"Down dropt onr wtnk, our feci dropt dawn : 

'Twu b»l M b«d conld be ; 
Not once a week had we to ipeak 

UpiM a Committie. 

" All in the hot Comnittee-room* 

The Birriitem, at oooa 
Halt jawD, and lin^ round the doon, 

Oi thro' the lobbiei mooD. 

" TStj iftei daji we pined away. 

So idle jron've no notion ; 
Ai idle u a loof debate 

UpoD an Iriih motion. 

"Biwne>t, boiineii, everywhere — 

The ConrU it teemed to fill ; 
Bosineu, bniineu, ereiTwhere, 

Bat not one RaUwi; Bill I 

" Yea, even Toong men jnit called — oh dear, 
That tach Ihingi e'er should be 1 — 

By mere half-guinea moCiont wade 
A belter thing than we t 

"About, about, io bonr rout, 
Attotneyt and Q.C.'t, 
Within oar ^ht were payiDg down 
And pocketing of feet I 

Ab I well a-d^l what evil lookt 

Had I from old and yoong I 
And, for itarched kerchief, ue rejected brief 

About my neck wai bung. 

" Farewell, ftiewell ; but thit I teU— 

Ai tore ai there thon'rt lel. 
He beat ihall thrive who most ihall strive 

To keep all he can get. 

" He bieth best, who loveth best 
All fees, both great and imall ; 

For the Bench declares that the etiquette 
Of the Bar is ■ Pocket all.' " 

The Barriitere whose bog ii li^t. 

Whose wig with age is hoar. 
Passed from my ^ht — a thoughtful wight 

I crossed St. Stephen's door, 

And heard debates my brain that ttunned, 

'Bout cnnency and com. 
A sadder and not wiser man. 

I woke the morrow mom. 

PunA. November Mi iS47- 



MyHoDse it met, a question set 



MyHoi 



IS eager hud ; 
" I rise to move," quoth he — 
" Hove off 1 unhand me, long beard loon !' 
Eftsoons his hand diopl he. 

He holds him with his 
'Spell-bound JOHH B 
d listens like a eapiog child 



Spell-bound JOHH BlTLL stands still : 
And listens like a gaping ct " ' 
The orator hath hii will. 



Ths Pkoux Oiator. 



(Six vtraa omitttd.) 
Pwuk (1849} on Thomas C. Ansley, H.P. for Voughal, 

the " PmliY OMifw." 



It is an Ancient Alderman, 
And be stopped one of three ; 

" By thy goutv hand and ruby note. 
Now wherefore ■topp'st thou me? 

" The Adelphi door* have open'd long, 

And I would lave my tin ; 
Ut order's toat at seven o'clock, 

Pennit me to go in." 

He holds him with bis gouty hand, 

"There is the Thames," quoth he; 
" Bother the Thamet," the other cried ; 



He holds him by the glittering guard. 

The Stunning Swell stood still, 
And listens in most sulky style ; 

The Alderman hath his will 

The Stunning Swell against a lamp 

Leant, as if bored to deilh. 
And thus gasp'd on that Alderman, 

With brerity of breath. 

" The Mayor appear'd, the barge was sleer'd, 

Herrily we did drop, — 
The Aldeimaa, in City barge,— 

Along on our Swan-Hop. 

"At the Blackfriars we did embark. 
Where ^pes the mighty sewer." 

The Stunning Swell he itamp't his foot, 
For he heard the overture. 

Hellon bath mounted on his stool. 

The desk he lappelh thrice — 
Four Roberts eow the Swell must pay. 

Or wait for the half-price. 

"We pulled — at least the rowers did — 
Bang through the Bridges thre^ 

And Lambeth Reach, and Chelsea Reach, 
We pais'd full merrily. 

"And then the hour of lunch was come. 



Now wherefore tlopp'st thou me? 
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" We dnnk u>d mt, we e«t Mid dnuik, 

Till fnll wu even lionei ; 
And then we thought we'd go on deck, 

While Staplei laid the dinnci. 

" We leui'd elDiig the buge't KtU, 

Or o'et the bnlwiiki bent; 
We ukl it wu a jollr world, 

Aod folki ihoald be content 

" We Mid it wu • joIlT world. 

Aod e*eiybodj itited 
That what we rud of want and wrong 

Wai much exaggerated, 

"TtMt on the whole we leallr thought 
Thiogt went nncommoo well — 

When uie Remembcancer bawled out, 
'Gogi what a bawful imell.' 

"The Majrat he itartcd to h'u feel, 

Out of hii lordly dote. 
And ranim'd hii icented handkerchief 

CloM up unto hii noie. 

" And ai the imell came fonlly round, 
We gaip'd and ipit, and iwoie ; 

Such an kbomiiuible itench 
We'd neve* imell before. 

"And after comment* fierce and fait 

On that uiuaTOiiry theme. 
For reaaoni which I need not name. 

Each tum'd him to the itream. 

" When fouler, fouler rote the *mell. 

And then we did diskivet 
The louree of all thai awful itcnch. 

Dear Gog, it *as the River I 

" The river it wa» jellow mad. 

With putrid colour* varied. 
And everr kind of Elihy thing 

Upon the tide wai carried. 

"Dead dogi mlimd, and garbage vile, 
And itime, and Kum, and mock ; 

Clung roimd at in a fcelid lake, 
And ooied, and itank, and ttnck. 



"There WM a blunderbuti on board — " 
" Old Cock, what »n vou at — 

Are jrou not well ! " " O gentle Swell, 
/ toek and skol the cat 



Wi pull'd — at leatt the (owert did, — 

How long I cannot tw. 
But up to Richmond'! pleasant bank* 

At length we made our way. 

" llieTe ran the river pore and bright, 

Wilhont a ipeck or (tain ; 
So once it ran at Wettmintter, 

And n might mn again. 



" We own'd the Thamei's Kent wat ttr 
And laid the labouring clauei 

Who lired beiide and dnnk the tide 
Were ref; ilnpid auea. 

" For why not move, ai we had done. 

Out of Ihe itench'i way. 
And why not drink the lort of luth 

That we had drank Ibat day? 

We eat aod drank, we drank and cat, 



Glared in upon the party. 

" In at the cabin window glared. 
Like the red firei of — well. 

But what wBi wone, along with hei 
Tlie creature broughl the Smell. 

"Inio the ealun ponr'd the itench, 

Snffuiing all the air. 
And initant every Alderman 

Fell down bende hii cbait. 



id down that Cat's gicen eyet. 
" And greener grew thoie fiendly ortM^ 



(Ay, greener than green fa 



" Floatiko, floating, down the TbanM*, 

Upon onr backward way. 
All lorli of fool and naity tUngi 

Did uek otn conne to itay. 

odow in they lool 
le deck they lc*f^ 
They crawl'd upon otir viiagei. 
And on oui tdalei they crept 

To tell yoa of their hideoot fornu 
I have nor power noi hope — 

Look on a water drop ihowa in 
The gaieout microacope. 

"They were the Vermin of the itrei 

That now b London'i link ; 
The liUby itream that ii at once 

Her tewer, her batt^ her drink. 



We heard iiiU awful ditty— 
' The Vermin of the Thamei lalule 
The Father* of the City I ' 



IJigitizccbyG.OOt^Ic 



PARODIES OF 



" The WMB it wu m etjtltl bright. 

You uv white und hclov. 
And flonnden. gadgeoa, tencb, and dace, 

Shot, flitting, to and fro. 



Were iwimming in the T 

" On eithet bank a michty tewer 

Received That I/m&n gave. 
And bore it to the Kentiih faria, 



" And lemeed eaideni there diiplayed 
Gieen leare* and arboun fair. 

And roajr children laoghed and iniS'd 
The nver'i fragrant air. 

" And artittni (their labour done) 
With pota, anJd pipei, and wivei, 

Sal b; Ihe itream, and call'd the light 
The pleaiore of their lives. 

" And Ihtu 

A Toiec of cheer and Ik 
' See, London'! Major and Aldermen 

At length have d<nie their dntjr.' 



" It'i deticed iniereating,'* qaoth 

The now eihaniled Sirell ; 
" But I mntf be allow'd to hope 

Voo've nothing more to tetl- 

" And if you'll take a rellah'i hint, 
Von, aad foni Mayor, and crew ; 

The work you uy your dream deKribed, 
Yon'd better go and do. 

" And when the aewert are quite complete, 

Jnmp in, and yoa *ha11 be 
With all Ihe other nuisancei. 

Waih'd nicely down to sea. 

" Now an fmofr--tbe boikeeper. 
With the half-pricB board come) ; 

And I muil hear that Blondelet, 
Upm bia twenty drums " 

Vanish'd the Swell : Ibe Alderman 
Wont off and drown'd his sorrow — 

And with a thundering headache be 
Awoke upon the morrow. 



Shiklet Bkoois. 1855. 



TBI Ancicnt Marinbr ; 
Tht Dtetivti Hiaiand. 



Who a party ttopp'd of ihiee 

(A father and hU diildren twain) : 

"Will uil to-day?" quoth he. 



"My yacht ibe lieth off the ihore : 



" I tee^nr yachi upon the ahor^ 

DaiKiDg light merrily ; 
Bat then my wife, ere we came ool, 

Said, ' Mind, tie home to lea.' 

"Hy dame the hath an angry tongue. 

And if that we should not 
Be back at five, I fear that we 

Should catch it rather hot. 

" Betidet, when out upon the wares. 

The moJ i« mtr I fear." 
" Lord blest you," quoth the mariner, 

"We ain't caught one this year ! 



Appeal'd to thai, in sore perplex, 

The father gave consent ; 
And, oh 1 be thought how rick he'd be, 

At to the boat he went. 

The tun was hi|^ the wind was low. 

And as the parly sail. 
These word* rang ia Ihe father's ears, 

" At five, mind, without fail 1 " 

And now they're launch'd upon the deep. 

The yacht, like any witch, 
Skimm'd o'er the foam at first, and then 

She up and down did pitch. 

She pilchkd up, she pitehM down. 

All comfort 'Ban to leave 
That father, and though afternoon. 

For him 'I was time of heave ! 

With cheery voice the maiiner 

Kept pointing out the view ; 
The talber heeded not his words. 

For Ocean claimed bit due. 

He heard his children playing round, 

Devcnd of qualms and fear ; 
He heard his boy. in mocking looet. 

Say, "Ain'l Fa jolly queer I " 

He had not ttreegth to punch his head. 

Nor eke to box his ear ; 
The wordi were true, and he did feel 

Particulaily queer. 

And worst of all, the while he paid 

His tribute to the sea, 
A v^e kept ringing in his ear ; 

" Vou won't be home 10 lea t " 

" Tun, aariiker, I pray you, turn I " 

He cried in accents weak ; 
The sailor heard, but only tum'd 

The quid within hit cheek. 

Hit cruel offspringt then began 

To laugh at their papa i 
Quoth they, " It's five and afker—won'! 

Von catch it, Pa, from Ha I " 
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"Tarn, muiner, I pnj jmn, Inn I 

Onr course let homefntrd b« ; 
VoDr gnetdon ihall be doubled if 

We are ia time for te& I" 

The martacT he united i imile — 

Nejr, more, he grinned x grta— 
He ikid (he wm ■ Tolnr men), 

" Fork over, then, uie tin I" 

The wretched &ther hesTcd ■ lish. 

The cuh he banded o'er ; 
Aeiia he tnmcd him o'er the ddc,— 

The boatman (amed to ihore. 

The* Tev:h the luid, the doeki itmck lii— 

What TiuoD doei he lee ? 
It mt the wife awaiting him 

Wbu came too kte for lea. 

What happened when the; reached their hom< 

No one wm there to lee; 
Certain it ii that from that honi 

He ne'er wai late for tea r 



Classical vbrius Modbrn. 



It peduogne* 
id me (one of th 



It wat an ancient p>. 

And he flapped me (one of three) — 
'To Clattie or to Modem nde 

Go'it thon ? ' tald he to me. 

By thy long Problemt and Theorem* 
Now wheiefort plaga'it thou me t 

Hold off I unhand me, ancient onel 
I're lecn enough of thee t 

He held me with his ikinny hand : 
Qooth he " I'll ptore to thee 

The holt in leaving Iho* the M t 
And gtdng to the C." 

I Mt me jn*t outside, the Gjrmn, 

I cookf not choose but hear ; 
And Ibos spake on that ancient one. 

That able Hodemer ! 

" Arithnetic, and my good book 
Are all tou'U want in life ; 

An accurate mind will bless vour age- 
Reward your early strife.'^ 

I slowly raised my head, eftsoons 

I asked with much civility 
My aged (riend, does your book boMt 

Digrtit at probability ? 

Ii it not plain without your aid 

To erery child of fortune. 
That (tM> long lints on alttajit fvid 

In length, as against one shiHl 'nn? 

" Ii it not clear that in working a ' sum,' 
With fieures enou^ to frighten. 

That of all the armn who solve the thing 
One aiHiNr alooe i* the ti^ 'an. 



I •'Tta*ll,""tli>a" ThsKcMkn aid*, thsautlcM Bids. 



' Figures, (ignres, everywhere — 
And aU the boys do ihrink— 

Figures, figures, everywhere— 
Nothing whereon to Mini.' 

I paused— 4he ModeiDei strode away 
And answered never a word i 

And away to Leck'ton Hill he hied • 
To work a favourite surd. 

From ne Ch^onian. March 1869. 



Thk Ancient Haiinsb. 

A Nae Ttrtitm. 
PSOLOGDE. 
It is an andent mariner. 

And be stopi>eth one of three — 

He held him with hii glittering eye, 

The wedding goesti stood still. 



The ship WAS cheered, the batbonr deaied. 

Merrily did we drop, — 
I'd retorted mvidf to the skippet boM, 

Of the tight little Humming Top, 

Hieher and higher every day. 
In the main top-matt at noon— 

(The wedding guest here beat his brcaU), 
Sat the skipper'i pel baboon. 

Heaven help thee ancient martnet I 



Shiver m* spars, what looks had I 
From the skipper of whom I've lung ; 

Oh, wasn't he cross about his loss — 
And had'ut he got a tongue 1 

Alon^ alone : all, all alone. 

Alone on a wid^ wide sea. 
For Ibey set me afloat in a little boal. 

With no one for company. 

The ghost of the ape appeared in [he item, 

And uttered a ghostly cbitter. 
It fixed OD me its itoaj eyes 

That in the moon did glitter. 

Oh, iave me, save me, holy man. 
And the hermit opened his "brolly,'' 

Which frightened tbe a^ and I did escape 
With the loss of a I^ fM my foUy. 



Whose [dg-tail with age it , 

Stole off. and now the wedding guett 
Gave • most portentions snore. 



W. J. WlBOAND. 



Jbnt Hoot* Oamit Annittil, 1870. 



Thb Rimx or THi MoDUN SHirowNU. 
It is ft drownid mariner. 
And he atoppath an U.P. 
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'■ Tha groat Clab's doon are opened 

And 1 woald fan nitbln : — 
The member* met, the Honae i* Mt 



Confound the modem ihipownan — 
The fiends that I came acroM 1 

For a goodly bit ihe wai uaderwHt — 
And the? vrlshod the vemel'i lou. 



The wertem wave waa all a-blau. 

The day wai well-nigh dona ; 
AJmoM departed from onr gaze, 

Faded the blood-ied ann— 
When a itrange ebape from ont the haie 

Waa seen by every one '. 

And lo I the nm wai flecked with ban^ 

Through which appeared he pale, 
Aa .through the dnngeon-grate, the tan 

Who declined with na lo taU. 

Alaa I cried I, and mv teeth I gionnd, 
I aee how tbeir cran employcd'a — 

To lend ont a ahip ill-foniid, nnaonnd, 
Becanae ahe'a insured at Lloyd's. 

I Mw her riba, where redly throogh 

The ann shone like a fire. 
It that thipowner all a do ? 
And ii that death, and can the two 

Againat poor tan conspire ? 

Hi* shipe are aped — they're booked at sea. 

He look^ that fellow, for gold. 
He'a oc tbem a good inanrance fee. 
And dance a bit for the crew care* he 

And tbeir dangers manifold. 

The phantom bark made never a eoond, 

And the twain were castinE dice ; 
" Let the crew be drowned— for the ran ia roaai 

Said he, ■* and il'a worth the price." 

The night wa* calm, (hongh no ttan ware oitt. 

The leak aprung in the dark — 
'Hid nnbeaid horror, and hopeleat shont, 

Down went the bted bark I 



How many lives were that time loat 

I truly do not know ; — 
Bnt the nnderwritan paid the cost,— 

And tha owner won that throw I 



rannnul, farewell, bat tbia I tell 

To thee, U.P. distretced, 
That yon ought lo bang one gambling nrell 

To enconrage all the rest 1 



The mariner, who had h 

Suitted thai Senator ;— 
oar U.P. in thought piofoood 
He trod the House's floor. 

He backed-Qp Mr. PlimaoU's plan 
To aid onr Ian forlorn : — 

A better and a wiser man. 
He did the House adfsn. 

Fun. March, 1873. 



Thi Fight of the Fifth Novbmbbk. 
A TaUoftht"TiHmandOom." 

It U a Proclor'i awfitl fonn, 

'Ti* Undergraduates three ; 
He manhalleth and dogeetb them. 

He itopi them suddenlie : 
He holds them with a ready hand, 

"Your names? youiuanea?" quoth he,' 
" Hold off I unhand ui, aancy looo I" 

Eftioons they turn to flee. 

He holds them irith hii bull-dog* twain, 

The Undergradi stand itill j 
Wild word* ace halting on Ibelr Up*, 

The Proctor hath hu will. 
" The Con Market is all sstir. 

We gowumen wont stop ui ; 
The town ii met, Ihe fight i* Kt ; 

Hesi'si ihoa Ihe merty din J" 



Hti mongret compsnie. 
TboM Undeiecsds they turn to fly, 
But never Slffil is there ; 



" Back to your Collie, gcntlen 
'Ti* sad as sad can be. 



Alack I alack I the fight begms. 
Ah r whom may Froctot trust, 

With mighty whack hit haughty back 
'- 'tTelled with the duitj 



With aching head, next mom from bed 

Tbaae wretched wights upriU ; 
At nine o'clock thai etil Bock 

To Proctor"* verdict lisL 
" 'Twas wrong, " laid he, " to laugh at me, 

And wrong lo strike with fiU I 
Your pleatant bomesj your parent* all, 

To-moiTOW yon must aee; 
And never a don take pity on 

Your awful agonie 1' 

The Rustic. 
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HB AncIINT PUMtlB. 



It is ut Ancient Premier, 
Add be stoppetb Odc of Tbier. 

By thy Eiey cuilt uid ileepy cjcs. 
Now vbecefoEe itopp**! Ibou me ? 

" The SeisioD hurries to its close. 

The iunocenU they sl» ; 
The House i> met, uid fast they get 

Thioagh Oidcti of the d>y. '' 

He holds him with hii ikinny baud, 
'■ There wu ■ Bill,'* quoth he ; 

"If thai is it iuppose we sil," 
RespODded One of Three. 



e had no [aiods to stop. 

" A Bill was here, a Bill was there, 

Ueasniei were all around I 
The Hooie it growled, and roared and howled, 

But time for none we found, 
Except the Holdings Bill, and thU 

To carry we were bound. 

" At length to cross and bring as low 

The Merchant Shipfung came { 
As if il had had a Coiutian loul. 

Men hailed it in God's name, 

" It did what never Bill bad done 

With villains' to contend. 
Who for thdr gain mr bnveit men 

To SDK deslmctioD *end." 

" Heav'n shield thee, Ancirnt Premier, 
From the fieadi that wreak thee iU ; 

Whylook'ilthoDsoT" Witbmy sofi "No," 
I slew the Shipping BilL 



" And I had done a hellish tUo^ 
To work the seamen woe ; 

Thousands of living men thio;:^ me 
To certun death would go. 



" So one averred. 
The thought m^ 



all who heard — 
: thought my bosom rivei — 
wieieb,' said they, ' the Bill to slay 
That save* the tatlora' lives— 



That night I teamed when every nuce 

Was still, and eloeed each eye— 
The western wave was all aOamiv 

And as I stood thereby, 
A coffin-ship diave snddeidy 

Betwixt me and the s^. 
And strait the son was flecked with ban. 

Where the timben shrank apMC ; 
A* if through a dungeon grate it peered, 

It looked thioogb that £tgr«ce. 



And soon the rotten tbip began 

To founder on the wave ; 
' She will go down with every hand. 
And none have power to save I" 

One after one I mw them f>. 
Too quick for gtoan ot ngh ; 

Each turned his bee with a ghaitly pang 
And cuned me with his eye. 

I looked beneath tbe eddying «ea, 

And drew my eyes away — 
I kaked upon the rotting deck. 

And there the dead men lay j 

" The many men so beantlfnl I 

And they all dead did lie ; 
And a thousand thoniand slimy thlogt 

Lived on — and so did I." 



fuisny F»lkt. August 14, 187s- 



Yb Rimb of vb Amciiht Dowaobb. 

It t* an ancieiit dowager, 

And aha itoppeth ona of throe — 
By thy kid-gloved band, and gold rimoied glaaa, 

Now whereforo tlopp'st tbon me ? 



'e o^enod wide, 



"Tbe Albion's doors a: 

Ita board I would nol 
Taylor's fbrewam'd, my chop ii on, 

Do«t hear ita merry hi*s? '' 

She holds him with her kid-riored hand : 
" There waa a man," qnoth ahe— 

"Oh, don't detain me, dowager I" 
Eftioana her band dropt ahe. 

She held him with her glittering eye, 



He leans npon her brongbam door, 
He cannot chooae but bear, 

And this she said, with bended head- 
That ancient dowager I — 

" The honee waa packed, it ia a fact, 

Ho space there could I see, 
'Tins nil in bout and in slall% 

In pit and gallerie. 

" The moalc done, two sceBsa did rui^ 
Then from the winn came he ; 

His bee waa brown, nil hair hong down- 
'Twas beautiful to aee. 

" His nbea wore red-dy, very red ; 

The scenery waa gruid ; 
Bnt, when he spok(^ it was no joke 



He spoke ; ... 
He vritbed to show tbe House that he'd 
Fonnd out Perpetual MoliM). 
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" Hi* *ei7 eyebiovn moved ; O G« I 
But, 'tis DO empty g^,— 

Nur, 'tis a ^1, id the last act, 
I tbODghl bis ears woald wag 

"Above, below, and to and fro, 
Down, np, and rotud about. 

Hi* body and bit limba did go 
Am be did mouth and ipont. 

" Higber and higher rose hi* voice. 



Tbe one of tbrae, load groaoid he , 
Yet could not cbooae bnt bear, 

For be bad dined, and eke bad wined, 
Witb the ancient dowager. 

"It seemed at Utt (three act* were past) 
A* though his longne was drr : 

I never heard a single word, 
Tbongh bis voice was pitched so bigb. 

" Bnt bigher yel hi* voice did gel, 
t* qnicker (till — 



" O aleepk it is a gentle thing. 

Beloved from pole to pole. 
Hi* monotone no longer mock*, 
For (Inmber flies down to m; mmi, 

And alide* into my aonl, 

"I dream't that, wearied with bis taak, 

The actor, beling bad. 
Had ceased to act, it was a lad. 

For, when I woke he had I 

"Tbecnrtain dropt. bnt &w bad stopt. 

And 1 wa* one of these ; 
A girl did.came. who looktd glnm, 

Andsaid, 'ifsoverpleaie.* 

"'Thank* girl,' *aid I, and checked a sigh, 

Tbe news tlMD biing'st i* *ireel ; 
• Tib o'er yon eald ' ? She wagged bee head. 

And abowed me to tba street. 

■• Farewell, farewell, bnt tbls I teU 

To thee, tbon one of three. 
He doeth well who reads ■ Otbell- 

O' in hlalibrarie." 

Tbe dowager drew ap the glwn, 

Tbe interview wa* o'er. 
And hnngrilie, the one of three, 

Doib altta the broDgbam-door 

He went like one that bad been done. 

For bis chop was cold, he knew ; 
And, a sadder and a wiser man. 

He ordered Irish stew. 

Tk* Blfftre. FebrosTj »i, 1876. 

■ Mf' amry trrliv proAwwl OtMIa u tba Ljinm nHti* oi 
nbniHT 1*, 1B» *t »t*t pwlod th« laBdM rifr v wy m o* 
uiKMandaiwMMroiulalMoonnHntian Hi. IrWof , d«iTli« U 
rflvt* *■ SB selor In ststj part a* BMsrteak. 



Thb AnaxHT Uaxiku. 

Th4 Wtdanf GtiM('« r*nian t^ tU Afair fnm I 

Pew* e/ Tiim. 

It it an Aedent Mariner, 

And he slofmth ooe of tbre^— 

In fact be coolly took my arm — 
" There was a ship," quoth be. 

" Bother yotir ships t " said I, "It thit 

The time a yarn to tnn 1 
Thit it ■ wedding dMi't yon tee. 



And I am next of kin. 

"The wedding-breakfast 

We're hnneiv ai can b 

Hold off I Untiand me. 



lonethore 1 
pthe. 



fiat tbere wat something b hi* eye 
That made me sick and ill. 

Yet forced to listen to bis jam — 
Tbe Maiinei'd had hii swllL 



fe Siting there slooe 

Then he 'bem, that Mariner, 

To rove from mie to pol*^ 
In one long-winded, lengthened-oo^ 

Elenial rigmarole. 

About a ship io which he'd tailed, 
Tbongh whither, goodness knows, 

Where "ice will ipCt with a tbimdet-fit," 
And every day it snows. 

And then aboot a precious bird 

Of some tort 01 another. 
That — wa* ineh nonsence ever heard ? — 

Uied to coDlrol the wearier 1 

Now, at this Urd the Mariner 

Resolved to bave a shy. 
And laid it low with hii crois-bow — 

And then the laiks t My eye I 

For loss of that uncommon fowl 

They couldn't get a breeie ; 
And there they stuck, all out of lock, 

And rotted on the seas. 

The crew all died, or teemed to die. 

And he wai left alone 
With that queer tdrd. Vou never heard 

What games were carried on < 

At lait one day heitood and watched 

Tin fiihet in the ica. 
And laid, " I'm blest I '* and lo the ship 

Wat from the ipell set free t 



However, somdiow he escaped. 
And got again to land i 

But mad as sny baiter. My, 
From ComfaUl to the Strand. 
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For he bdieret that caUin fblki 

Alt dDgled out bj tiM, 
To whom thii cock-utd-bnll affiit 

Ofhii be miut relate. 

DcKriUor all the inddenU, 
And paiDting all the Menet, 

Aa lailon will do In the lale* 
The; tell to the Maiines. 

Canfound the Ancient Marinct I 

I ko«w I thonid be late ; 
And 10 it ma : the wedding goeati 

Had all declined to wait. 

Another bad my dUc«^ and gare 

Mj toMt ; ana Utter Fan 
Said, " 'Twai a ihame. Whal eftvM jm 

With that leafarinK man ? " 

I feh like one that had been ilunned 
Thronsh all thii wrong and tcom ; 

A Mddn aad ■ later man 
I nwe the monow morn. 



Tub Rhvui or tub Ahcibnt Blub, 



! iioppcth 

" Bt thine old Blue..coat and lawdir how. 
How wberefbie itopp'il thon mef 

"The HalL iti doon an opened wide. 

And I am going op, 
Step up the llain, and walk inildc, 

And *ee the Public up I " 

He holdi him with hi> homj hand, 
"Theic WH a time," (moth he; 
" Lcare go, nnhand me, Shabbr Bhi^" 

EftiooDi hii hand dropped he- 
He holdi him with hli glittering eye. 



The Sapper Gnett lal on a tlooe, 
He cannot ehoow but hear. 

And ihtu, (bnootb, that teed; roolh 
Spake, whiipering hi hi* ear :— 



The Blne^oM Bo;* were neat 

"The mnuc played. It va* arranged, 

And tbioing vat m; bead. 
And I wa* bound foe taking round 



The baiket with the hi 

''The band had itopt their Doitr din. 

Painful it wa* i<i beat. 
And ri*iog up, we left our leat* 

Er* bowing to (Ite Chair. 

" Mr robci were blue, aj, Tetf Une, 
lay legi like golden laoda, 

To make a bub it wu a Job 
So ttwcbkd «cre my handi. 



" Pair aflet pair, pair after pair 
We bowed, all (ramp, all motion, 

Juit like a itrii^ of lin; Miub* 
Recdiriog chilblain loiioo. 

** Bowing, bowing, all the time 

Till llegan to blink; 
Bowing bowing all the time. 

And more lo Ixiw — 1 ahrink, 

"About, about each pur itepnd out, 
And ilill the; bowed ihii night 

The dowd went on, and on, and on, 
All ;ellow, blue, and while. 

"Alone, alone, ill, all alone. 
Alone on a wide, mde ipice, 

And never a thing lo think upon. 
Save nodding lo that face. 

" I boked It o'er, 1 tried to bow. 



Ri^t off my head ii w 

" Tbe bread it hit the Chainnan'i head 

And left a mark, the; uy. 
The look with which he looked at me 

Hat never paiied away.'' 



li from that ancient door. 

He went like one who bat been tlaaned. 

And it of tente ontound. 
They hannt hit dreams, those crowd* of Bluet 

All bowing, bowing round. 

Gleaning* from " T%* Bliu." i88i. 
Tie Situ was a small jouraal published by, 
and for, the Blue-coat School Boys, at Cbrist'l 
Hospital, LondCQ. 



Tub Rihb of thi Potent Hinistbk, 

It it a potent Minittei. 

And be stotipetb an M.P. 
" Bv tbe ancient rulet of * I'arliament, 

Now wherefore itopp'st thoa me ! 

The Speaker rise* in his chair, 

Eftsi>ont debate will close. 
Ere it be late, I fain would itate 

Wh; I thi* Bill oppose." 

" Let Speaker rise ; let bell ilng out ; 

Diviiion lobbies fill 
Vole maytt thon quick ; ihou shalt doI tpeak. 

The Minister hath his will. 

The Member mutely gave bis vote ; 



" My fblloweis prets, the Tories talk i 
And (bus our course ii slow. 

But with m; (Ulttn, I have made sure 
It shall no moce be so. 
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" So then utend, my Tory friend, 

Or Irish if thou be. 
Or Independeni Liberal, 

Oi Radical M.P. 

" He speahelh well who lovelh well 



"Hespeaketh best who speaketh least, 
Whate'tr bis views nny be. 

A silent vote be yours, my friend j 
The speaking leave to me." 

That Membn paired him with a frieiid, 

Of diffeteni views be sure ; 
And BS no more his voice was heard. 
So never more himself appeared 
In the dumb show of Cloturt. 

fuaei. March i8, iSSa 



Our Regihbntal Mess. 

Thb baccy blew j the cocktails flew. 

The whisky followed free. 
I was the llrsi whose buttons burst 

From too much S and B. 

Down dropt the cap'n ; the colonel dropl down, 

'Twas as droll as droll could be i 
And they did fall only to bawl 

An oalb with a big big D. 

jUl in a hot and smoky room 

A noisy "sub" at nine, 
Sight on the dinner board did stand. 

And upset half the wine. 

Man after man, man after man. 

We fell, not one was able i 
A) idle as a painted corpse 

Beneath a painted table. 

Sherry, sherry everywhere 

And all my throat did shrink ; 
Sherry, sherry everywhere 

Bui not a soul coutd drink I 

My very hair did steam. The deuce I 

That ever this should be ; 
Yea, drunken subi did crawl on knees, 

Fit subjects for D. T. 

About, about, in reel and rout. 

The mess room danced at sight ; 
The tMiiles, like a witch's oils. 

Burnt green, and red, and while. 

And both my eyes from loo much "fia," 

Were red as in some trouble ; 
And everything I looked al *eemed 

To me reQected double. 

Then past a haiy time — each one 

Left at the hour of four ; 
When nearing homewards I beheld 

A something at my door. 



Throu^ utter fright quite mad I looked ; 
1 bit my lips, my fate was booked— 
Iniimyn^fil Mv wife I ! 

From Sjuibs, by Edwin OI'vei. 



Ye Ancient Mahinbr. 
Bg a Modtrn Sharp. 

Who rang the front-dooi bell ; 
With gald-laced cap and rolling gait. 
His part he acted well. 

It was the lady ol the house 
Who opened wide the door ; 

" My lady, I am steward of 
The gallant Singapore. 

" She's lying at East Boston now. 

Where all the gallant Cu- 
Nardcrs land their passengers ; 

I'm steward of her ere*. 

"And I have here a case of knives- 
Real plate and nary sham ; 

They've come ashore without the form 
Of seeing Uncle Sam. • 

" Thej cost me just five dollut, mum ; 

They're marked real triple plate ; 
I bought em for a parly whicli 

Have skipped from out the Stale." 



" An' if ye be the steward bold, 
She's given you the slip ; 

I pray thee, gentle steward, go 
And join another ship. 



They mil 
They'te 



" These triple-plated knives have ne'er 
^Paid Uncle Sam the dues ; 
" ike 'em in Connecdcut — 

re just the son I use. 

" So, gentle mariner, sheer off I " 

Me beat a quick retreat. 
But sold bis "smu^led " knives and spoons 

A, few doors down the street. 

Dttrvil Frte Preit. January 31. iSSj. 



Tiu Adhiraltv Gooit i o«, the Modsrn Makihu. 

It is a Modem Mariner, 
Who halh never been to sea. 
" Come Norlhbrook. with that winking aye. 



What wouldsl tbon have c^ me ? 
, *,^'^™' payliw On Cmlams datj Impossd m 
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[rip. 



The Commons' door* ue opoaed wide, 

They'ro »™iting to begin ; 
The OppoatioQ fums and frel : 

Mayst bear the oastj dm." 

He holdt bim with official grip. 

"We've built aahip," quotb _._ 
" Hold off t Unhand me, oaval looa ! 

A sbip 1 It cannot be." 

He holds him with hia winking eye — 

The Premier he stood still, 
And listens like some new M.P. 

In charge of bi* Gnt Bill. 

The Premier aal him on a chair ; 

He cannot choose bnt hear ; 
And tbos spake on that cnrions man. 

The Whitehall Manner: 

"The ship, oDce bnllt, w»9 found to float 

Without a single prop I 
And (hea she tried her roeasared mile 

Hidit many a cheery slop. 

"Her armament, ten ' siity-fonn,' 

Harked ' Eighteen -fifty-three,' 
Of not the very sligblesi use: 

Still, thus we went to sea I 

" It wasn't qaita the sort of thing 

We lelt we sbonld provide " 

The Premier here looKed t'ward the HoDse : 

There teemed some row inside, 

Tbe Speaker titt within bis chair ; 

Red as a rose is he, 
With effort to restrain in bounds 

Tbe Merry Irishiy. 

Tbe Premier, when he noleth tbi!% 

Prefers tbe tale to bear ; 
So (bus spake on that carious man. 

The Whitehall Manner. 

"And now the Press-blast came, and it 

Was critical and strong; 
It noted all tbe various things 

Thai somehow amid gn wion^ 

"The shaft would halt, and bend, and brMk ; 

The guns seemed all accurst ; 
For, loaded slowly, one by one, 

lliey, one by one, did burst. 

" And then there cams of gibes and sneen 



"For Reed wrote letters colnmnt long, 

And panic filled the air ; 
We didn't k6ow which way to tnm 

The row was evsrywhere 1 

Tbe row was tberr, tbe row was here, 

Tbe row was all around. 
Eftsoons up went the Income-tax 

To ninepence in the pound 1 

"At length an Admiralty Goose, — 
Tbe brute you'll know at sight, — 

Wheeled on tbe scene, and vowed that so 
'Twoold set all matters right. 



" Tis ever thus that brute dotb boast. 
And will,— till some commotion 

Make plain we've bat a paper fleet 
Wherewith lo rule tbe Ocean. 

" It eatelh up the Estimates, 

By threats 'lis ne'er deterred ; 
It blundcreth and plunderelh. — 

A mokt ilt-omeced bird ! 
"And as it swallowetfa each sum 

Without remorse or shame. 
And question shuns, — that shaft and gum 

Keep up the same old game. 

" Not one, bnt scores on scores, while I, 

Poor minion of tbe Board, 
From its foul wake, my flight to take. 

At present can't afford. 

"And so the Admiralty Goose 
Soars on ; and men may hollo, 

And call me any names they like.— 
Alas I I'm bound to follow 1 

" Bnt Erom red-tape and jobbery, 

I feel at times nigb stirred 
Away to break I — Perdition take 

That most ill-omened bird I " 



" Good gracions, Whitehall Mariner, 
Why not from bonds break loose ? 

Strike brancb and root, by Jove 1 and shoot- 
That Admiralty Goose ! " 



Pmuk. May 33, 1885. 



Thb Riue of the A.stient Missionere. 

It was an aniient missiooere. 

And be stoppeth one of three. 
The other two had trains to catch ; 

So the missionere caught me. 

"Now, the saints thee save, thou missioneie, 
Gruuercy ; Zooks. Gsdso 1 

Thy hsvioor sure is lomewhat queer. 
What would'it thou with me moe? " 

He fixed me with his glittering eye — 

Of course, I knew he would — 
And with his lale began to try 

To freeze my youthful blood. 

He said, " When I meet such ai thou, 

Tn such my tale I leai h ; 
And watch the symplonis of a row 

While on myself I peaeh, 

I have a gruesome t»le (o tell — 

Saint Anne my'£uaidian be i 
I've had a bare escipe from — well, 

*■ e reached mitie 01 



I took him 10 a neighbouring nt 
And gave him cups of wine. 

He drank them lolb, as 'twere a 
And took sly swigs at mine. 

"Now, pitch thy tale, tVon ml: 
Or no more wine thou'll see.' 
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I've come from f>r-ofl >eai and laodi, 

That own • pagan rule ; 
And I hmv« blood upon theie hands — 

'Tit of an inrinl school. 

And this wit how it came to be ; 



On my part — getting every black 

From heathendom to cease — 
Those who had sent me out — good lack t 

They paid me by the piece. 

If I could get none to eneue 

His lower limbs in breeches. 
Or uie Pears' soap on hands and face. 

My boss tent me no riches. 

|!ut ev'ry Utile pagan boy. 

Who clothed and washed himteir, 
If certified by me with joy, 

Pr.>duced me certain pelf. 

So. 'twas not ttiaoge, thou wedding gnesl "- 

His playful name for me— 
" That my pa;iihloners were pietted 

Half civilised to be. 

I thoneht to make a handsome sum 



. ir tender minds and backs, 
I influenced with rod and tongue — 
With homiliei and whacks. 

I had a school. Just half a score 

'Th' estiblithment contained ; 
And er'ry liille blackamoor 

Was preached ti^^io caned. 

1 preached and caned, and caned and preached, 

Thoie children to despair. 
I thrashed them, though they all were breeched, 

For t'othen who went bare. 

They all commilled suicide, 

While drinking theny wine 
One swallowed glass and all, and died. 

For him needs must I [riae. 
One drowned himself while out to ikale— 

I pray you help my cate — 
1 will recount each infaol't fate — " 

" Now, out upon thy face. 
* Ten little nigeera I ' Tis loo late 

That well -worn tale to try," 
I cried, and on his hoaiy pate 

Full lustily fell I. 

I smote that antient miasionere — 

1 smole him .wifi and tore, 
I smote his glilteiing note and ear 



Twat in the busiest street of Leedt— 

I've suffered for my act — 
But he ttill lies there 'mongsl the weeds. 

Because the attention of the Sanitary Committee 
hat not yet been called to the fact. 

J AUKS BaiLBV. 

73« Yorhikin Wukly Pott. December 34, 1S86. 



In iSS4tberewas a parody competition in the columns of 
Tralk on porlionsof JTuAnciint Marimr, the topic ael«ctad 
by the Puzite Editor being the filthy state o[ the River 
Thames, Nine of these pajodies were printed in TnUk, 
September it and 18, 1884 ; being somewhat moootODoaa, 
it will be aufficienl to quote one only : — 

Thh Rivhr Tkahes. 

It it an aged lighterman, 

And bo quick accosleth me. 
" By (by toiraty mouth and bleary eye. 

Why makesi thou *o tree ? 

" Tbe street front door standi open wid^ 

And I have bought the gin ; 
My gusstt all wait ray coming, mat^ 

So I muit hasten in." 

He takes me by tbe balton-bole, 

"There was a stream," quotb he. 
" Be off, yoD maudlin fool I I cried. 

" Juit list a while," laid he. 

" Tbii stream so near was always dear. 

And hardly 'een a drop 
Of ' Father Thames' was foul afore 

Them barges plied atop. 

" NiRht after night, day after day, 

They drift with noiseleta motion. 
As deadly as a tainted ahip 

tipon a tainted ocean, 

" Water, water everywhera ; 

But oCTal foul can slink 
The iweetett water anywhere. 

And poison it for drink. 

" For though there come both cati and dogs, 

And corpses yonng and old. 
The 61th breast-high that's Boating by 

Is from lomig barge's bold." 

" God bless me I honest waterman. 

You've told me quite enough. 
Why look'tt thou so ? " " From my bai^e know 

Jshot the putrid stuff I " 

The aied man, who seemed half tight. 

And proved a shocking bore. 
Is kone ; and I, the City clerk. 

Turn towardi my lodging's door. 

And on the way I make this vow. 

With (ood " Old Tom " or " Lome " 
I'll never more Thames water mix, 
As sure at I was born. 

C a VST At. Valacc 
Trklh. September it, 1884. 
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Another, and a very long parodf dealing with the same 
to^. and ID K verj' similar manner, appeared in Thilk, 

Yi Ahcibmt Fatbbr TBAMia. 
It ii the ancieoi Father Tbamea, 

And he ito[q>eth one of ina. 
" By thj weedy beard, and fevered eye, 

Whai'a ibit Ibou dar'at to do f " 



The Lav or the Hodbkn Millinesb. 

It U a mild Man-Millinere, 

And he stoppeth one ofthree ; 
" Br thy tumbled tie and tcarfnl eye. 

Now wherefore stopp'st Ibou me t 

"Sl Stephen's dooii are opened wide, 

I'm a newly-fledeed M.P.. 
The House is mel, so kindly let 

Me take my teat,'' saith he. 

He holds him with his trembling hand. 

" TTuTt was » bird — " quolh he. 
" I say, hold hard I Jusi drop my guaid I " 

He droppeth it ioitanllee. 

He holdt him with his watery eye, 

The new M. P. stands still. 
And listens like a man much boied ; 

The Millinere hath his will. 



' * Trade brisk appeared, good profils we cleared, 

Menily went the shop. 
For fcalhet trimmings were all the go 

With damej who dressed tip-top, 

" Bonnet! and bats with tiny plumes. 
From sonEsters i^uckl were dighl " 

The new U. P. slipped out a D., 
Big Ben boomed through the night. 

And W. G. was on his l^s. 

One might catch the loud " Hear, hear ! " 
But Itill pioied on that woeful man. 

That miust-eyed Millinere. 

" Anon the claims of the Fashion-fiend 

GrcH lyrannously strong ; 
We did not dare so much ai spare 

Thepretlictt pels of song.'' 

" Good gracious, man, what ails you n< 
Why this hysteric sobbin' ? 



" Since then I've had an awful time. 
Such horrid dreams o' night ! 

There is a Woman di>th haunt me mncb, 
And fill me with affright. 

" Her lips are red. her looks are free. 
Her locks are yclluw as gold. 

The Nightmare Feminine Cruelty, she. 
Who mokes men's blood run cold. 



!, (boo Millinere — '' 



" Dyspepsia lare, Ihoa Milline 
"Huihl huihl OiaihM.F., 

/ vowal thai anolhtr sitting foiclt 
BtuniJd never be riain ^ me .' 

" And then I heard two Voices ipeak, 
As I lay like one that's dead ; 

Two Voices sweet, yet sternly sad. 
And thU is whit they said : — 

FlBST Voicfc 
" This is the man, the barbarous man. 

Who slew my favourite bird, 
And all to pander to Fasb'ion's freaks, 

A* cruel as eke absuril." 

Second Voicb. 
" True t But the man bath penance don 
And taken a holy vow. 



" I woke. My ghostly Ule is told ; 

But the heart within me yearni 
For something done to stay the ihame 

Whereat gentle blood yet bums. 

"Oh, young M.P.I canst move the House 

With the Fashion fiend to fight, 
That this crime no longer our women may stain 

In all humanity'! sight? 

" He piayetb best " "Ahl I know the rest," 

Quolh that button-holed M.P. 
" Damp Millinere, you are right, I fear. 

Goad bye I 'Twere a ticklish tiik and queer. 

Bat, at any rate we'll see 1 " 
Thai Millinere, whose eye is damp, 

Whose tie is tumbled sote. 
Is gone, and the newly-Sedged M.P. 
rs St. Stq>heo's door. 






Pantk. January 30, I&85. 



T^ia cruel and aeoteless fashion has, at laat, been de- 
clared "bad form." No longer are birds to be won in 
bonnets or hats ; and the edict has gone forth, both in 
London and Paris, that those who wear them after this 
nkase are to be regarded as provincials who know no 
better. This resolulion has bom taken only jast in timo 
to sava some small remnant of the race of Hamming Bird, 
that "living Bower," aod the Bird of Paradise. 



Tom Hood's "Coniu,1sMal "(arises contained "The 
Spiritual Parnassus " by a Literary Medium. This con- 
lids of parodies on Lord Byron. Thomas Moore, and 5. 
T. Coleridge, written by the late Mr. William Je&ery 
I^wse. 'The parody, or ralhar imitation of Coleridge's 
alyle i* admitted to be the best of its kind ever writleo, 
especially for its humorous description of the failings of 
the "Old m?n eloquent." 

"Did you ever fa«ar me preach, Charles?" atked 
Colendge of Lamb one day. 

" I n-n-n-never beard yon do anything else," atam- 
mered Lamb in n p'y. 

"Coleridge was a marvellous Ulker," said Saninel 
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Roftcrs. "Wordawonh and I walked to Highj;ate to call 
on bim, whaD he was living at Citlmaii'B. We sat with 
him two houn, ha talkiog the whole lime without inter- 
miBsioD. When we left the house, wa walked for soma 
lima wtihoat speaking. ' What a wonderful man be is I ' 
rxclaimed Wordsworth. 'Wonderful indeed,' said 1. 
' What a depth of thought, what cichness of expression,' 
continued Wordsworth. ' There's noihing like him that 
t ever heard I ' rejoined I. Another pause. ' Pray,' in- 
quired Wordsworth, * did you precisely understand what 
he said about the Kantian philosophy ? ' R. ■ Not pre- 
cisely.' W. 'Or about the plurality of worlds?' R. 'I 
can't say I did. In fact, if the truth must out, I did not 
understand a syllable from one end of bis mouologua to 
the other.' W, 'No more did l:"—Tabli Ttlk of 
Stmuil Rvgirt. 

Thb Ancient Philosofhkr. 
Bi/ a LileraiT/ Sfedium. 

It is an old philosopher, 

He sloppeth one of Ihiee ; — 
" By thy elcaming face and snowy hair. 

Now. wherefore stop'st thou me?" 
He held aloft a mystic tcrcli 

With the 1eltets"S. T.C.I '■ 

" Subjecti»ely, the Logos," said. 

The aged man, sayihe. 
Explains the lupra-sensual base 

Of all philosopbee ! 
"No doubt you re right." his friend replied. 

But what is thai tome?" 

" I shot the Albatross I '' pursued 

The chatty veteran. 
" The deuce you did I " exclaimed his friend ; 

" It was a darbg plan 1 
Who BUI ibis Albert Ross ? and who 

Are you, yon rum old man ? " 

" Yoar curiosilT, young friend. 

It would be harsh to baulk. 
So you had better sit you down. 

Unless you'd rather walk. 
And I will read you passages 

From my own Table Talk I " 

He read to him for several hour^ 

Concerning Church and Schism ; 
Explained the spiritual sense 

Of the shorlei Calechiam ; 
Revealed ihe esolerie Irulhs 

or Neo-PlaloDism ; 

Of facob Bohme largely spoke. 

And Uerman mysticism. 
With hints on Madame Guyon's life. 

And Gallic Quietism ; 
And notions about Swedenborg, 

And Swedenborgianism ; 
He showed that Truth, the Light, must pass 

Through Error as its priim. 

"Old man, you mast be dry," exclaimed 

The adolescent here ; 
" And there's a took about youreyes 

That makes me think you're queer ; 
Suppose we send a iillle lx>y 

To fetch a pint of beer ?" 



" I drink not beer," the sage replied, 

" Gin, brandy, wine, nor rum : 
The only liquor that I touch. 

It is the laudanum ; 
So send the Ullle boy unto 

The chemist's shop for some I " 

He drew a phial from his pouch, 

And drained it at • draught. 
" Hold, madman, hold '." tbe youlh esclaimed, 

" I thought you only chaffed I " 
The aged man, r^arding him. 

Satirically laughed. 

Big drops of peripiistian gleamed 

About hi) fine old noie ; 
"The laudanum stirs my brain," he said, 

" My conveiaation flows j 
I drink an an ful quantity. 

As Mr. Gillman knows 1 

" All Ihoughls, all passions, all delights "— 

To wander he began ; 
He talked of Abyssinian maids. 

And then of Kubia Khaa ; 
Tbe youth observed, " He is a most 

Remarkable old man I 

" 1 only with thai he would talk 

To some one else," s^d he 
"I cannot stand him any more, 

I will irise and flee t " 
He was the first that ever burst 

From the never silent C. I 

Mr. William Jeflery Prowse was born at Torquay am 
May 6, 1836. and died of coaaumpiiou at Nice, on Etister 
Sunday, 1S70. He was a journalist by profession, being 
more particularly connected with Thi Daily TkUgnfk u 
a leader writer, and with Hia. He had a great fund of 
humour, and a singular focully of imitation, witoei* hii 
" Priie Essays," and a teriaa of papers he contributed to 
Thi Pormpi'i, in which be adopted the modes of (bongbt 
and expression at eminent writers of the day, witbont de- 
scending to mere parody of sutnect or language. In this 
he rivallei the success achieved by iba brothers Smith fa 
BiUctid Aidrttui. The "Nicholas Notes" in Fuji wera 
also from his pen. They cleverly burlesque the propheta 
of the sporting papers, whose ambiguous utterance! can 
be always afterwards explained to be in perfect accord- 
ance with what has come to pass. NicSolai is addicted to 
the battle, is always impeeunicua, and is aJways jut 
about to bring out a history 0! Knurr a»d Spill. 

7hi Rimt ofth* Anrimt Waggontrt, in four parts. ThU 
parody first appeared in Blarkiood't SlagoMine, February, 
)Sf9 it was republished in vol. 2 oEJ. S. Moora's Pi'cferial 
Book of BaOad Poetry (London, 1849), and again in Wlf. 
Uam Meginn's MiaetUaniit (London, 1883.) 

Thi Cotkney Maiintr, m seven pa^l^ by Gilbert Abbott 
h. Beckett. This appeared in Tht AlmanaA of tht Mo^ll^ 
Vol. I, 1S16. 

It is a Cockney Mariner, 
And he atoppelh one of three : 

"By ihy dreaJnought coat, batcon'd np to the throal. 
Now what do you vant with ma ? " 
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wu £f>t pnbliahed, BDODymouiIv, in 1841,11 ha* tioca 
beeo leprinied, and m>y be obiauied from Mr, Vinccat, 
High Street, Oifcrd. Like (be origbat poem, which it 
follows vety closely, it coiuitts of seven parts, ood com- 
niMceiUiiii: 



It 



■made Baccalere, 
Ooe freshmaD stops of three. 
By thy long ileev'd gown, and hood of dowD, 
Now wberelore ttopp'st thou me ? 



The men are met, the papers set 
May'at bear the freioman-dio. 



Id Ihe third volame of TBe Works of 3Honia» Lore 
Ftaeaei {London. Richard Bentley and Sod, 1875}, will 
be found a series ot poems entitled "Paper Money Lyrics," 
these consist oE imitations of favourite poets, amongst 
them is a long parody on Coleridge, called The Wise Mtii 
o/Qol^m. 

Ik a bowl to sea went wise men three. 

On a brilliant night oljuoe 1 
They carried a net, and tbeic hearts were tel 
On fixbiog up the moon. 



The Cbcistmas number of 73« tVotlJ for 1885 contained 
■ builesque report of the Ubcl suit, Adams ir. Coleiidge, in 
which the witnetset on both side* of the quaiiel are indis- 
ciimiDatel]' ridiculed, but more especially Loid Coleridge, 
whose trealmcDt of his daughter was the subject of much 
h ostile comment. The report ii in piose, but it contains a 
parody of Tht Ana'enl MaHntr, ccmmeaciag thus : 
LS an Ancient Maiiiagei, 



And he stoppeth 01 
" By thy smile venee 
How wherefore stopp'st thou m 



c veneered and ir 



Tkt •• Bime of ihe Ancimt Stateaman." A Relicofthe 
Past, not by S. T. Coleridge. Cambridge. Henry W, 
Wallii, Sidney Street, 1874. This is an anonymous poli- 
tical parody, consisting of seventy-nine verses, all strongly 
condemning Ihe measures pasted by the Liberal party under 
Mr. Gladstone's leadership. 

The " ancient italesman " (Mr. Gladstone), meets Mr. 
Disraeli (ihtn Prime Minister), at the entrance to the House 
of Commons : 

It is an ancieot statesman. 

And he stoppeth one of three ; 
" By thy wbiskeis grey and frowning face 

Now wherefore stopp'st thou me? " 
The Palace doors are opened wide. 

They're wailii^ there within | 
And as I am Prime Minister 
In sooth I must go in. 



Thb Birminghah Sfbech. 
It was a statesman old and rrey 

Went forth to tell his deeds. 
And he dined with a connin' May oc 

At 00a of bia sumptuous feed*. 



"Now, Heaven thee Bi 
I pray tbee tell to me 

If thou art able to divir 
Return of pow'r lo m< 



e, thou woithy Mayor, 



And how should I thy search assist. 

Thou very reverend man ? 
Since thou would 'si serve her Majesty, 

And I'm Republican I " ■ 

From " Tkif an Fivi " by W. E. G, London. David 
Bogoe, iSSo. 

Tim Simi o/tAt Aiuitnl Rinking Man, is the title of the 
first parody cooiaioed in Idylls 0] thi Rink, by A. W. Mac- 
ken tie. London, 1876. 

It is an ancient beggar man. 

And be stoppeth one of three. 
By thy tattered clothes, and battered nose. 
Mow wherefore atopp'st thou me ? 



TU Meeting of Ihe Justices, relating to the water (apply 
in CalcuKa, appears in Lyria and Lays, by "I'ips," pub- 
lished io Calcutta, in 1667. It possesses little merit a* a 
parody, and the topic was one of purely local interest :— 
It was an ancient gentleman, 

And he lalk'd for hours three, 
' By thy long lean fun 



We fain m 



It list to thee. " 



Three long parodies are also to be found in TnUk, 
February i, 1877 ; May 16, 1878; and November », 1881. 

Unfoitunalely, all the parodies here eonmeraled are very 
long. To give them complete would till a volume, and it 
must be confessed thai few of ihem are sufficiently clever, 
or amusing, lo repay perusal Most of the best parodies 
have been here reprinted in full ; disjointed extracts from 
Ihe others would convey lillle idea of their literary merit 
or general interest. 



All thoughts, all passions, all delights. 
Whatever stirs this mortal frame. 
All are but ministers of Love, 
And feed bis sacred flame. 



Oft in my waking dreams do I 
Live o'er again that happy hour, 
When midway on Ihe mount I lay, 

lieside the mined tower. 
The moonshine, stealing o'er the scene 
Had blended with the Iwbts of eve ; 
And she was there, my hope, my joy. 

My own dear Genevieve J 
She Ican'd against the armed man. 
The slalue of the armed knight ; 
She stood and listened to my lay. 

Amid the lingering light. 
Few sorrows hath she of her own. 
My hope 1 my joy ! my Genevieve 1 
She loves me best, whene'er I sing 

The songs that make her grieve. 
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I fiiijtd t toft and doleful >i 



She liitered with ■ flitlins btuih. 
With downcut eya and modeil ctMe ; 
Pot well she knew, I could not chooie 
Bat gate upon her face. 

1 told her of (he KnichI that woie 
Upon hii ihield t bumiriE brand ; 
And that for ten long ycari he wooed 
The Lady of the Land. 

I told hei haw he pined : and ah I 



She liitened with a flitting bliuh, 
With downcait eyei, and modeit grace ; 
And ihe foigave me, thai I E>ied 
Too fondly on hei face! 

Bnt when I told the cruel tcorn 
Thai craied that bold and lovet^ Knight, 
And that he crolsed Ihe mountaio-woodt. 
Nor teiled day nor night ; 

That lomeiimei from ihc lavage den. 
And (ometimei from ihe darkiome (hade, 
And (omelimei itarting up at once 
In green and lunny glade, — 

There came and looked him in the face 
An aneel beaulifaland bright ; 
And that he knew it was a Fiend. 
Thii miserable Knight 1 

And that anknowing what he did. 
He leaped amid a mnrderoui band. 
And laved from outtage wane than death 
The Lady of the Land i— 

And bow ihe wept, and clasped his koeet ; 
And how she teMed him in vain — 
And ever strove to expiate 

The scorn Ihal cnied his brain ; — 

And that she nnried him in a cave ; 

And how hi* madDei* went away. 

When on the yellow foieit-leavei 

A dying man be lay ; — 

His dying words— but when I reached 

Thai lendeiesl strain of all the ditly. 

My fallcring voice and pausing harp 

Disturbed her soul with pity 1 



And hopes, and feari that kindle hope, 
An nndiatinguishable throng. 
And eenlle wishes long subdued. 
Subdued and cherished long 1 

She wept with pity and delight. 
She blushed with love, and virgin shame 
And like Ihe murmur of a dream, 
I heard her breathe my name. 



Her bosom heaved— she >te(q>ed aside. 
As conscious of my look she stepi— 
Then suddenly, with timorom eye 
She fled to me and wepL 

She half enclosed me with her arms. 
She pressed me wilh a meek embrace ; 
And bending back her head, looked up. 
And gazed upon my face. 

'Twas partly love, and partly fear. 
And partly 'twas a bashful ait. 
That I might rather feel, than see. 
The swelling of her heart. 

I calmed her fears, and she was calm. 
And told her love with virgin pride ; 
And so I won my Genevieve, 

My bright and bEaateoni Bride. 

S. T. COLUIDOt. 

The original poem, by Coleridge, is here printed in fall, 
eilh a very clever parody, which will be better appre- 
ciatedafletcompaiiaon with the original. The little Volame 
of MilciItaiuo¥i Potmt from which the parody is taken. It 



DOW very scarce, allhou^ only published as recently ■* 
l88a The author has gone to Australia, taUng with nin 
all the unsold copies of his book. 



Tkk Fowkk or SaBNCB. 
"All thoughts, all pastions, all delights. 

Whatever stirs this mortal fiame. 
Are but the l^acies of apes, 

With interest on the same. 



Beside the Dichobane. 

Through the Museum windows played 
The light on fossil, east, and chart. 

And she was (here, my Gwendoline, 
The mammal of ray heart. 

She leaned against Ihe Glyptodon, 
The monsler of Ihe sculptured tooth ; 

She looked a fossil specimen 
Herself, to tell (he truth. 



She leaned against the Glyptodon ; 

She fixed her glasses on her nose ; 
One Pallas-foot drawn back diqilajed 

The asure of her hote^ 

Few virtues had sha of het own — 
She borrowed them from Ume and apace ; 

Her age was eocene, althongh 
Post-tertiary her ^ace. 

The Trish Elk that near as stood, 

(Megsceros Hibemicni), 
Scarce dwarfed her ; while I bowed beneath 

Her stately overplus. 

I prised her pre-diluvian height, 

Her palaeozoic date of birth, 
For Ihne to scientific ey« 

Had scientific worth. 
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She had ioine ctocheti of her own, 
M* tweet Tiiipuou Gwendoline, 

She loved me beu when I would uog 
Hei ape doccot and mine. 

I r^ted a wild panioftiic lay ; 

(The public fled the diimal lone*) ; 
I ttnicit a eboid that luited well 

That mtturatt of booei. 

I nog the very dawn of life. 

Cleared at a ttonnd the inGnite chain 
Hut 1 luidcn inorganic doit 

From ily-bom protoplaim. 



Wai dual from the firvL 

How ptimil germ* contained in one 
The bean-ideal and the belle ; 

And how the " niTitery of life '' 
Ii JD*[ a perfect eelL 

I showed how •en*e iuelf b^an 
In leotcleu gronngi after lenie :— 

She leemed to find it to henelf 
(Her gut Wat lo interne). 

And how ihe very need of liKht 



How hcadlen moilnaci makit^ bead 
Againit the faihloni of their line. 

On pulpr naxlmi tomed their baclu, 
And tpeeUliMd a ipine. 

How landward lon^oe* leiied on fiili. 
Fretted Ihe l^ within their tfgf. 

And in amphibian ianie dif- 
FcMntiatcd leg*. 



How tails were lo*t — but when I readied 
Thii taddeat part of all mj U7, 

She dropped the comen of her ntootb, 
And lurned her lace away. 

And proud to lec my lofty love 
So iweetly wince, 10 coyly thrin^ 

I iroke a moving threnody — 
I (ang the milling linL 

And when I ipake of vaniihed kin 
Of Simian race* dead and gone. 

The ware of loriow from her eye* 
Half-drowned the Glyplodon. 



And when — perchance loo fervently — 
I imotc Dpon the chord of km, 

I law the lardy ipark of love 
Blaie up behind her ipeca. 

She liitened with a brightened grace. 
She blutbed a bloih like ruby «ine^ 

Then benl her (lately head, and clinked 
Her ■ 



A mighty impube rattled ihrongb 
Her well articulated fnmt; 

And into one delisted eu 

She breathed my Chriitian name. 

And whiipcred thit my (ong had eiveo 
Her aecrel thought lubitanlia] uapci 

For the bad long coniidered me 
The r^thoot of an ape. 

She niied me from the enehaoted floot. 
And, ai my lip* hei ihoalder me^ 

Between two aiihmai of embrace 
She called me marmoicLte. 

I itrove lo calm her down ; ihe grew 



J. Bkdnton Stkpbbiii. 



Plavkodib MUStNCS. 
'■ nie velut Rdit arrana lodallbu* olim 
Credebat librii ; ncque ti male ceuertt, 

1* alio, neque li bene." 



a grmdmoiher, ibe kept a donkey 

To carry to the mart her crockery-ware. 
And when that donkey look'd me in the face, 
Mil [ace wa* lad 1 and you are lad, my Public I 

Joy ihould be yonn : Ihii tenth day of October 
Again aiiemblei ui in Drury Lane. 
Long wept my eye to *ee the limber planki 
That hid our ruin* : many • day I cried. 
Ah me t I (ear they never will rebuild it I 
1^ on one eve, one joyful Monday ev^ 
A* alone Charles Street I prepared to walk, 

iait Bt Hie comer, by the paitrycook'*, 
heard a trowel tick aguast a brick. 
I look'd me up, and tttaight a parapet 
Uproie at least seven incbei o'er the plank*. 
Joy lo thee, Druiy I lo myself I laid : 
* He of Blackrriars Road, who hymned thy downUI 
In loud Hotannahs, and who prophesied 



Has proved ■ lying prophet. From that horu. 
As l«>ure offer d, close to Mr. Spring's 
Box-office door, I've ilnod and eyed the builderi. 
They had a plan to render lets their laboan ; 
Workmen in olden limei would mount a ladder 
With hodded heads, but theie ilretch'd forth a poU 
From the wall's pdnoacle, they placed a pulley 

• "He ol Blickblui R«d." vli., Ui* IiM K«. Bmlstd WL 
who la said to bav* pmcttd a *«B»n eonfntnlMlsf Ua csofMr 
(atiaBOB tb* catuUopb* K Drury Lamlbctm. 
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lllDi ficightcd, iwnng tteanlj to [he top, 
And In ihe empt^ bsi ket workmen tmio 
Predpltale, nnlintt, accoiled euth. 

Ob I 'Iwu ■ goodljp loand, to hear the people 
Wbo mtch'd the irork exprni their rarioai toooghtt 
While tome beliered it aerei wonld be lini«h'd 
SofDC^ on the MfUtu; believed it wogid. 

I've hcatd oui ftont thit f*cai Dror)' Lane 
Hoch critidied : the; wy 'lii vulnr biick-work, 
A mimic minurictory at tloor-clolh. 
One of the morning papert wiih d thxl frmt 
Cemented like the front In Brydgei Street ; 
Al It now looki, thej ciJt it Wyalt'a Mermaid, 
A htndMme womin with a fiih'i tail. 

White ii the iteeple of St. HKde'i in Fleet Street : 
The Albion (u it> nune denotei) is white ; 
Hnrgan and Saanderi' ihop for chain and tables 
Gleami like a inow-ball in the lettine lun ; 
Wiilte ii Whitehall. Bat not St. Bride'i in Fleet Street, 
The Spotleai Albion, Morean, no, nor Saunden, 
Nor white Whitehall, b white ai Urury ■ lace. 

Oh, Ur, Whitbread I fie upon yav, lir I 
t think you thould have built n colonnade : 
When tender beauiy, looking for hei coach, 
Protrude! her gloveleis hand, petceivei the shower 
And drawl the lippel closer round her throat. 
Perchance her coach ilandi hal f > doien i^if. 
And, ere she mounts the itcp, the oozing mud 
Soaki through her pale kid ilippcr. On Ihc morrow. 
She coughs at breakfast, and hei gruff pipa 
Cries, " There you go I this comes of play housei ! " 
To bsild no portico ii penny wise : 
Heaven grant it prove not in the end pound foolish I 

Hail to thee. Drury 1 Queen of Theatres 1 
What is the Hegency In Tottenham Street, 
The Koyal Amphitheatre of Arts, 
Aatlej'i, Olympic, ot the Sans Pareit, 
Compared with ihee ? Vet when I view thee polh'd 
Back from the narrow street that christened thee, 
I know not why they call thee Drury Lane. 

Amid the freaks that modem fashion sanctions. 
It grieves me much to see live animals 
Brought on the stage. Grimaldl has his nbblt, 
Laurent his cat, and Bradbury his pig ; 
Fie OB such tricks I Johnson, the machinist 
Of former Drury, imitated life 
Qoite to the life. The Elephant in Blue Beard, 
SlulTd by^iii hand, wound round his lithe proboscis, 
As ipniee as he who roar'd In Padmanaba.* 
Nought born on euth should die. On hackney stands 
I reverence the coachman who cries " Gee," 
And spares the lash. When I behold a spider 
Prey on a fly, a magpie on a worm, 

• •• Padmanaba," tIi.. In a pantomln* ealltd //artifuin in PiUI 
■unaAa. TUi slanliuit. loms rnn alUrwuili. wh (ihlhltsdotal 
o d«tToj tb« pool 



Or view • botcber with botn-haodled knife 
Slaogfalet a tender lamb as dead as mutton. 
Indeed, indeed, I'm very, veij dck t 

Jam IS Shfth. 
Tkt R^utU Aiimm, iSis. 

This imitation of Coleridge cannot be considenid oae o( 
the best of the RtjicUi Addntsii. Lord Jeffrey rcmarksd 
that, (tithoagb it wa* uaqueitiotiably " Lakish," be wa* 
unable to recoRnine in it any of the pecnliar traili of the 
powerful seniaa whoie name it bore. Smith probably bad 
m bia mind Iha following linea wiittea by Colerid^ in 
1794:— 

To A Young Ass. 
Hi motlur Uitg Mlund mmt U, 

Poor little Foal of an oppressed Race I 
I love the languid Patience of thy face : 
And oft with gentle hand I give thee bread. 



That earthward alill thy moveless head it hung ? 

Do thy prophetic Fears anticipate. 

Meek Child of Misery t thy future fate ? 

The starving meal, and all the thousand ache« 

"Which patient Merit of the Unworthy takes?" 

Innocent Foal 1 thou poor despised Forlom I 

I hail thee Brother— spite of the [bol's scorn I 

And fain would take thee with me, in the Dell 

Of Peace and mild Equality to dwell, 

Wh*ra Toil shall call the charmer Health his bride. 

And Laughter tickle Plenty's ribleas side I 

How thou wonldst tots thy heels in gamesome play. 

And frisk about, as lamb or kitten gay ) 

Yea I and more musically sweet to me 

Thy dissonant harsh bray of joy n.mid be. 

Than warbled melodies that soothe to rest 

The aching of pale Fashion's vacant breast I 



KUBLA KHAN. 

In Xanadn did Kubta Khan 
A stately pteasure.dome decree : 
Where Alph, tbe sacred river, ran 
Through caverns measureless to man 
Down to a sunless sea. 
So twice five miles of fertile gmand 
With walls and towers were girdled round: 
And there were gardens bright with siouons rill* 
Wbere blossomed many an incense l-caring tree ; 
And here were forests ancient as th<- hills. 
Enfolding snuoy spots of greenery. 

The shadow of the dome of pli^ >sare 

Floated midway on the waves ; 

Wbere was heard the mingled ^neasnre 

From the fountain and the cavi-s, 
Ii was a miracle of rare device, 
A sunny pleasure-dome with caves '<f icel 
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A Fragkbht— Composed in a Uuam. 

In Hoosnlbrd did tome wiie can* 
A lUtelf bridee of win decree, 

Wbae Thune*, (he muddj riTK, nui, 
Down to k muddier lea. 

Above the people iom IU [Hcn, 
Tbeii ihadowi od the enten fell ; 

Year ilia jeu, for a>*lt.j J—r*, 
All Dii^piOMh*blel 

And Glmj wicei thiongh cthei sptead. 
From snEb proud [riers' nofiniihed beid. 
Kept up > mild communication, 
WoTtbr of their culled lUtion j 



Which 'nealb theme (lender wire* did flow. 
Upturned Iheii ejeiKod liehed — 

"IfthataiV bridge," they wbiipered low, 
" Vol broad enough to let ui pMS, 

Ve'd not av %o much round to gp, 
A* DOW ve av— alu ! " 

In itin thar liehi, in n 

Hay blow and Sow for man* ]r< 

No mortal man may ciou the < 



f •ighs.j 

Mar blow and Sow for man* jreara I 
No mortal man may ciou the cord 
Thai croue* Tbamei at Hor^erford. 
Iti wondcDuiipan to me dolh leem 
The btidee deuiibed in Mina't dream. 
On which the sood alone might tread, 
WhIUt olheri fell and perished. 

Alas, in modem Babylon, 

Theie'i not a soul that can pau over j 
No, ooi a «ingle holy one. 

Endowed with virtue to diico*er 
The itep by which lo Iread the ridge 

Of Hnnserfoidi airial Bridge I 

d. July 6. 1S4V 



CHRISTABEL. 

Thii mott Hquiiile fragment of a poem, Coleridge'* mailK- 
piece, wu commenced in 1797, the tecond part wai wrilten 
m 1800, leaving the myilery of ihe plot itill luuolvcd. 

For thii Coleridge blamed hit indoieace, but pouibly he 
gave up the talk in deip«r, he muit have fell how inferior 
the tecond pail wai in interesl, in diailtrit, and in poetical 
fimcy lo the firit, and that no ending was preferable t 
ending of ■ work which had atouttd inch Lnl "" 

and curiosity, Olheri have atlempled to coni^mE uic bfucui, 
in loba eaineat, but ibeii effoiti have been uDincceufal, and 
not one icquel has achieved even a lemporaij popularity. 

In the fint edition of the poem Colendge, after describing 
OtraUint added : 

" A sight to dream of, not 10 tell : — 
And she is to sleep with Christabcl 1 " 

He afterwaidi omitted these lines possibly because he 
heard it reported that GeroJdtne was ig prove lo be a man, 
and not as ChrittaM supposes, a forlorn maiden in diblresi. 
be this as it may some of the parodies dwell puticularly 

• Hungartord ■ospnulon brlito ■»• optmd on lUy 1. 18*B, II wu 
rrmoT^in ISS! lo mak* wav lor t)» Chuloi Ctom nU-inj bridii*, 
•nd wM alMrwards «raet*d ov« tb* Blisr iron at CUfton, owr 

llrlitol. 



extract! uom the narrative portion 01 ran 1. ui uw uainuai 
must he given. Want of space alone i* the reaion for 
mutilating the poem, enough is left to trace the ttcay to 
whoe Dr. Maginn takes op the tlucad. 



Tis the middle of night by the castle clock. 
And the owli have awakened the crowing cock ; 
Tn— whU I— To— whoo I 

And bark, 1 ' ' ~ 
Howdiowi 

It the night diilly and dark ? 
The nigbt it chilly, but not dark. 
The thia gray cloud is spread on high. 
It coven but not hides Uie sky. 
Tlie mooo is behind, and at the foU ; 
And yet she looks both small and dull 



The loveW lady, ( 
Whom hei CUher lovet to w . 
What makes her in the wood so late, 
A Aitking from the castle gate ? 
She had dreams all yesteroight 
Of her own betrothed knight ; 
And she in the midnight wood will pray 
For the weal of her lover that's fu away. 

Sbe stole along^ she nolhine spoke. 
The ughs she heaved were loR and low. 
And naught wa* green upon the oak. 
But moss and rarest miMetoe ; 
She kneels beneath the huge oak tree. 
And in silence praycth ^e. 



The lady sprang up taddenly, 
The Icvelr bdy, ChrisUbel 1 
It moaned at near, ai 
But what it is, she d 
On the other side it teems to be. 
Of the huge, broad- breasted, old oak tree. 

The night is chill i the forest bare : 
It it llic wind thai moaneth bleak? 
There if not wind enough in the air 
To move away the rir^let curl 
From the lovely lady's cheek— 
Tbeie is not wind enough to twirl 
The one red leaf, the last of its dan, 
That dances as often M dance it can. 
Han^ng to Ught, and hanging 10 high. 
On the topmost ti '" -'-' '~'- ' '*•" 






ig that looks up at the sky. 



Hush, beating heart of Christabcl t 
Teiu, Mtiia, shield her well 1 
She folded her arms beneith her cloak. 
And stole lo the other wde of the oak 
What sees she there ? 

Tltere she seei a damsel bright, 
Diett in a tQkea robe of white. 
That shadowy io the moonlight shone : 
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Tlw Dcck tlMt nude tbal while robe wan. 
Her itatel; D«ck, and vnu were bue ; 
Ilet blue-Tciiied feet nnundkl'd were. 
And wildlj glittered here »nd there 
The gcmt CDUOEled Id hei heir, 
I BiMM, 'twu fitEblfiil there to lee 
Aladr lo ricUjp cUd u the — 
Beutllnl cxcecdingl}' I 



(Said 



HaiT mo 
aidChriil 



itabel,) And who aft tboa ? 



The ladf strangB m«da aiuwer meet. 
And her voice wai faint and iwMt : — 
Have p4tr on mj mtc diitrcii, 
I tcaice can %fttk foi weaiineas : 
Stretch forth thv hand, and have no fear : 
Said ChriiUbel, How camett tboa here ? 
And the ladf, whoie nuce wai biot and iweet. 
Did tbu pnnae her answer meet >- 

Hj' dro ii of a noble line, 
And mj name li Geialdine : 
FItb warrisn iciied mc ratermom. 
Me, even me, a maid forhwD : 
Thn choked my criet with force and fright. 
And tied meoDapairTcr white; 
The palfrey was as fleet at wind, 
And the; rode fuionslr behind. 
They sparred amain, their steeds were white t 
And oDce we croucd the shade of nJ^L 
Ai sore ai Heaven shall tetcae me, 
I haT«DO tliaii(bt what men they be; 
Hot do I know bow long it it 
(Fat I have lain entranced I wit) 
Since one, the talieii of the G*^ 
Took me from the paifrej't back, 
A weary woman, scarce aliTe. 
Some mntleicd words his comrades ipoke : 
He placed me undernmtb this oak i 
He swore thej would return with baste ; 
Whither thn went I cannot tell — 
I Ihooghl I heard, some minates pait, 
Soonds as of ■ cattle bell. 
Stretch forth thy hand (ibns ended she), 
And help a wretched uuud to See. 

Then ChrisUbel stretched forth her band 
And comforted Fair Geratdine : 
" O well, bright dame I may yoa command 
The service of Sit LeoUae: 
And gladly oar stoat chivalry 
Will he send forth and Iricnit withal 
To gatde and guard you mft and free 
Home to youi noble btber'i halt." 

She rose : arkd forth with steps they paued 
Tbal strove to he, and were not, fast, 
Hci graeloos star* the lady blett. 
And thas spake on tweet Chrbtabel ; 
" All our honsebold are at rest. 
The hall at tilent at the cell i 
Sir Leoline it weak in hulth. 
And may not well awakoied be, 
Bai we will move at if in stealth, 
And I beseech yoar coarlety, 
Thli night, to thare yont coach with me." 



A little door she ofeaed strwght. 

All in the middle of the gate i 

So free from danger, free from feat 

They cTotted the coart : right glad they w 

They pMted the ball, that ec 



Pats at lightly at yoa will 1 

aoftiv tread, sud ChiitUbel, 
Hy father seldom ileepcth wtU. 

Sweet ChriiUbel her feet dotb bare. 
And, jealous of the listening air, 
They steal their way from stair to stalt, 
Now in glimmer, and now in gloom, 
And now they pass the Baron't room, 
A* ilill at dealb with safled breath 1 
And now have teachcd bei chamber dooi ; 
And now doth Geraldlne preat down 
The luthes of the chamber Boor. 
The tUver lamp bumi dead and dim ( 
Bnl Chrialabel the Ump will trim. 
She trimmed the lamf^ and made it bright. 
And left it swinging to and fro, 
While Geraldine, in wretched pU^ 
Sank down npon the floor below. 

O weary lady, Geraldine, 

1 jny yon, drink thii cordial wine I 
It it a wine of virtaoos powers j 
Hy mother made it of wild flowers. 



Again the wild-flower wine the drank : 



And that the klly Udy tpake— 
All they, who live in the nppei tky, 
Do love yoa, holy Chriitabel t 
And you k)ve them, and for their take 
And for the good which me befdl. 
Even 1 in my degree will try. 
Fair maiden, [o requite von welL 
But DOW unrobe younelf ; for I 
HoBl pray, ere yet in bed I lie. 

Quoth Chritlabel, to let it be 
And OS the tadv bade, did she. 
Her gentle limbs did the aodrets, 
And Uy down in her lovelinett. 

But through her brain of weal and woe 
So many thoughts moved to and fro, 
That vain it were her lids to close ; 
So half-way from the bed she rose ; 
And on her elbnw did recline 
To look at the lady Geraldine; 

Beneath the lamp Ihe Udy bowed. 
And slowly rolled hei eyes aroand ; 
Then drawing in her breath aloud 
like one that shuddeied, the unbound 
The cioclure fcom beneath her breast : 
Her lilkeo robe, and inner vest, 
Drnpt lo her feet, and full in view. 
Behold t ber bosom and half faer tide 
A lighl to dream of, not to tell I 
O ihield her I shield tweet Chrittabel I 
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Yet Gentdine noi tpeaki cor iiin ; 
Ah I what a iliiclieD look ww h«[* ! 
Deep from within (h« Mema half-waf 
To lift tome weight with lick auaf, 
And ern the mud and leeki delar ; 
Then inddeolr >i one defied 
Collecti henelf in icorn and pride. 
And lajr down hj tbe maiden's ud« 
And in hn anni the maid ihe toolc, 

AhweU-a-da/I 
And with low Toice and dolefol look 

Thete words did laj : 
In Ihe tooeh of thia boioin there vrotketh a ipell. 
Which i* lord of Ihr ultenuice, Cbriitabel I 
Thoo knowat to-ni£ht, and «rUt know to-morrow 
Tbit maik of mj shame, Ihii seal of m^ sorrow ; 

Bat Tainljr than warreit. 
For this ii alone in 

Tbr power to declare, 
That in the dim forest 

Thou heard 'it a low moaning. 
And fbnnd'sl a brighl lady, luipassiDgl]' fate : 
And didst bring hn home with thee in love and in chaiit;. 
To shield bet and sheltei her from the damp air. 



TTu Ctiubuiim loParl I 

With open ejet ^ah woe is me I) 
Asleep, and dreaming feufully, 
FeatfoUf dreaming, ;et I wis, 
Dreaming that alone, which is — 
O SOTTOW and shame t Can this be the. 
The Udjr, who knell at the old oak lie« t 
And lo I the woikei of these bannt. 
That holds Ihe maiden in her aims. 
Seems lo slumber stitl and mild. 
As a mother with her child. 

A itai hath set, ■ stai hath risen, 
O Geialdine 1 since arms of thine 
Ha*e been the lovelj ladjr's prison. 
O Geraldbe 1 one hour was IJlinfr— 
Thoa'st had thjr will I 

5. T. COLSBIDGB. 



Dr. Vivtaa's Inlrtdartion ta Part III. 

LllTEH 1 ;e know tbat I am mad, 

Aad jre will listen I — wiiard dreams 
Were with me 1— all is tme that seems I— 

From, dreams alone can tintb be hkd — 

In dreams dirinest lore is taught. 

For tbe eje. no more distraogbt, 

ResU most calmly, and the ear, 

Of sound nnconsciaas. maf tpptj 

Itaaltribntes onkiMwn, lo hear 
The music of philosophy 1 

Thus am I wisest in my sleep. 

For thought* and things, which day-light biings. 
Come to the t^l Md and sii^e. 

Bat Terse and prose, and. joys and woes 
loeitricably mingle. 

When Ihe hushed frame is silent in repose I 

Twilight and moonlight, mist and storm. 

Black night, and fire-eyed hurricane. 

And csetled li^tnin^ and the stiowt 

Tbat mock the sonbeams, and the rain 

WUcb bounds on earth with big drops warm, 

AU an roimd me while I spell 

Tbe Irtend of sweet ChrHtabel t 



ChritltM. Fart III. 

NiNB moons have waxed, and the tenth, in ita wane. 

Sees Chiistabel struggle in imluuiwn pain I 

—For many moons was her eye less bright. 

For many moons was her vest more tig^t. 

And her cheek was pale, save when, with a start, 

The life blood came from the panting heart. 

And finltering, o'ei that thin lair face 

Past with a ra^nd nameless pace. 

And at momeots • Ug teat SUed the ere. 

And at noment* a short and motbeiea i^ 

Swelled her bceast with sudden main. 

Breathed half in grie( and half In pain. 

For hei's are pangs, on the rack tbat wind 

The outward frame and the inward mind. 

—And when at night tbe did visit the oak, 

Sbe wore the Baion't tcailet cloak, 

(Tbat cloak which happy to hear and lo tell 

Was lined with the fur of the leopard well,) 

And as sbe wandered down Ihe delt 

None said 'twas the Lady Chri»l»bel.— 

Some thonght 'twas a weird tad ugtome elf, 

Some deemed 'twas the old sick Baron himtclf. 

Who wandered beneath the aaoir^ lid 

To count his beads in solemn shnft — 

(For his shape below wai wide lo tee 

All bloated with Ihe hydropsie.) 

Ob ! had bet old father the secret known. 

He bad stood as starlt as the statue of stone 

That stands so utent, and white, and tall. 

At the npper end of his banquet ball 1 

Am 1 asleep or am I awake? 
In very truth I oft mistake, 
As the stories of old come over my brain. 
And I build in spirit tbe mystic strain t — 
Ah 1 would to ihe vi»in tlut I were asleep ! 
But I must wake, and I most weep ! 

Sweet ChiisUbel, it it not well 
Tbat a lady, pure as the tunlets snow 
Tbat tiei so toft on tbe mountain's brow. 
Thai a maiden of sinless cbastily 
In childbirth pangs should be doomed to die. 
Or live with a name of sorrow and thame. 
And bear tbe words of blemith and blame I 
— For the world that tmilet at the guilt of man, 
Place* woman beneath its ban ; 
Alas, that scandal thus should wreak 
Its vengeance on the warm and weak. 
That the arrows of the cold and dull 
Sbonid woond the breati of the beantifid t 

Of the things that be did we know but half. 
Many, and many would weep, who laugh I 
Tears would darken many an eye, 



. .-r the clouded heart would sway, 
'Till it cmmbled like desert dust away ! 
But here we meet with grief and grudge^ 
And they who cannot know at, judge 1 
Thus, lonU on whom good angels tmile. 
Are tcoffed at in out world of guile — 
Let this, Ladii, thy comfort be ; 
Han knows not us, good angelt know 
The things thai paas in tbe world below ; 
And scarce, methinks, it teems unjust. 
Thai Ihe world should view thee with mistmst, 
For who that WW thai child of thine 
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Bat in I nub, with too (wift ■ pie. 

Into the oceui of my tale I 

Not jet yonnc Chriitabel, I ween, 

or her babe Eath liehtei been. 

— 'Tit the month of ibeinow and (be blait. 

And th« dari of Chriitmu mirth ate pait. 

When the o>k-n>oU heaped on the heanh blaied brisht. 

Casting a broad and dniky lig^t 

On Che ihadovy foims of the warrion old. 

Who itared from the wall, moil pim (□ bebo1d~< 

On thieldi where the ipidei hii tapestry weavei. 

On the hollf bonghi aod the ivy leaves, 

The few green gliaitt that still remain 

To mock the storm and welcome the laio, 

Brighter and livelier mid tempeat and shower, 

Like a hero in the battle hoar I — 

BraTc emblems o'er the winter health. 

They cheered onr fatberi' hours of mirth ! — 

TwcIte toliT months complete and clear 

The maijic drcle of the year I 
Each (the ancient riddle saiifa) 

Children, two [imel thirty, hath I 

Three times ten kic (air and white, 

Three limes ten are black as night, 

Thiee times ten hath Hecati, 

Three limes (en the God of day ; 

Thas spoke the old bierophant 

(I saw tier bie breaat swelling pant) 

What time, I dreamed, in g&istly wise 

or ElcDiinian myateriei, 

Pot I am the hieraich 

Of the mystical and dark — 

And now, if rightly I do apell 

Of the Lady Chriaubel, 

She hales Che three limes ten so while. 

And lickeas in their searching light. 
And woe is hers— alas I Sack I 
She hates the three times ten so black- 
As a mastiff bilch doth bark, 
I bear her moaning in the dark I — 

'Tis the month of January, 

Why lovely maiden, light and airy. 

While the moon can scarcely gbw, 

Thio the plumes of folliog snow. 

While ihe moss upon the buk 

Is withered ail, and damp, and dark. 

While cold above Ihe stars in doabt 

Look dull, and scarcely will Gtay onl, 

While (be snow is heavy on be«:heD bower 

And hides its name-sake, Ihe snow-diop Sower, 

Why walk forth (bus mysteriously J 

Dear eirl, I ask Ibee seriously. 

Thy cheek is pale, thy locks are wild— 

Ah, think, how big thou art with child I 

Tho" the buon'sred cloak thro' the land hath no fellow. 
Thou shoold'st no( thus ven(ure witbont an umbrella I 

Doil thou wander to the Geld of graves 

Where (be elder its spectral branches waves J 

And will (by hurried foa(sleps ball 

Where thy mother sleeps in the aitent vaull ? | 

Where Ihe stranger pauses long to explore 

The emblems quaint of heraldic lore, 

Where tho' the lines are tarnished and dim, 

Thy mother's faalnn* aiaie ganni and grin. 



And grinning skull, and transversa bon*, 
And Iha namet of warrion dead and gone 
Mark Sir Looline'* bnrial stone ; 
Thither go not, or I deem almost 
That Ibou wilt frighten thy mother's ghost I 
Or will thoa weodlo the hi^e oak-tra^ 
And, kneeling down npoathy kneo. 
Number the beads of thy roeaiy? 
Nine beads of gold and a tenth of purl, 
And a prayer wilh each, my lovely girl. 
Nine and one, shalt thou record. 
Nine to (he virgin and one to the Lord I 
The pearls are ten times one to behold. 
And tea times nine are (he beads of gold, 
Methinks '(is hard of the friar to ask 
On a nighi like this to weary a task I 

'Tis pleasant — 'lis pleasant, in summer time. 
In the gropn wood to spell (he ■(oried rhyme. 
When the light winds above 'irong the light leaves am 

singing. 
And the song of the birds thro' your heart is ringing, 
'Tis pleasant — "tis pleasant, when happily humming' 

To Ihe flowers below the blytho bee is coming ! 

When the rivulet coy, and ashamed [o be seen. 
Is heard where it hides 'mong the grass-blades green. 
When the light of the moon and each sweet stariy islet 
Gives a charm more divine (o ihe long summer twilight. 
When (he breeie o'er the blossomy hawthorn comes cheerfol, 
•Tis pleasant— with heart— ah, bow happy 1— tho' feuflil, 
Wilh heaven-beaming eyes, where tears come, while smites 

To the lover's low vow* in the silence Co listen I 



tt 



prav for a lover that's far away I 
:, ChrisUbel, I cannot lee 



risUbel, I 
The powerful cause thai sways with thee 
Thus, wilh ■ face all waxen while, 
I'o wander forth on a winter night. 

The snow hath ceased, dear lady meek. 
But Ihe niebl is chill and bleak I— 
And cloatU are passing swift away 
Before Ihe moon so cold and gray — 
The crescent moon, like.a bark of pearl. 
That lies so calm on (he billowy whirt ; — 
Rapid ty — rapidly 
With (be falait. 
Clouds of ebony 
Wander fast. 
And one the maiden hB(h fixed her eyes on, 
Halh pass'd o'er the moon, and is near the boriion I 
Ab Cbrislabel, I dread it, I dread it. 

That the clouds of shame 
Will darken and gather 

O'er the maiden's name. 
Who chances unwedded 
To give biith 10 a child, and knows not iu father I 



Tempest or calm— moonshine or shower. 

The caslle clock stilt lolls the hour. 

And the cock awakens, and echoes the sound. 

And is answered by the owls around — 

And at every measured tone 

Von may bur the old baron griiDt and groan ; 
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'lit a thiDf; of wonder, and frigbt, and feai. 
The mastiff-lntch'i moans to heat — 
And ihe a^ed cow in her Btall that standi 
And is milked each rooming bj female hands 
(Thai the baion's breakfast of milk and bread 
May be bioaght betimes to Ihe old roan's bed 
Who often gives, while he is diessinE, 
Hit Cbristabel a father's blessing) 
That aged cow, as each itroke sounds slow. 
Answers it with a plaintive low I 
And Che baton old, who is ill at test. 
Curses the favourite cat for a pest— 
For let him pray, or let him weep. 
She roews thro' all Ihe hours of sleep — 
Till (nomine '^■nu wi'h its pleasant beam;. 
And the cat is al rest, and the biion dreams ! 

Lei it rain, however fast. 
Rest from rain wilt come at last. 
And the blaze that strongest ftashea 
Sjinks at last, and ends in ashes 1 
But sorrow from the haroan heart 
And mists of care will they depart ? 
I know not, ard caanol tell, 
Saith the Lady Cbristabel— 
But I feel roy bosom swell 

Id my spirit I behold 

A lady—call her linn, not bold — 

Standing lonely by the bum 
— Strange feelings Ihro' ber breosl and brain 
Sbool mlh a sense of madness and pain. 

Ah, Chriilabel return, return. 
Let me not call on thee in vain I 
Think, lady dear, if thou art drowned 
That thy body will be found, 
What anguish will thy spirit feel, 
When It must to all reveal 
What Ihe spell bindt thee to conceal 1 
How the baron's heatl will knock 'gainst his chest 
When the stake is driven into thy breast. 
When thy body lo duil shall be carelessly Rung, 
And over the dead no dirge be sung. 
No friend in mourning vesture dight. 
No lykewake sad — no tapered rile I — 

Return, retain thy home to blest. 
Daughter of good Sir Leolioe ; 

In that chamber a recess 
Known to no olhei eye ihan thine. 
Contains the powerful wild-flowei wine 

Thai often cheer'd tbj mother's heart. 

Lady, lovely as thou art 

Return, and ere thou dosi undress 

And lie down in thy aakednest 

Repair to thy secret and favourite haunt 

And drink the wine as Ihou art wont 1 

Hard to uDcoik and brigbl lo decant. 

Hv merry girl — she drinks — she drinks 

raster she drinks and f^ter. 
My brain reels round as I see ber whirl. 
She hath tamed on her heel with a sudden twirl ; — 

Wine, wine is ■ cure for every disaster, 
For when sorrow wets Ihe eye 
Yel the heart within is dry. 
Sweet maid upon the bed she sinks— 
Hay her dreams be lighl, and her rest be deep 1 
Good angels goatd hM in her sleep I 

WlLLIAU Macink. 
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The following "wild and singularly original and beautiful 
poem " wat wiillen at Ihe instienlioo of Mr. Robert Warren, 
who was desirous of enrollir.g me among the number of his 
panegyrists. The circumstances thai lead lo its original com- 
position are as fullows : I had been considering in what way 
I might best introduce the subject, when suddenly falling 
asleep over a provincial newspaper which detailed the battle 
between Ciibh and Motineux, Ihe thoughts of my waking 
hours assumed ihe aspect of the present poetical reverie. 
This lo an nnidead "reading public " may appear incredible, 
but minds of imaginative temperament are ever most active 
during Ihe intervals of repose, as my lale poem, entitled 
" The Pains of Steep," will sufficiently attest. 

Dreams in fact aie to be eslimated solely in proporlion lo 
Uieir wildness ; and hence a friend of mine, who is a most 
magniliceni dreamer, imagined but the other night that he 
invited a flock of sheep to a musical party. Such a fivcti, 
nauci, nihili absurdity wilt, I am afraid, puule even our 
Iranscendenlal philosophers to explain, allhongh Kant, in hit 
treatise on the Phenomena of Dreamt, is of opinion thai the 
lent or focus of intestinal lighl ascending the eesophagna at 
right angles, a juxtaposition of properties takes place, so that 
the nucleus of Ihe iliaphragm reilectingonlhecerctiellumthe 
prismatic visions of the pitorus, is made lo produce that mar- 
vellous operation of mind upon matter better known by the 
name of d reaming. — To such simpU and tatisfactory reasoning 
■ hat answer can be nude ? 

Ten mini. 

And the owl has awakened llie ci 

Cock-a-doodle-doo, 

Cock- a-doodle-doo. 
If he crows al this rale in to thrilling a note, 
Jesu Maria 1 he'll catch a tore throat. 

Warren the manufacturer rich 
Ilalh a spectral mastifl bitch ; 
To Saint Dunslau's clock, tho' silent enow. 
She barketh her chorus of bow wow, wow i 
Bow for the quaitert, and worn for the hoot ; 
Nought cares the for Ihe sun or the shower ; 
But when, like a ghost alt-arrayed in its shroud. 
The wheels of Ihe thunder are muSied in cloud. 
When the moon, sole chandelier of night. 
Bathes (he blessed earth in light. 
As wiiaid lo wizard, or witch to witch, 
Howleth to heaven this mastiff bitch. 

Buried in thought O'Warren lay. 
Like a village queen on the birth of May i 
He listed the tones of Saint Dunstan't clock, 
Of Ihe mastiflf bitch and the crowing cock ; 
But louder, far louder, he listed a roar. 
Loud as the billow that booms on the shore ; 
J, bang, with a pause between. 



Stood 'like a phantom in midst of the shop ; 
In midst of his shop he stood like a sprite. 
Till peering to left and peering lo right. 
Betide his coanler, with tail in hand. 
He saw a s|Mrii of darknett stand ) 
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A Udy to Kantilj clad ai 
Ugljr and old exceed ingi]'. 



One eje al lummei ikiei was blue, 

The other black ai (be wave* of Styz. 

Her bloodleu lipi did aught bat pair. 

For one wai brown and one waa fair. 

And clattered like maid in hyltelic lit, 

Ot jack that tnrneth a kitchea ipil ; 

Jein Maria I with awe, I [row, 

O'Wanen beheld thii worrieow, 

For dreary and dun the death-hue came 

O'er her cheek, ai she traced the word) of flame ; 

The wardi offlame that with myitic fnu 

Ate hatched from a still-born incubul. 

And doom each wieht who tendi, to dwell 

Till the birth of day in the cavei of hell. 

Oh t read thee not, read thee not, lord of the Strand, 
The ipell that lubjecti thee to elfln command ; 

Vain hope t the bogle hath marked het hoar, 
And Warren hath read the words of |iuwer ; 
Letter by letter he traced the ipell. 
Till the sullen mil of Saint Dunslan'. bell, 
And the midnight howl of Ihe mastifF bitch, 
Announced hji doom to the Hallowmaii witch. 
n her grandeur the (I 
an oak that anlooketl 

. ihooted to Wairen w , 

. n old mother Night aiaie-life-in-death ; 
Halloa I hailoo ! we may not itay, 
Satan ii wailing ; away, away ; 
Halloo '. halloo ! we've far to go. 

Then hey for the devil ; jee-np! jee-hoe " 

O'Warten requeued a little delay. 

But the evil one muttered " too laie. by my fay j " 

So he pat on hii hreechei and scampered away. 

And here mote I tell how they rode on Ihe wind. 
The witch befnre and the Wanen behind ; 
How they pused in a twinkling the haunti of man, 
And the proud pagodai of Kubla Khan ; 
How they peeped at the planeti like Allan-a-roon, 
And inpped on green cheese with the man in the ma< 
Or lilted the dulcimer'! tremuloat notei, 
Or the voice of the wind through the axure that float 
mi pillai and palace and arching sky 
Rung to the mingled melody. 



Away, away, thinnch the thundercloud. 
Where tempest and ruin sit laughing aloud ; 
Away, away, through the Relds of air. 
Where the nighl-wind howls to the falling star ; 
This amiable couple have past, and now 
They gain the swait regions of darkness and woe. 
O'Wptren beheld them, and shrunk with awe. 
Like a client held fast in the grasp of law. 
Then hymned to the Virgin for aid and for pity, 
A highly correct and devotional ditty : 
" Miserere Maria, " he cried in despair. 
While the bullet-nosed bogle drew Wk at the prayer. 
For Mary, tweet Marr, hath power to fright. 
And palsy the soutt of the daemons of night ; 
" Miserere Maria," he bellowed again. 
And the worricow dropt her eye-tooth at the strain. 



Bat spite of her teeth, she eschewed com^aint. 
Till troubled in spirit, and cowed and faint. 
She collared the tradesman with horrible yell. 
Then plunged with him head over heels into hell. 
Oh, bow its wild waves bellowed and boomed t ', 
Oh, how its vapors the air perfumed 1 ! 
As Warrea with timid and sliflcd breath. 
And followed hy old Mn. Lifcin-death, 
Moved to where Satan teclined alone, 
In the silence of thought on his ebon throne. 



Proudly he (trode to his palace glitt. 
Which the witch and the Warren approached in state, 
Bu: paused at the threshold as onwaid tbey cane. 
And thus, with words of fever and flame. 
The tradesman addressed, '' Vour name, Sir, is kcown 
As a vendor of iablis wide over the town ; 
But in bell with proviso this praise we most mix. 
For though brilliant your blacking, the water of Styx 
Is blacker by far, and can throw, as it suits, 
A handsomer gloss o'er our shoes and out boot*." — 

Answered the Warren, with choleric eye, 
" Oh, king of the cock-tailed incnbi I 
The sneer of a fiend to your puffs you may fix. 
But if, what is worse, you assert that youi Styx 
Surpasses my blacking, ('twas clear he was vexed), 
~ r Jove I you will ne'er slick at any thing nexL 

dandies who laud me at Paine'i and jUniack't, 



R, 



it of concord agree. 



"Pshaw," Saun replied, "I'll be di 



dinti 



The tradesman he laughed at this (ntifol sneer. 
And drew from hii pocket, unmoved by the jeer 
Of the gathering dssmons, Uue, yellow, and frink, 
A b-)ltle of blacking more sable than ink ; — 
With the waves of the Styx in a jiffey thn tried il. 
But the waves of the Siyi looked foolish beside it ; 
" Vou mote Bi well liken the summer sky," 
Qnolh Warren the bold, "with an Irish styet 
The nightingale's note with the cockatoo's whine. 
As your lily-white river with me or mine." 

Round the brow of Abaddon fierce anger played 
At the Strand mannfacturer's gasconade ; 
And tifting a fist that mole slaughter an ox. 
He wrath^lty challenged his foeman to box ; 

Then summoned each dsemon to form a ring. 

And witness bit truculent triumphing. — 
The ring was formed and the twain set to, 
Like little Pass with Belaico the Jew. 

Satan wo* seconded in a crack. 

By Molineux, the American black, 

(Who sported an oath as a civil Salam), 

While Warren was backed by the ghost of Dutch Sam.- 

Geottes, who fondly peruse these lays. 

Wild as a colt o'er the mooriand that strays. 

Who thrill at each wondrous rede I tell, 

As fancy roams o'er the floor of hell. 

Now list ye with kindness, the whiles I rehearse 

In shapely pugilistic verse, 

(Albeit my fancy pceferretb ilill 

The quiet of nature,) this desperate Uill. 
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Both men on piling thowed nwve and bone. 
And weished on an annge fovrlm iloni ; 
Doffed iheir silk /ogit, f<T batlle ogoe, 
YiUamman, csslar and white opper log ; 
Then ipuied Tor a second their ardot io cool. 
And niihed at each olhei liVe bull Io bull. 

KODNDS. 
1. Wu a imiuhtT, for Brummagem Bob * 
Lei Hj a lepflr on Beeliebub's ntt ; 
Then foltowed him o*ec the ring wilh ea*e, 
And ioibUd Um Mfbja blow in the iqiutu. 

3. Satan wu eaotiont in making plajr, 



4. Satan waa Boored by a luiift in the hip, 

And the blood from hit peepen, wenl drip, drip, 

drip, 
like fat from a goose in (be dripping pan, 
Oi ale Irum the brim of a flowing can : 
Hi» bax ofdaminos chattered alood, 
(Here, "Go it, Niel I " ftomanimpin Iheciowd,) 
And he dropped with tIxnca%)iiM pxtronVa back. 
White Bob wilh a clinclur fell over Mm, whack. 

5. Both men fifing came up to the serattX, 

But Bob for Abaddon was more (ban a natch ; 
He Upptd hia cUnl, his mug he rent. 
And made him so gro^t with funlshmnl. 
That he gladly gave in at the close of the round. 
And VVairen in trmmpb was led from the ground. 

Then trumpet, and timbrel, and deafening ihosi, 
Like wind ihroagh a ruin rang lustily out. 
High o'er the rocks thai Jul over the deep. 
Where the toalt of Ibe damned to elemity weep ; 
Echo threw forward her answer of fear, 
Dnil as the dnst that clanks over a bier. 
Or death-watch thai beats in a sick man's ear. 
From the gnlph where they howl to the lead colored 

The tbadowleu spectres lea^d ap with delight, 



And "Bny Warran's Blacking" they ahoaled aload, 
A* the Qi^t-wind aighs through a coffinleaa ahrood- 
TIm evil ooe trowned whila they bellowed amain, 
But " Bny WmrreD't Blacking he chonuted a^i 



And yield to the victor (his will's despite) 
Unbridled sway o'er the fiends of DiBtit. 
Til done, and tore nlib hit recent tawaekini, 
Abaddon hath purchased O'Warren't Blacking ; 
Fate itoodby while the bu-g&in w '- 



But hark, 'tis the voice of tbe crowing cock I 
It 1* aormtlr rspocted tbat Robnl Warm, ttn., li ■ nMln «t 



And hark, 'tis tbe toll of Saint Dnnstan's clock I 
The mom rides high in Ibe Eailem sky. 
And the little birds carol it merrily : 
Already hive waoed at the gladsome si^ht. 
Each scene of darkness, each goblin sprite -, 
Abaddon to whit, and the whole of bis crew. 
Pink, yellow, or rosy, green, purple, or blue. 
For cheered by (he rays thro' his lattice that peep. 
The bard bath awoke from the " Pains of Sleep." 

This is probably the most amusing parody of CAnMoid 
that has ever been written. It appeared originalljr in 
" Warrtaiana," B small anonymous volume of imitalioDS 
published by i.oi)gmaas A Co., in 1814. I( is now known 
ibat (be aoihor was Mr. W. F. Deacon, who died about 
1845. 

Between 60 and 70 years ^(0 Robert Warren's Blacking 
was the best advertised article of the day. and even Lord 
Byron was accused of writing puffs for it. Hence this 
collection of squibs, in which sit the leading poets of the 
day were represented as singing its praises. 

Some few redundant passages have been cnt out, bst 
no[hiDg which is necessary to the plot of the poem baa 
been omitted. Watrtniana may still be net with occa- 
sionally at a second -hand book, and is well worth tbe few 
shillings it will coat. 



'Tis a qnarter to (en by the castle clock. 

And the ' mattiS bitch ' has awakened (lie cocL, 

And tbe cock has awakened tbe 'Baron Hich,' 

And ha in return will (hump (he bi(ch ; 

Say what can all her, in her sleep, 

Tliat thna she begins to ' moan and leap,' 

I know not, I know not tbe reason I twear. 

And e'en if I did, I'll be bang'd if I can. 



The Baron awoke at (he usual hour, 

And Ibe bell toll'd loud in his moss-covered (ow'r. 

Slowly it swnng to the gales of the west. 

Like a voice from the dead when (he winds are at rest. 

And a grinning nightmare withheld hia rest. 

And sat like a pound of cheeta on his breati. 

And devils and imps danced over his head. 

And Satan grinc'd at the fool of his bed ; 

And the crowing cock hia shrill claric>n Uew, 

To whit t to whoo t 
And hark again the crovring cock. 

How drowsily i( crew ; 
As if it was lotb from i(i pilloi^(o cre^ 
But determined at least to snore in ilt sleep. 
Af^in tbe cock crew, while the glance of hit eye, 
Frightened the clouds as they sail'd thro' the s1^. 
And the consequence was, (hat tbey shook wilh wander. 
And jostling each other created the thunder ; 
The Baron awoke, and be holloed aloud, 
At one who had seen ' my ladle's shroud ' ; 
■> Bard Bracey, Bard Bracey, 
(^me hare, or I'll lace ye. 
And tell me directly, or deeply you'll me. 
The cause of this terrible bnlloboloo t " 
Tbe bard came forth in bis night-cap he. 
And be woB as skinnr as bard mote oe. 
And hit locks hung down o'er hia shonldert flat, 
As my grandmother says like the tail of s rat ; 
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And away he went with a bem and a haw < 
To make thi- otd mastifT lie still ia her straw— 
Wilhont the keoiul the masliS' old, 
L^y SDorinK fast ia ' moonshine cold.' 

He kick'd her once, he kick'd her Iwice, 
Gul ihe old bitch snapp'd at his fingers thrice. 
Then Bracy kick'd her again, times (our. 
But the old bitch snapp^ at his fingers the more. 

Is he hart ? or doth be squall ? 

I think he's hurt tho' he doih not sqnall, 
Bnl he curses inucb, like a naughty man, 
And swears as often as swear he can ; 
And like a • liiile limber elf," 
Singeih and dancelh to himself. 
He must be hurt, I'm sure he mnsl,— 
Or he scarce would dare to kick up such a dust ; 
And certain I am, by his look, 'if<;es. 
That the mastiff has bitten the calf of his legs. 
And 'lis a right wondor to raise a laugh * — 
For who ever beard of a baid with a calf ? 
Bui lo 1 he kicks her again, and her cry. 
Split the kennel and rent the sky, 
And there she was, squatted upright on her tail, 
And oh ! she look'd— she look'd like a whale. 
And spouted forthwith Ibis dolorous strain. 
Which deserves an encore, again and again. 

SoiiB of He eili SittJ. 

'- There's a cloud in the sky. 
And it's wandering by. 
And in it I'll lump, 
With a hop, skip, and jump. 
For I'm a warlock of evil, J trow.*' 
(Here the biich ended with iBti-aioti-tKai.] 
The bardling was frightened, as well he mole be. 
And he looked around, hut nought could he see ; 
The lanky-legg'd bardling was frightened, odd rat it. 
And to tell you the irutb, I don't much wonder at it : 
~ mastiff had vanish'd, and hi 



Like a shoulder of multnn spun round on the jack. 



The Baion has put on his night-gown and cap, 

I'o know the reason of this mishap ; 

1'he Baron has put on his cap and night-gown. 

And with club-stick in hand, has gone in a fright down ; 

And there he discovered, oh ; think bow shocking, 

Ibrd Bracey alone without shoe or stocking ; 

" tSnrcl lirDcn'. Ksid llracey," the Baron exclaimed, 

<i T„ :_ ._ .1.1, f^ pj,y jj^'f j,gy ajhamcd ? " 



Jump'd out of bit bed, but finding it vain. 
Altered his mind and jump'd in i^in : 
And there he dreamt of the falhei of evil, 
'Ycleft by sinners on earth, the devil ; 

Uul before he could tell what bis spirits were at. 

In popp'd father .Satan in shape of a cat. 

And he skipp'd thro' the key-note with terrible pother, 

A match in one hand, and his tail in the other ; 

And said lo the Baion, with funeral glee, 

" Come, leap thro' the window, and fly with roe ; 

For I'm the mastiff that kick'd up a rout. 

And my broomstick is waiting to carry you out." 

The B^UOD requested a little delay ; 

llut the ill-tempered devil said " Nay, sir, nay :" 

Su he put on his breeches and scampered awa^. 

And here miijht I tell how they rode on the wind, 

The Daron twfnre, and the devil behind ; 

How they rattled along, without food or pelf. 

On the high road lO Hell, for I law them myselt 

How the/ Hew through the clouds like an air baloon. 

And quickly arrived at the hilts of the moon. 

How the goddess herseli was too late to meet them. 

But sent a committee of moon-calves to greet them ; 

How, at five o'clock, just in time for dinner. 

The good-looking couple arrived at the inner 

Abode of hell, where ibcir journey was o'er. 

And Ibey dined off a chop in the Devil's boudoir ; 

All this I could tell, if I wasn't afrud, 

That batan would blush for the pranks I betrayed. 



when the Baton's Btnnt wins d its way. 

Obsequious al Apdlyon's call. 

To the mansions of death, and the spectral hall ; 

But still on that ill-omened hour. 

The death hymn peals and the tempests low'r. 

And knives and forks are laid across, 

And the salt is spill'd to the beldame's loss ; 

And thirteen old women gel into the room, 

And the last who goe^ in— goes out to the tomb. 

And an ugly thief flies into the candle. 

And pops in your face if you dare it to handle ; 

And horrid coffins bounce out of the flame. 

Enough the most desperate courage lo tame ; 

And demon's loinlenl the Baron's soul. 

And sing out eiullingly, " Old King Coal j" 

Which proves that the im|>s and their souls and so forth. 

Are as black as the coals that you buy in the north. 

And legends assert, since this teiiible stroke, 

That Bracey still lives like a pig in a poke ; 

And my grandmother like to the village chimes, 

lias rung out ibe subject a hundred times ; 

I wist not what the truth may be. 

But I'll lake my oath she has told it to me. 



As I hope lolx saved, I will knock you down." 
Bard Bracey hath giit up his loins and fled. 
And the Baron eftsoonsliaE gone to bed ; 
And a noise is beard, an inscrutable din, 
Of Ibe mastiff without, and Ibe kitlens within. 
And the Baron has woke in a bell of a fright. 
And is close to the tinder-box striking a light ; 
But in striking the flint with too numerous blows. 
He has missed the tinder, and struck his nose. 



"■"he proud-hearfed Baron, o 



And the worsted nigbl-cap the Baron wore. 
And his flannel hose were seen no more, 
And instead of the pillow as soft as bis head, 
A coffin was placed at the foot of the bed ; 
And dead men's bones go dancing atmut. 
And skeleton's guule a bottle of stout. 
Drained fiom a toper that died of the gout. 
And lights are seen in Ibe midit of Ibe room. 
And none know why or whence tbey come i 
But most people think that from motives of spile, 
There Beeliebub places his hellish mtb-light 
Bnl ere the clock tolls a quarter lo foul, 



izca by Google 



SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERIDGE, 



The Devili poit back to ihe Stygiui shoie ; 

And ere Ihe clock points at a quarter to six. 

The Devils are safe on the banks of the Styx ; 

And like the people that travel to Dover, 

Only wait foi the packet to cany them over. 

Thii parody, which has more relation to the second part 
or dtriiUlul than to the First, is taken from " The Dtjivae, 
or Compaoion for the Breakfast Table. " Monday, Novem- 
ber 6, i8m>. 7S« Drjeunl was a small paper issued daily at 
the price of twopence, by Gold & Northhouse, London, and 
afterwards gathered into a volume, which is now very scarce. 
After long and patient searching in the British Museum 
Library no copy of it could be found, noi was its name.even, 
known to the authorities there. But the Mrody it contained 
had been mentioned by authorities on Coleridge, and this 
collection would have been incomplete without it, hence 
farther starching. At last, after all hopes of obtaining it 
had departed, the volume was fo'and, in the ori^nal boards, 
clean, and uncut, amongst waste books and pamphlets Out- 
aide a lecond-hand bookshop. 

That the parody is no better is to be regretted, its inierlion 
here is excusable simply because of its scarcity, for although 
the editor of Tkt Dejaaii admits that it had already been 
printed, he does not mention where, nor has any other copy 
of it ever come under our notice. 



^. sntained a poem entitled " Chrittoh^, a Gothic ti 
whidi was simply a conclusion to Coleridge's CIvriataM, 
although that fact was somewhat aitiully veiled in a foot 
Dole, which staled "Written as a sequel to a beanliful 
legend of a fair lady and her father, deceived by a witch in 
the guise of a noble knight's daughter." 

It was somewhat ungenerous lo steal Coleridge's metre 
and [dot upon which to found a poem, without mentioning 
thename of the originator. This sequel is anonymous, in 
is finally discovered to be a witch of the Lake, 
Un thus mddresset ber ;— 
" Witch of the lake, I know thee now I 
Thlice three hundred yean are gone 
Since beneath my cave, 
Id the western wave, 
I doom'd thee to rue and weep alone. 
And writ thy ihame on thy breast and brow," 
" Thy hour is past, thy spells I sever, — 
Witch of the lake descend for ever I " 



The most impottant continuation of Coleridge's poem was 
written by the author of Prooerbial PhHonp\y. It was 
entitled " Otraldine, a seqnel to Coleridge's Christahel,'' by 
Martin FarquMar ^pptr. London. Joseph Rickerby. 
1838. 

In his Preface, Mr. Tapper gives a short prose sketch of 
Coleridge's beautiful bat incomplete poem, and remarks that 
his excuse for continuing the fragment is to be found in 
Coleridge's own words, "I trust that I shall be able to 
embody in verse the three parts yet to come, in the course 
of the present year " (1816), a half promise which he never 
redeemed. 

Mr. Tupper's poem is in three parts, and is written in 
serious imitation of Chriri^l, although he fully admits the 
temerity of Ms attempt lo complete Coleridge's masterfriere. 



rior coQtiDUBlion appeared in 
: 1841 (Loodon. E. Smallwood, 
bid Bond Street,) entitled "CkrittaM, continaed from 
Coleridge," by Eliu Stewart. There is a total absence of 



of the line* descend 



This brings to mind Mr. T. Hall Caine't interesting 
" ReeolUclioiu of Danlt Gabriel Boiietti (London, Elliott 
Stock, 1881), in which a chapter is devoted to Rossetli's 
opinions on the Ijike poets, and particular prominence is 
given to his criticisms on Coleridge, and Chritti^d. First, 
the origin of the name is discussed, next the design of the 
poem, and whether Coleridge hod intended (as some critics 
asserted) to show in the sequel that QtraUtnt was not a 
disconsolate maiden, but a man bent on the seduction of 
Chriitabtt. 

After these speculations there is an enumeration of 
various continuations and parodies of the poem, some men- 
tioned by Rossetti, others by Mr. Hall Caine. 

Unfortunately these references are so vague that it is im- 
possible to trace some of the articles mentioned. 

Thus, it is said the Morning Post about 1S30 contained a 
continuation of ChrisUitI, also that there were parodies in 
Tilt QuarUrly, Tin Examiair, and The UoHlkly Magatiiu, 
but iko indication it given of the dales, or volumes, in which 
they appeared. 



' Chriilabiss, by S. "J. CaitbriUhi, Biq., S rigkl mifiil Poem, 
translated from Iki doggiril by Sir Vintgar Spengi, " 8vo. 
Unfortunately no copy of this scarce pamphlet is to be found 
in the British Museum Library ; it is said lo be very funny, 
even Coleridge himself quoted it as an admirable parody. 
The name of the author of (7ApMfii^>i was never divulged. 

It is difficult to parody Chrittabtl successfully. Even the 
attempt contained io Tlu Patlic Mirror, although written hy 
one who was himself a poet, James Hogg, the Etirick 
Shepherd, was an interesting imitation, without invention, 
or suitable application of style. It was entitled IsabtlU, the 
same volume contained another imitation of Coleridge's 
style Thi Ckinb, which was somewhat more successful, bat 
neither poem is of sufficient interest to reprint. TA* Fottit 
Mirror was pnblished in London in 1816. 
Chrittabtl has also been parodied in German. 
" Chryilabillt : or. tki Bast witiOHt « Than" is the title 
of an extravagonia written by the late Edmund Falconer, 
and produced at the Lyceum Theatre, London, December 
36, tSCio, it does not, however, bear any resemblance to 
Coleridge's poem. 



A ViBlOM. 

{By Ihe aulhorofOhrislaM.-) 
"lipl ' laid the spirit, and ere I conld pray 
One hasty orison, wbiri'd me away 
To a limbo, lying— I wist not where — 
Above or below, in earth or air ; 
For it glimmered o'er with a doaitfid l^bt. 
One couldn't say whether 'twas day ot night ; 
And was crost by many a mazy track. 
One didn't know how to get on or back ; 
And I felt like a needle that's going astray, 
(With its one eye out) through a bundle of hay : 
When the siririt he grinn'd. and wbilper'd me 
" Thou'rt now in the Court of Chancery I " 

Around me flitted 
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or ihapelns, Ixidilesii, tailless forms ; 
(Like boltled up babes, that grace the room 
Of thai woTthr knieht. Sir Everard Home)— 
All of them things half'kili'd in rearing ; 
Some were lame — some wanted hearing ; 
Some hvl through half a cenlniy run, 
Though they hadn't a leg to stand upon. 
Others, more merry, as just beginning. 
Around on Bp0in( o/Iair were spinning ; 
Or balanced aloft, 'twixt Bi!l and Amaer, 
Lead at each hand, tike a licht-rnpe d.incer — 
Some weie so cro«5, that nothing could plense 'e 
Some gulp'd down ^gldavilt to ease 'em ; 
All were id motion, yet never a one. 
Let it MOM as il mighi, could ever move on. 



1 heard a loud screaming of old and yaun^ 

Like a chorus by tifty Vellutii' sung ; 

" " ' ■ ih dump (" the words by Aloote ") 



At 



incert *i 



So hush 01 

Of the wretches who tn Ihis Umbo dwell I 

It seemed like the dismal lymphoay 

Of the shapes £neas in hell did see ; 

Ot those frogs, whose legs a barbarous cook 

Cut off and left the (met in the brook, 

To cry all night, till life's last dregs, 

.1 r.i . „... 1 — .^„ Tj !„ ii> 



I look'd, and I saw a wiiard rise,* 

With a wig like a clond before men's eyes. 

In his aged hand he held a wand. 

Wherewith he beckoned his embryo band. 

And they mov'd and mov'd, as he waved it o'er. 

Bat they never got on one inch the more. 

And still Ihey kept limping to and fro. 

Like Ariels, 'round old Prospeco — 

Saying "dear master, letnsgo," 

But still old Ptotpero answered "Ho," 

And I beard, the while, that wiiard elf, 

Mntleiing, muttering spells to himself 

While o'er u many old papers he tuin'd. 

As Hume e'er moved for, or Omar bamed. 

He talked of his virtue — though some, less nice, 

(He owned with a tigh) prefeir'd his Fi'ee— 

And he said "I think" — "I doubt" — "I hope" — 

CalI'd God to witness, and damn'd the Pope ; 

With many more sleighls of tongue and hand 

I couldn't for the sonl of me nnderitand. 

Amaa'd and poi'd, I was just about 

To ask his name, when the screams without 

The merciless clack of (he imps within. 

And that conjuror's mnlteringi, made such a din, 

That slaitled, I woke— leap'd up in my bed — 

Found the spirit, the imp*, and the conjurer fled, 

And blessed my stars, nght pleased to see. 

That I wasn't, as yet, in Cbincety. 

TnouAS Moots. 

(This poem oiigiiudly t^eaied in The TVmu, 1816.) 



rd CIuDcsllar EMob, ' OldMegi." 



With his alternate feet 
or a bright and celestial hue 
Gleamed beauleonslj his blue surtout ; 
White ivory buttons, in a row. 

Showed like the winter's cavcmed snow. 

Which the hreeiy north 

Drives sweeping forth 

To lodge in the cave below : 

Ontario's beaver, without demur. 

To form his hat did lend iU fur : 

His frill wax of the cambric line. 

And his neckcloth itaiched and aquiline ; 

And oh, the eye with pleasure dwells 

Whalis'theri ' . s or a 

llieie il a cbusi^I know it well ; 
Too (irmly bound, loo tightly braced. 
The corsets grup his sjMJer waist. 
Till his coat tails are made (o fly 
Even from the back they glorify. 
Look again, he is not there — 
Vanished into the raiity air t 
Look again [ do you see him yet ? 
Ah no 1 the bailiff has seized him for debt. 
And to and fro, like a restless ghoal, 
When peace wilhio the grave is lost, 
He paces as far, as far he should, 
Within the bounds of Holyrood I 

WiLUAU Maoikh. i8>I. 



Thi Ancient Stoky. 
rrhe L<nd Chief Justice seems to have "Tichbome on 
the brain, " and cannot permit even his convivial moment* 
to pass without talking of him, and going in for his own 
justification. He has become the veritable Ancient Mariner 
of the judicial bench, who, wheaevei he gets an audience 
is compelled to b^n anew the ancient story. — " 'Tbete 
was a case,' quoth he." — South London Pnet.] 
It is an andenE Judge-in-Chief, 
And he stoppeth one in three ; 
" By thy hondiaic wig and glittering eye. 
Now wherefore stopp'sl thou me ? '' 

He holds him with hit skinny hand, 

"There was a Case " quoth he. 
"Hold off! — unhand me, greybeard loon 1" 

But still the tale mutt be. 

"The case was called, the usher bawled, 

' Regina v. CasA-o ,- 
The work began, npstood the man 

Whom all as Claimant know. 



" And lies weM here, and lies were there. 

And lie* were all about, 
Whispered and growled, and toated and bowled. 

And still the cate ipu ohL 
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" D«7 iflci day, day after day, 
We Hack— no loue of moiion. 

Until the speechca came, and words 
Flawed boundleu ai Ihe ocean : 

"Till creiy tongue, through utter dionghl. 

Was withered al the root ; 
The barriiten were dry as if 

They bad been choked with sool. 



And then my tpeech bad I. 

" I cbatnd the jury with a will. 

The Claimut 1 defied. 
No Tichborne be, and if not— who ?* 

< Orton.' the jury cried. 



"(And ever since a Shibboleth 

The world's opinion rilet ; 
Fools and hnatici they who doubt — 

Fanatics all uid fools 1 

"And Itill this tongue of mine is moved. 

With a woful tendency. 
To cry this cry and tell this tale 

Where'er I chance to be. 

" In public and in private life, 

la Needlemakeis- Hall, 
Whosever guest, with my unielt 

I still his ears appal ; 

And tell the tale, and cry the cry. 

Which public ardoui coots. 
Fools andfanatiw they who doubt — 

Fanatics all and fooU I " 

FVnny Felk*. 

The Citg Prat Uleiy reported (April 1888), that (he 
Tichbonie Clumant has lelurned to this country from 
America, travelling under the name of Sir Roger Tlchbome, 
with Lady Tichbctne. His ticket -of-Ieive is now out, and 
be boast* of a determination to rc-open the Tichbome case. 



MATTHEW GREGORY LEWIS. 

Born 1775. — Died May 14, 1818. 
Thk brat work of this author that attracted general 
was a somewhat liceotirtus romance, published 
yj, entitled Ambroiie, or tht Mcnk, horn vibicbciicam- 
.„-;ebe waa afterwards generally styled " Monk Lewis." 
He had a morbid taste for the horrible and supernatural 
in literatare, and having achieved some fame by his Moali 
ud CaitU SfOri ho continued to write ghost stories till, 
bllowin^ as he did in tbe wake of Mrs. Radcliffe, hequite 
onratocKBd the market. U wm one occasion Lewis, spik- 
ing to Lkdy Holland about Thd RiJitUd AdJnsui, remarked 



n 1795. = 



" Many of tbem are very fair, bnt mine is not at all like ; 
tbe^ have made me write burlesque, which I never do." 
" You don't know yonr own talent," answered ibe lady. 
Lewis was very small in stature, he bad lai^ grey eyes, 
thick features, and an inexpressive countenance, be was, 
bouever, exceedingly vain, and very foppish m bis dress. 
But be was a generous, kind hearted man, Sir Walter 
Scott spoke highly of him, and Byron vvrote 
" I'd K've a world of sukeu' cane. 
That Mat. Lewis were alive agaio." 



ALONZO THE BRAVE, 



[ Fair iMoaitiE. 



bold, and a vintin 10 bright, 

Convers'd as Ihey sat on tbe green ; 
Tbey gai'd on each other with tender delight : 
Alonto the Brave was the name of the kni^l ; 

The maid's was tbe Fair Imogine. 

" And Oh I " said the youth. " since to morrow I go 

" To fight in a far distant laud, 
" Your tears for my absence soon ceasing to flow, 
" Some other will court you, and you will bustow 

"On a wealthier suitor jour band." 

" Oh 1 hash these suspicions." Fair Imogioe laid, 

" Offensive to love and to me I 
" For, it you be living, or if you be dead, 
" I swear by Ihe Virgin, that none in your Head 

" Shall husband of Imogioe be." 

' ' And if e'er for another my heart should decide, 

" Forgetting Alonzo the Brave, 
" God grant that, to punish my falsehood and pride, 
" Your ghost at the marriage may sit by my side, 
" May tax me with perjury, claim me as bride, 

"And bear me away to tbe grave." 

To Palestine hasten'd the hero so bold I 

His love she lamented him snre ; 
But scarce bad a twelvemonth elaps'd, when, behold, 
A Baron all cover'd with jewels and gold, 

Arriv'd at Fair Inogine's door. 

His treasorev his presents, bis spacious domain. 

Soon made ber untrue to her vows ; 
He daziled her eyes, be bewilder'd her brain. 
He caught her aSfxtioat, so light and so vain, 

And carried her hone as his sponse. 

And now had tbe marriage been blest by Ihe priest. 

The revelry now was bi^un ; 
The tables tbey Eroan'd with tbe weight of the feast ; 
Nor yet had Ibe laughter and merriment ceas'd 

When the bell of tbe castle loll'd " One t" 

Then first, with amazement Fair Imogine found 

That a stranger was plac'd by her side ; 
His air was terrific, be uttei'd no sound. 
He spoke oot, he mov'd not. be look'd not around. 
But earnestly gaz'd on tbe bride. 
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Hia viior was clos'd, and gigantic his height, 

His armour was sable lo view I 
All pleasnre and laughter were hush'd at his sight. 
The doRs as they eye'd him drew back id affright. 

The lights in the chamber burn'd blue ! 

Hia presence all bosoms appear'd lo dismay 

The gnests sat in silence and fear ; 
At length spoke the bride, while she trembled, '• I pray, 
" Sir Knighi, that your helmet aside you would lay, 

" And deign to partake of our cheer. " 

The lady is silent j the stranger complies. 

His vizOT he slowly unctos'd ; 
Oh r then what a sight met Fair Imogioe's e}-e> I 
What words can express her dismay and sarprise. 

When a skeleton's head was expos'd I 

All present then utter'd a terrified shout ; 

All lum'd with disgust from the scene: 
The worms they crept in, and the worms they crept out. 
And sported his eyes and his temples about, 

While the spectre address'd Imogine ; — 

" Behold me 1 thou false one I heboid me !" he cried, 

"Remember Alonzo the Brave I 
"God grants, that to punish thy falsehood and pride, 
" My ghost at thy marriage should sit by thy side, 
"Should tai thee with perjury, claim thee as bride, 

"And bear thee away lo the grave 1 " 

Thus saying, his arms round the lady he wound. 

While louiUy she shnek'd lu dismay ; 
Then sank with his prey.iLrough the wide yawning ground, 
Nor ever again was Fair Imogine found. 

Or the spectre who bore her away. 

Not long tiv'd the Baron ) and none since that time, 

To inhabit the castle presume ; 
For chronicles tell, that by order sublime. 
There Imogine suffers the pain of her crime. 

And mourns her deplorable doom. 



Array'd in her bridal apparel of white, 
Appear in the ball with the skeleton knight. 
And shriek as he whirls her around. 

While they drink out of skulls newly torn from the grave, 

Dancing round them pale spectres are seen ; 
Their liquor is blood, and this horrible stave 
They howl, — " To the health of Alonzo the Brave, 
" And his consort, the falsa Imogine 1" 

M, G. Lewis, 

It is somewhat unusual (or an author to parody himself, 
but inavolumeenliiled "Tflifs o/ fVondir" written and 
collected by M. G. Lewis, Esq,, London iBoi, he inserted 
"Alonio the Brave," with a parody wntlen by himself. Of 
this, be remarked, tbat the idea of making an apothecary 
ol theKniRhl, and a brewer of the baron, and some few of 
the lines, were taken from a parody which appeared in 
one of the newspapers under the title of " PilHarlU t/ii 
Brave, and Bream Ciltitim." 

It is to be r^retted that be did not mention the author 
of the latter parody, nor the paper in which it originally 
appeared. 
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D Brown Sallv Gbb>n. 



A Doctor so prim, and a sempstress so tight, 

Hob-a-nobb'd in some right moresquin. 
They suck'd up the cordial with truest delight : 
Giles lollup the Grave was just five feel in height. 

And four feet Ibe Brown Sally Green. 

■' And as," said Giles Jollup, " lO'toorrow I go 

" To physic a feverish land, 
' ' At soma six penny, hop, or perhaps the mayor's show, 
" Vou'll tamUe in love with some smart city beau, 

" And with him share your shop in the Strand, " 

" Lord, how can you think so ?" Brown Sally Green said, 

" You must know mighty little of me, 
" For if you be living, or if you lie dead, 
"I swear, 'pon my honor, tbat none in your stead 

" Shall husband of Sally Green be. 

" And if e'er lor another my heart should decide, 
" False to you and the faith which I gave, 

" Cod grant that at dinner too amply supply'd, 
" Over-eating may give me a pain in my side; 
" May your ghost then bring rhubarb to physic the bride, 
"And send her well dos'd to the grave." 

Away went poor Giles, to what place is not told ; 

Sally wept till she blew her nose sore I 
But scarce had a twelve- month elaps'd, when, behold, 
A Brewer, quite stylish, his gig that way roll'd. 

And stopp'd it at Sally Green's door. 

His wealth, his pol-belly, and whisky of cane, 

SoCD madu her untrue lo her vows ; 
The steam of strong beer now bewilder'd her brain. 
He caught her while tipsy I denials were vain. 

So he carried her home a^ his spouse. 

And now the roast beef had lieen blest by the priest, 

To cram now the guests had began ; 
Tooth and nail, like a wolf, felt the bride on the feasi. 
Nor vet had the clash of her knife and f^k caas'd. 

When a bell ('twas a dustman's) toii'd " One I " 

Then first, with ama.:ement Brown Sally Green found 

That a stranger was stuck by her side ; 
His cravat and his ruffles with snuff were embrowa'd ; 
Hb ate no), he drank not, but turning him round. 

Sent some pudding away to ba fried 1 1 1 

His wig was tnrn'd forwards, and short was his height. 

His apron was dirty to view ; 
The women <oh I wtmd'rous) were hush'd at bis sight : 
The cats, as they ey'd him, drew back, (well they might) 

For his bodv was nea-Eceen and blue I 



The cats, as they ey'd him, drew bach, (\ 
For bis body was pea-gceen and blue I 

Now as alt wish'd lo speak, but none knew what to say, 

They look'd mighty foolish and quesr ; 
At length spoke the bride, while she trembled, " I pray, 
" Dear sir, your peruke that aside you wou'd lay, 

" And partake cf some strong or small beer I " 

The sempilress is silent ; the stranger complies. 

And his wig from his phis deigns to pull ; 
.Adiooks I wlut a squall Sally gave thro' suiptise I 
Like B pig thai is stuck, how she open'd her eyes. 

When (he recognii'd Jollup's bare skull I 
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Each mill then eiclum'cl, while she turn'd ap h« inout 

" Sir, your head isn't fil lo be seen ! " 
The pot-boys lan in, und the pot-boyi ran out. 
And could nol conceive what Ihe noise was about, 

While (he docloi address'd Solly Green. 

" Behold me ! thou jilt-flitt 1 behold me I " he cried, 

" Yoa have broken the faith which yon gave t 
" God grant), that lo punish your falsehood and pride. 



" And send her well dosed -to the grave I' 

Thus saying, the physic hei throat he forc'd down, 

In spite of whate'ei she could say. 
Then bore to his chariot the damsel so brovn ; 



And bawls to gel out of (he re 



With wigs so well powder'd, their fees while (hey cr.tve. 

Dancing round them, twelve doctors are seen ; 
They drink chicken broth, while this horrible stave 
Is twnng'd thro' each nose, — " To Giles Jollup the Grave, 
" And his patient, (he lick Sally Green 1 " 

M. G, Lewis. 

St. Georgk and Caroline, 

A loose parody of " Alonto Iht Brave, and Iht Fair 
Imogine," rtlating to OtorgtlV. and Qaten Carolim. 
(Written in Ottobtr iSia) 
A WARRIOR SO bold, and a vii^ so bright. 

Conversed as they sat o'er their wine ; 
They gas'd on each other with tender delight ; 
St. George was the name of thai po(-bellyd knight,' 
The maid's was the Fair Caroline, 

And " Oh 1 " said in raptare, the amorous beau. 

As of Champagne he tipp'd off a quart, 
The passion's so ardent with which I now glow. 
That ne'er on another a thought I'll bestow, 

Vou shall share both my throne and my heart, 

" Then hush all suspicion," the Cavalier said, 

" Believe me, this heart's all your own ; 
For whilst I am living, if you be not dead, 
I swear t^ these whiskers, thai none in your stead. 

Shall sil by my side on the throne, "t 

* Lord Slewait at a dinner in Ireland proposed as a toast 
" the health of (he Prince Itegent, the lirst cavalry ol^cer in 
Europe." 

t It was generally supposed (hat the Prince Regent's 
whiskers were artificial But as the I'rince was never true 
lo either his word, his oath, his wife, or his miE(ress, it 
mntters liKle by what, or by whom, he swore. 



But alas I by caprice or intrigue led aside. 

His recreant aFFeclions soon roam ; 
He spurn 'd the fair damsel who late was his pride. 
E'en access lo her own belov d infant deny'd. 
And (he poor childless mother, (he sad widow'd bride. 

An eiile became from her home. 



For (he giand coronation, now see the ArchUshof^ 

Prepare ; for at hand was the day. 
At ■ cabinet dinner, they'd just served (he tish up. 
And a waiter had brought a »part rih, the (op dish up. 

When a Mie s(ruck (hem all with dismay. 

Then, oh ! with amaremcnt, (he courtiers found, 
' Twas fair Caroline stood by (heir side ; 

St, Geo^e was confounded, he ulter'd no sound ; 

He spoke not, he mov'd not, nor dar'd look around. 
Lest his eyes should encounter his bride. 

Her mien was majestic, her aspect so btigb(, 

That her enemies shrunk from the view ; 
All their pleasure and laughter were bushed at the ■ ight. 
Callous Canning and Castlereagh shrunk in aSrigbt, 
Pious Eldon and Sidmouth look'd blue I 



" Begone ! " to (he base borough-faction she cry'd ; 

" Vour malice and hatted I brave ; 
To deceive England's monarch all arts you have tty'd. 
He has sworn that none else but his own lawful bride 
At (he grand coronation should sit by his side, 

Unless I should be in my grave. " 

fffere/oitow/oiir mart vertes. J 
From I^ iltlangt, Liverpool, 1S34. 



By 

A BISHOF so wise, and a native so (ame. 

Conversed in an African mead, 
Colenso the Brave was the Suffragan's name. 
But the pensive Zulu's is not given to fame. 

And Uiey talked upon questions of creed. 

"O hush those suspicions," the SuSn^an said, 

"Offenuve to Church and to me." 
Bui something the native pu( into his head. 
He mused on at board, and he mused on in bed. 

And he talked of the same in his see. 

Then over to England (he Suffragan flew. 
And published some tomes full of lore. 

Which brought on his Lordship each savage Review ; 

Some called him a sceptic, some called him untrue. 
Some said he'd been onswer'd before. 

A dreadful sensatioo, too dreadful to tell 

To the Bench of (he Bishops he gave. 
As when Mr. Whi(worth explodes a big shell ; 
But (hey rallied, and all in a body they feU 

To demolish Colenso the Brave. 
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And it sulked to Colenio, ■□<! uid, " I depose 
A prie« who can propigale volumes like ihoie I " 
But a Btero apparition cried " Naj- 1" 

In a voice full of iweelneai, but co^d m ■ itone, 

" I forbid 70U to touch him I " il said. 
" You are phantomi alike — if you tvuit fleih and bone, 
Go pitj Three Estates ; for a Monarch alone 

Is nuughl to^the Church but a Head. 

" He is free [o return to his pensive Zulu, 

B* whom it appears he was posed. 
He knows do allegiance to Lonelcj or jou : 
Behold me, and know what I tell yon is true t " 

Then ■ Chancellor's t fkce was dilctosed. 

Hie sentence was final and left not a doubt, 

His smile of derision they saw ; 
The lawyers ran in, and the lawyers ran oal. 
They hooted and mooted the Temple about, 

But DO one could challen{!e the law. 

Aitd while all the Bishon took awfully grave, 

Dancing round them LMssenters are seeD, 
Their liquor's Cape-port, and as horrid the slave. 
They chant " To the health of Colenso the Braved 
And his coDveit, the native so clean ;'* 

Shirley Brooks. 1865. 



A Bishop there was at Natal 
A Zulu he had for hiK "Pal," 
Said the Zulu, " Look here, 
"nils here Pentateuch's queer." 
Which converted bis Grace of NataL 



" BlTWBEN THE Acts ;" 
Or, Spaia and llu S^nUh. 
A ScHOOL-BOV so stout, and a Maiden so mad- 
She a hag, he a youth in his leeus— 
Tother day made a milch, be 't for raid or for bad, 
Alfonso the Twelfth was the name ofthe lad. 
And L'£spana the maniac quean's. 



And this schoolboy, with hands and with heart still so clean. 

Conscience clear of oifence aa a lamb— 
If ever the world, flesh, and devil were seen, 
In a foul female Cerberus, ciovm'd as a Qoccn. 

'Twos in htr he'd to blush for as dam 1 

"But how," said the Boy, " for as mod as you seemed. 

So much wits did you e'er come to show. 
As to hurl down the idols that gods you late deemed. 
Leave the fools that yon followed, the dreams that you 
dreamed. 

And kick out SafiasCa & Co. ? " 

"Slu ! " in scorn cried the keeper,— Armed Force, — wli . 
stood there. 
With hif whip and st 



• Bkshop Orav. t L«nJ Wntbi 

1 Blibni ColiDlo died ilur a brfct Ulutu. in IS8S. 
blni tba mcmari of ui boDsat and (cuclnB IhliiLci 
■lid d«ot«d mlMlunsTjr, 



" Don't tbiok bercraie cored, or hei tamed head set square. 
Poor L'Espana't still mad as was ever March hare. 
It is me you've to thank for your throDe. 

" How bonds both a eune and a bleuiog may be 

Poor L'Espana is destined to know : 
Id the bonds I put on her salvation you see, 
Through the bmuls she got off bankrupt beggar is she, 

A world's warning, a. scoff, and a (bow 1~ 

The maniac looked fierce, but het wrath died away 

To dead calm, that slrait-wajslcoat dintlayed. 
And she crouched and she whined, *"Pon my honooi I'll 



" Then 



Alfonso the Brave— 



And I'll be thy fair Imo^ne." 
Here the maniac looked wild, and the keeper looked grave. 
While Alfonso, poor boy, scarce knew how to behave, — 

When a third party stepped on the scene. 

'Twa« Le Lor Maire of LondoD — that mjrthical Lord, 

Who had deigned upon Paris to shine^ 
With herald and trumpeters, sword-bearer, sword, 
running footmen — ia fricDdly accord 
' id and Prance 10 combine '. 



Come Englai 



Did Alfonso to Stone— Yo El Rey to Lord Mayor- 
Give a pledge Spain's bad debts in to call ? 
Andif a pledge— what pledge— and whence when aiid where 
Is the money to come, that, betwiil bull »bA bear. 
Like a bone of contention will fall ? 

Paiuk. January 16, 1S75. 



A TSRBIBLB Tale. 

The nlEhl it was dark, not a star in the sky. 
As the Lord Mayor of London passed nervously by 
A charnel-house crammed with the bodies of those 
Who had died 'nealh grim Radicals' murderous blows. 

The wind howled a dirge and the moon hid its face, 
Theie were skull* and dry blade-bonei alt over the place 
But the Lord Mayor of Lnndon, no tremor hod he — 
Said his lordship, " It's here that the thieves will put m< 

So he crept past the tombs and the graves of the deaif. 
In s[Mle of grim spectres, with eye-sockets red ; 
And he hid turn away in a newly-made grave, 
Just to see how at midnight the gbostt would behave. 

Hiougbt he, "1 will watch these poor victims Mite— 
They shall tell me their loirowt, I'll gather their sighs ; 
And I'll hie me away at the crow of llie cock 
To give the good people of England a shock. 



)ust then a wild tempest broke over the s( 



« the dead victims of Radical ki 
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MATTHEW GREGORY LEWIS. 



O, tbe Ungamge thej used, and the pranks that ibey played: 
O, the terrible tcicks that those specttes essayed ; 
O, the lenliinenls shocking thai came from their lips ; 
O, the crimei that Ihejr had at theii finger-bones* tips I 

It was " Bedlam" and Newgate and Hanwell " bioke loose," 
And thrii laDi,nage I— tbdt niildett expressioa wa<i 

The Lwd Ma}«c he ihuddeied and fell on hii knees ; 
He bad never before seen such infamous iprees. 

But just a* bis lordihip was checking a sob, 
Rieht into the place burst a horrible mob : 
•"■■■■ '„fi.. 



The; were folki who len-etted the jolly old days 
When bambngs and robbers had all their own ways ; 
They wept for the crew by the Radicals sUin, 
And thejr wished back the old days of dukneu again. 



They squandered the wealth htched 

That scene in the charnel-house burnt in his brain ; 
He went to ^ William* at once Inr the train. 
And ex^ained that his soul would be harassed until 
He had helped with his vote (he Municipal Rill. 



m Riflrtl. April 20, 1SS4. 



The Poems of M. G. Lewis were deemed woiiby of imita- 
tion by the authors of I%< Stjieted Addnaatt, and Horace 
Smith accordingly wrote one enlided "Sire and Ale," of 
which Lord JeHiey aoid in the BiijUmrsh fieneu, "Fire 
and Ale," by M. G. Lewis, exhibits not only a faithful copy 
or tbs spirited, loose, and flowing versiflcatioii of that singular 
author, but a very just representation of that mixture of 
extravagance and jocularily which has impressed most of his 
writings with the character of a sort of larcical horror.'' 
FlKB AND Alz. 

My palate is parched with Pierian thirst. 

Away to Parnassus I'm beckoned ; 
List, warriors and dames, while my lay is rehearsed, 
I ^ng of the singe of Miss Drury the lirst. 

And the biitb of Miss Drury the second. 



d his hot copper (illy ; 
His breeches and boots were of tin, and the belt 
Was made of cast iron, for fear it should melt 
With the heat of the copper colt's belly. 

Sure never was skin half so sealding as his \ 

When an infant 'twas eoually horrid ; 
For the water, when he was bapti&ed, gave a fiu. 
And bubbled and dmmer'd and staitea off, wbin I 
As soon as it tpiinlded his forebead. 



01 tl 



ir WiUlam Harcaurt. 



HU teeth were calcined, and his longae was so dry, 
It rattled against them, as though you shonld try 
To play the piano in thimbles . 

From his nostrils a lava salphmcout flowt. 

Which scorches wherever it lineeri ; 
A snivelling fellow he's call'd by his Iocs, 
For he can't raise his paw up to blow his red nose. 

For feai it should Ulster his fingers. 

His wig ii of Samet cnrling over his head. 



Hedrii „ , _ 

Cream of tartar, and dines (, 
Which black from the o' 



Each iire-nymph his hiss firom her countenance thieldi, 

'Twould toon set her cheekbone a frying ; 
He spil in the Tenter-ground aeor Spital-fields, 
And the hole (hit it burnt, and the chalk that it yields, 
Moke a ca[Htal limc-kiln for drying. 

When he open'd his mouth, out there issued a blast 

(Nota bene, I do not mean swearing). 
But the noise that it made, and the heat that it caat, 
I've beard it from those who have seen it, surpassed 

A shot manufactory flaring. 

He blaied, and he blaied, at he gallc^'d to snatch 

His bride, little dreaming of danger ; 
His whip was a torch, and his spur was a match, 
And over the horse's left eye was a patch. 

To keep it from borntng the manger. 

And who is the housemaid he means to enlhial 

In his cinder- producing alliance ? 
'Tis Drury Lane Playhouse, w wide, and so tall. 
Who, like other combustible ladies, mutt fall. 

If she cannot set sparks at defiance. 

On his warming-pan knee-pan he clattering roll'd. 

And the housemaid his hand would have taken. 
But his hand, like bis passion, was too hot to hold. 
Aitd she soon let it go, but hei new ring of gold 

All melted, like butter or bacon I 

Oh ! then she look'd ioiit, and indeed well she might, 

For Vinegar Yard was before her ; 
But, spite of her shrieks, the ignipotent knight. 
Enrobing the maid in a flame of gas light. 

To the skies in a sky-rocket bote her. 

Look 1 look t 'tis the Ale King, * so stately and starch. 

Whose votaries scorn to be sober ; 
He pops from his vat, like a cedar or larch ; 
Brown-stout is his doublet, he hops in hit march. 

And froths at the mouth in October. 

His spear is a spigot, his shield It a bung ; 

He taps where the housemaid no more ii, 
When lo 1 at his magical bidding, upsprung 
A second Miss I>ruiy, tail, tidy, and young. 

And sported is hsio lororis. 



* Mr. WblUimd, tb« brnw, wlw ■ 



tndldlnf ot Drurj u» Tht^n, 
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To Brfden Street hied ; bat the Monarch of Ale, 
With upliltcd spigot and riiic«t, and pail, 
Thiu chided the Monarch of Hre : 

" Vile tjrant, beware of the fenuenl I biew ; 

" I rule the roail here, dash the wig o' me I 
" If, spte of your marriage with Old Dniiy, you 
" Come here with your linderboi, eouiting the new, 

" I'll have you indicted for bigamy i " 



Tki Rijictii JMmus. iSia. 



HoRACB Shit 



FiRB A 



) Water. • 



(With AfoUgitt U> tht Shada of thi AMtkon of 

" Rijtctti Adintuj."} 

The Fire Fiend was curst with anquenchable Ibirst, 

And his gnomes to his aid having beclioned. 
From Cornbill to Clapham he flew at a burst. 
And furious Sunes soon arose from the Erst, 
And volumes of smoke fiom the second. 

The Tin Fiend wss hungi^ as Moloch of old. 

And knew doI the meaoing <it pily : 
The new Eiax Rerum ; voraciously bold, 
Hii maw a red gulf that was ready to hold 

The calcined remains of a City. 

That Phlegethon-gorge might have served as the grave 

Of man and his works allogether ; 
But Shaw, the new Life- guardsman, swordless btil brave. 
Was ever at hand to cktinguish and save. 

And hold the Red Ogre in teihet. 

The Fire Fiend as usual went at full pell. 

But Shaw at his heels followed faster. 
Of leather well Unned were Shaw's boots and his belt, 
And his helmet was braien foe fear it should melt, 

And the Fire Demon knew him as master. 

The Fire Fiend possessed a most hideous phii, 

Polyphemus's was not more horrid. 
Unkempt and unwashed was that visace of his. 
For wntei that touched il went off with n whii 1 

It oioi so tremendously torrid. 

Dut Sbaw on his enemy kept a cool eye. 

Of vieibnt valour the synibu!. 
Affrighted no more by the Fire Demon's cry 
Than the squeak of a rat: if the Fire Fiend was spry. 

His opponent was equally nimble. 

For Water, Fire's foe, at his hesl freely flows. 

And the Fire Demon dares ool tu linger 
Whenever his enemy (urns on the hose ; 
He stands in'much fear of this foeman, and (hose 

Who flock at the lift of his Anfer. 



• ThiH nppevMl kuoi 



But Water — and Shaw — are the things he must dread. 
And nt sight of an engine he shakes his red head. 

And his teeth like a. luoalic gnosbes. 

Bat hii lire^omes he multiplies lately so fast 
That the task of repressing Ihem 's trying ; 
rhe flare that they make and the heat that Ihey cast. 
Are so ptU. that the Fiend seems lesoived in one blast 
To set the Metropolis frying. 

He blares and blazes ; Sbiw gallops to snatch 

His prey from its desperate danger j 
But the Demon's a deuce of a tidet to catch. 
And it taies brave Shiw to continue a match 

For the fiery noctivoganl ranger. 

And if London is wise she assislance will call. 

For the Water King needs the alliance 
Of hands that are sturdy and limbs (hat are tall, 
To give (he Fire Demon a rattling good fall. 

And Bet all his imps at defiance. 

(Eight vtrut omimd.) 
Punch, Augus( 30, 1887. 



" TaUi of Wondir," written and collected by M. G. 

Lewis, contained two ballads en (itled "The Erl King" 
and "The Cloud King," both vmtten by Lewis in bis 
accustomed style of grim horror, with thunder, sbrielu, 
and fury, and in the same volume he inserted an anony- 
mons burlesque of these entitled "The Cinder King,'' 
the humonr of which would not be very apparent 
□oless the two first-named poems were reprinted in 
full. They are neither of sufficient interest to merit 
the space this would require. A somewhat ! 



parody may be found in " Tht Blui Bag ; or Toryana." 
London; Effiogham Wilson, 1832. It is called "The 
Fire King, The Water King, and The Cotton King," and 



relates the onarxels of some politicians, well-known sixty 
years since, but now well nigh forgotten. 

One more parody of Lewis remains to be noted, it occurs 
in an exceedingl) scarce volume of poems, " The School for 
Salitt." London. 1802, and is exceedingly interesting on 
account of its altnaions to Monk Lewis's peiional appear- 
ance, and his literary productions : — 

The Old Hag in a Red Cloak. 
(Inaeribid to Utatthew O. Lewia, Btq.,M.P.) 
Mat Lewis was little. Mat Ltwis was young. 
The words they lisp'd prettily over his tongue i 
A spy-glass he ns'<t, fur he could not well see. 
A spy-glass hc'js'il, fur near sighted was he. 

With his ipy-glass once spying in Parliament Street, 
He chanc'd an old Hag in a red cloak to meet ; 
When the Hag in a red cloak thus awfully said. 
" Pray give me a sixpence to buy me some bread." 



To the Hag in a red cloak Mat feelingly said : 
Then down to the Houi>e in a hulT strutted he. 
Sure alt the world knows tittle Mat's an M. 1>. 

But at onward he strutled, and push'd thro' the crowd. 
The Hag in a red cloak stiU curst him aloud ; 
Strange words of mysterious intent struck his ear. 
And could he lie frightcn'd he'd then have l:nown fear. 
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" Though cold be [hj h«ut, ntd thv TeeliDgt u cold, 
Thoagb bold be thy mien, uld thy I*Dgnage u bold, 
Ere the clock at St. Oilei'i ii heard to lUike one, 
A deed lo confonad thee, t deed thall be done." 



She spoke : tod then vuiisb'd st once from his light, 

In s celiac ai daik at the daikne» of night j 

But ev'ry five minates IhU honible »italn 

Rutb'd in fearfnl recnirence a'tt Mat's tortur'd brain. 



Ftom the House about twelve lo hit hoose he repalct ; 
To creak seem'd the doors, and to crack seem'd the ttsiii 
He put oat the candle, his clothet olT he tbrew. 
When St. Giles's struck one, and Che door open flew. 

Then the Hag in a red cloak of Parliament Street, 
The Hag in a red cloak whom Mat ehanc'd to meet. 
The Hag in • ted cloak, who lo him once (aid. 
Pray give me a Mipence lo bny me some bread. 

By a toit of a blue and a glimmering light 

Rode quite round his beditead and full u bis fight ; 



" I atk'd thee," she cried, in a hoane, hollow voice, 
*' For tiipence, thou eav'st not while yet in thy choice ; 
For punishment dread then, pietendei, prepue. 
Which e'en to repentance I now cannot spare. 

" Know that she who so lately sustain'd your abuse. 
Is thy mother, oh ihame I and my name Mother Goose ; 
To a German Romancer thee dreaming I bore, 
And we both dipp'd thc« deep in the tale telling lore. 

" Too soon thon ontdidtt all my wonders of old. 
And instead of my ttoriei thy nontense wat told j 
With nurses and children I lost my high place^ 
And from Newberry's shop I wat tum'd m disgrace. 

" Depriv'd of a comer to hide my old head, 
I wander'd about, becging e'en for my bread ; 
When thou too, my child, to complete my deipaii. 
Refilled my own spoil* with thy mother to share. 

"But vain are thy hopes to supplant tne on earth. 
For kikow thai immortal I am in my torth. 
Can defeat all thy arts by a magical spell. 
And all thy productions m paper dispel. 

■■ Yb ghoits and hobgoblins, and horrible shapes. 
Ye lions, and wolves, and ye griffins and apes. 
Ye strange jambled fignret from river or den. 
Ye fire-boin monsters, and fishified men. 

" Ye raw-beads and bloody-banes, spectres and shades, 
And waler.sprite swains, and transmogrified maidt. 
As your grandmother's curses on each of you fall, 
Tn hell and the devil fly one and Sy all I'' 

Then the ghosts and hobgoblins, and horrible shapes, 
And lions and wolves, and the griffins and apes. 
And strange jumbled figures from river or deo. 
And fire-bom monsten, and fishified men. 



Fled in fire and in water, in smoke and in hail. 
Some gre«n, and some red, some black and some pale. 
Fled in accents of horror, of spirit, of viil, 
Tralira, tralara, or fal-de-ral tit 

While as fast as away Matty's progeny flew. 
Mother Goose sammon'd up ber original craw. 
Who with loud peals of laughter and sallies of fnn, 
Quiii'd, piDcb'd, and tormented ber reprobate soo. 

A Kuight led them on, who was first lo assail. 
Who was arm'd cap-a-pie m a dear coat of mail. 
Sir Horo-Book hight he ; at the very first glance 
Mat saw he was Lord o'er the Field of Romance; 

Then little Red Riding-Hood's wolf howled amain. 
Fear shook all bis liml>s, and unsettled hit brain ; 
But the horrort be suSer'd can ce'er be surpass'd. 
When little Cock-RoUn's sad ftinei^ pasi'd. 

As Blue-Beard for blood loudly howl'd o'er his irife. 
And sister Anne pleaded so well for her life. 
Mat's lav'rite spectre he taw dance in air. 
And he gave up his spirit a prey to despair. 

To his parent ha bow'd, and now penitent groan. 



" And immortal, O mother, thou art id thy birib I 

" As sow yon behold me in penitence sunk, 
*' Take all my Romances, nay, take too my Monk ; 
" But leave me, since thtis I acknowledse my crime, 
" My epilogues, sonnets, and lady-like rhyme." 

Mother Goose, as ber son was in penitence sunk. 
Took all bis Romances, but took, too, bia Monk ; 
And left him in pity to trifle his time 
In epilogues, sonnets^ and lady-like rhyme. 

If yoa wish me the moral, dear Mat, to rehearse, 

That the man who to talent makes any preteac«^ 
Should write not at all, or should write common senae 



(Firtt printtd At iBot.J 

Chaupagnb Gosctien Is my name I 
Cbamoagne Goschen Is my name I 
Good for any sort of tax, dear boys. 

Put it on to wheels and pleasure hacks, my boy^ 
Champagne Goschen is my name I 
Beautiful to took on is my game I 
Good for any sort of tai, my boys r 
Oh, that's the little game of Jokin' G t 
Punch. 1888. 
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LEIGH HUNT. 

Born, 1784. Died, August 28, 1859 
ABOU BEN ADHEM. 
Ason B«n Adhem (ma; bis tribe iacraMe 1} 
Awoke one ni^bt from a deep dream of peace, 
And a*w wilbin Ibe moonlignt in his room, 
Hakiag it rich and like ft Uly in bloom, 
Ati aiiBel writing in « book of gold : 
Exceeding peace bad made Ben Adhem bold, 
And to tne Presence In tbe room he said, 
" Wbalwritest thon?"— The vision railed hi hew]. 
And, with a look made of all sweet accord, 
Answor'd — •' The namet of those who love the Lord," 
" And ii mine one ? " Mid Aboa ; "Nay, not so," 
Replied the angel. — Abon spoke more low. 
Bat cheerlf stiH ; and said, " I pray thee, tbeo. 
Write me as one that loves bis iellow-meo." 

The augd wrote, and vanish'd. The neit night 

I( came agaiD, with a great wakening light, 

And ahow'd tlte names whom love of God bad blees'd — 

And, lo I Ben Adhem's namelled all Ibe rest I 

LuoH Hunt. 

UAKINO Ur THE Slati. 

Stkatman Bbn Jackey — may hia tribe decrease— 

Awoke one nif hi, quite sick and ill at ease. 

And aaw wllhm (he lamplight in his room — 

Making it yellow with a dckly gloom — 

The devil, sciatcbiog on a brazen slate. 

TbinkioB to chaS him, Jacky reared bis pate. 

And said, wiihonl tbe customary hail, 

" Whal writes! thoQ I " The devil whisked bis tail, 

Aod quite astonished at the fellow's cheek, 

Answered, ' ' The names of those who office seek. " 

" And is mine one ? " said Jacky. " Vei you bet I " 

The devil said. Not hesitating yet. 

Quite unabashed, said Jack, " I beg— ahem I 

Write me Collector, or at least P.M." 

Tbe devil smiled and vaniabed. The next night 

He staggered into Jacky'i room, half tight, 

And showed the names upon his slate of brasa. 

And lo t this Jack was written down aa Ass. 



Ben DttKAELi. 

Ben Disraeli (may bis tribe increase 1} 
Awoke one night from a deep dream of peace. 
And saw, close by the night light in his room. 
Filling it with sulphureous perfume. 
An angel (?) writing in a book of gold : 
Eiciteding cheek bad made Ben Dizzy bold ; 
And to tbe Presence in Ibe room be said, 
" What writes! thou ? " The vision raised its head. 
And, with a smile of diabolic beauty, 
Answered. " Tbe names of those who do their duly.'* 
"And is mine one?" said Dizzy. "Nay,Dotso," 
Replied the Spirit. Dizzy spoke more low. 
But cheerly still, and said, " I pray thee then. 
Write me as one that;dMj his fellow-men." 
The angel wrote and vanished. The next night. 
It came again with a great wakening light, 
iad showed the names whom Patriotism had blesi, 
And to t Ben Diiiy's name led oil the rest. 
MtkotM/TOmtlnCli^. December, 1867. 



MuoaiNS of Sixes (may hi* ward increase] 

Awoke one night from a deep dream of peaces 

And saw within tbe gaslight in the ward 

His Grecian, wbo was whacking one that mored. 

The while with pencil— aluminium gold — 

He something seemed lo write. Muggins grew bold. 

And to the Grecian standing by his bed 

He cried, " What wrilest thou ? " He raised his head. 

And answered, while a sboe at bim he threw, 

" The names of those who've paid up for tbe Blue t " 

" And is mine one ? " said Muggins. " Nay, not ao," 

Replied the Grecian. Muggins whistled low. 

And in his — mght ihiri — sleeve he chuckled, saying, 

" Write me as one that wants one without paying I " 

The Gnidan smote and vanished. Tbe next night 
He came with bocKey-stlck, not over light. 
Holding the names of the heroic few 
Wbo paid a year's subscription to the Km. 
Then, adding one, he showed ibe voath tbe list. 
And lo I youDg Muggins' name lea all the rest I 



Abod Ben Folsou. 

Cousin Ben Folsom (may his tribe increase I) 
Awoke one night from a deep dream of peace. 
And saw, within the moonlight of bis room. 
Making it rich and like a lily bloom, 
A fat man writing with a pen of gold : 
Exceeding luck bad made Ben Folsom bold. 
And lo the presence in "" "" — ' 



" Whal w 
And ii 



■t Ihou ?" Tbe fat man raised his head, 
!t by it 



Answered ; The names of those who love the Preaideot" 
"And is mine one?" asked Benny. "Nay, not *o," 
Replied the fat man. Benny spoke more low. 
But cheerily still ; and said, "I pray, if not too late. 
Write me as one who'd love a consulate." 

The fat man wrote and vanished. The next night 
He came again, with a great tlickering light. 
And showed the names. Ben Folsom looked. 
And lo I for Sheffield, England, he was booked. 

Albany Bonpret*. U.S.A. 

^r. Benjamin Folsom is a cousin of Mrs. Preudent 
Cleveland (United States), and has had tbe management 
of her afiairs. Soon after her marriage lo the Pruldeat, 
the newspapers began to mention him as likely to have 
an appointment ander tbe Government, and in a short 
time tie was named United State* Contnl (or SbefEeld, 
England.] 



Adah Mac Adam. 

AdaU Mac Adam (may his clan incmae) 
Awoke It midnight with a hearty snceie. 
And, as he raised himself in bed, he law 
Something that struck Mac Adam's loul with awe. 
For, bending in the moon's uncertain hght, 
An aged mao, with locks all silvery while, 
Sal making catties in a ledger old. 
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Tbe light oncuiDj msde hii blood ran cold. 
And iciTce for terror could Mae Adam uk 
The natnie of the icribe'i antimely luk. 
" Behold, I write," tbe viiion aniwered then, 
"The namei of thoie who lore their fellow meo 
" And pny." wid Adam, with i hopefiit erin, 
" Yonr Honor'* honor, «ra I counted in ? 



"Stj," (pake tbe presence, with a look of grief, 
" Mj tulc it eai;, for the roll ii brief ; 
Look through tbe M'l, but all in vain, I feir, 



Yoo leek your incjeot patronymic betie." 

Then meekly Adam laid, " I am not one 

Wbo boaiti to others of the giod I've done i 

I seldom anawer to the public call 

With wants lo pressing and with means to imall ; 

I ply a woodsaw for my bread and pork. 

And half the time, you see, I'm out of work ; 

80, liom mr parse no stream of largess flows ; 

No loud aubtenptlon my ugn-mannai knowi ; 

But this I do, — now lend atlentiTe ear — 

Each wintry morning when the dawn grows clear, 

I take my bucket to the ash-hole dim. 

And there I Ell it to the very brim ; 

Then in the sidewalk take my slippery stand. 

And (catter ashes with a Iiba«l band, 

So at my gate no broken heads T see ; 

No cripple shakes his gory leg at me ; 

In kind regard I'm held by rich and poor. 

Save by the surgeon wbo reddei ne^ door," 

Tims Adam told his tale, the while 

The great scribe listened with a brightenii^ smile, 

Then nni^ed. Tbe next niebt he came again : 

"See here," he cried, "the list of great souled men 

Who answer promptest lo sweet mercv's call ;" 

Lo I A. Uac Adam's name o'ertopped them alL 



Abov Bbn Butlbr. 

Abod Ben Butler (who has just been lired) 

Awoke one nigbl almighty croas and tired. 

He taw wllUn the moooligbl in bit room 

Tbe spirit of* PretidenUal boom. 

Who wrote on pwchment tanned froni human skin. 

EMeeding " cheek " caused Sutler to begin. 

And to the presence in the room he laid — 

" What wrilcst thou ? "—the Spectre raised his be*d 

And answered with a gesture most uncouth, 

" The names of demagognei wbo love the truth. " 

" Is mine left out 7 " said Butler. " I should smile, 

Replied the spirit Butler tbouhl awhil* ; 

And then he said, " Please pat it in your note 

" 1 only lie to gain the coloured rote." 

The %fiiit wrote and vanished. The next night 
It came again, with evident delight, 
And showed the names of politiciana dead. 
And lo 1 Ben Butler's name was at the bead. 



Leigh Hunt's other poems never attained (o 
sufficiently general popularity to become tbe 
butt of the parodist, there is, however, a 
jocular imitation of his style in 7%« Book 0/ 



Bailadt, by Bon Gaultier, from which a few 
lines may be quoted : 

Fbancesca Da Riuini. 



Didst thou not ptmite me, Gaultier, at the balL 
Ripe lips, trim boddice, and a waist so small, 
With clipsome lisbtaeis, dwindling ever less. 
Beneath the lobe of pea-y greeninessF 
Ooit thou remember, when, with stately pnuoce. 
Out heads went crosswise in the country-dance ; 
How soft, warm fingers, lipped like buds of balm, 
TremUed within tbe squeeung of thy palm ; 
And how a check grew flushed and peachy-wise 
At the frank lifting of thy cordial eyes 7 

There's wont to be, at eonsdoot times like these, 
An affectation of a brigbl-md ease, — 
A crispy checkineat, if so I dare 
Describe the twaling of a jiunlv air ; 
And thus, wben twirling from tne walti't wheel. 
You craved my hand to grace the next quadriUe, 
That tmiling voice, although it made me start. 
Boiled in the meek o'erlifting of my heart ; 
And, Inking at my flowers, I said, with free 
And usual tone, '' O yet, sir, cerUinly t " 



Bat when the dance was o'er, and arm in am 

(The full heart beating 'gainst the elbow warm) 

We passed into the great relrethment hall. 

Where the heaped cheeseokes and the comGti small 

Lay, like a hive of sunbeams, brou^t lo bum 

Around the margin of tbe n^ni nm | 

When mv poor anivering hand jpod fingered twic^ 

And, with mquiiing accenti, wMspered, " Ice, 

Water, or cream 7 I could no more dissemble, 

But dropped upon the couch all in a tremble. 

A twimming fainlnets misted o'er my brain, 

The corks jeemed starting from the briak champagne. 

The cuilardt fell untouched upon the Boor, 

Thine eye* met mine. That night we danced no more. 

There was an imitation of Leigh Hunt, enti- 
tled " A Nursery Ode," in Warretiiana {London, 
1834), but it had little merit as a parody, and 
is ot no present interest. 

Another short imiution was published, about 
forty years ago, in Zft« Pupptt Shoteman't AOtvM, 
describing the author's sentiments on viewing 
that celebrated da**mut 

Caklcrta Grisi. 

By U« AuAor nf " NisunriSWnif, " "A Pat a} 

Trtade," *e. 

She Unated towardi as from the wreathing crowd 

Of peachey nymphs, and swam a breathing cloud, 

Less with a regulated kind of motion. 

Than like a 1^ scarring the breast of ocean. 

I tboiffilil and said — " In roseate light the tirimt. 

Guided, not lilted, by those slopy lUDbi, 

And wanU in air a titter syl^ to meet, 

White Earth heaves upward, tick to Mm het KlcL" 
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But when ihe ceased that ml of moTeleis Elidiag, 
Het gauijp Eaimenls round her form subsiding, 
And dasbed throoeh all Ibal wonderful diiplay 
Which poet ne'er described, and never may — 
The whirl— the [wisi — ihe lurn— the stan — the bound. 
The ilep — the spring — the leap — the fling — the rouiid ; 
The backward tending, and the l>o]d gyration — 
The leg for agei in one situation. 

The ipaikling, glittering, dauling, flickering feats 
Which made us jump, delighted, in our ie>lt. 
And then came dnwn, and in child-dalliance pouted. 
While yon, and I and everybody shouted. 
And hurled our flowers with vigour si most rude 

IOoe fell that flowers were such a creature's food). 
gave up simile— it wasn't easy — 
All I could say was " Thai's Carlotta Gkisi ! " 



fAJItr Leifk Bunt.) 

October, month of bird and song. 

And ivy on old walls. 
Trailing some dreary pile along. 

From which bard mortal falls. 

Come hither, spider, you and I 
Have lone been friends together ; 

Approach, old brute, sad tell me why 
Von love Oetobet weather ; 



Perchance, old s[HnsleT uf the grove, 
Vou come in autumn daya. 

To spin your yam, as if to prove 
Life is a webby mate. 
PnnA'i Almanac. 1846. 



Manners and Civility. 
Lbt Laws and Commerce, Arts and Science die, 
Dut leave us atill our old Nobility t 

Lord John Manneks (now Duke of Rutland). 

Tht Nnc Affe thus desciiliei the aiigast writer of that 
couplet : — 

" The wreck of a beau, of a bard, of a sponter. 

The seed of a Duke, be was bound by all rale 
To furnish Disraeli, that scomei and Souter, 

Of noble-bom failures, with friend, foil, and tooL 
Had chances galore and some gifts ; took to throw *em 

Away to the winds 63 years ot more ; 
Two laughable linei in an imbecile poem 

Will probably furoiib his posthumous store." 

Mr. Ritchie's Speech. 
(In which be pcoposed to disestaUisb everybody, txapl 
the Drinkselleis.) 

" Let Boards and Beuchei. Lords and Squires die. 
But leave us still our old Debauchery." 
JTuStar. March 91, 1888. 



Thomas Babington, Lord Macaulay, 

Bom October 25, 1800, Died December 28, 1859. 



■LTHOUGH Lord MacauUy's literary 
fame rests principally upon his prose 
writings, yet his"Z«jf> 0/ Andtnt 
Rcmt," " Ivry," and ■' The Armada," 
are widely popular, and have been frequently 
parodied. 

" Th* Armada," (which ts but a short fragment) 
was first published in 1832, it possesses excep- 
tional interest at present, as the tercentenary 
Commemoration of the defeat ot the Spanish 
Armada is to be held in Plymouth this year. 
Although the natives of Devonshire have most 
cause to be proud of the brave deeds of Ihnir 



ancestors, it must not be forgotten that every 
Englishman is now enjoying that religious and 
political liberty for which they then fought, the 
celebration ought therefore to be a thoroughly 
National one. 



Those who love English Ballad Poetry will often have 
regretted that Lord Macaolay should have left unfinished his 

stoiT of the Armada. 
His fragment consists of seventy-four lines, bringing Ihe 
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(LoDdon, Chalto and Windns), whilst inolhet < 
(ia the *Mne metie u (he otiginal,) bjr the Keverend H. C, 
Leonard, wbichorinnallyappeued in I%« Boy'iOwi Paper, 
bu lince been publiiLhed, m pam^dilet form, by J. W. 
Anowimith of BrittoL 

By the kind HtmUiiiH) of the Butbot, Mr. LeoDud'* imila- 
tioo is inserted here immediately followiog Lord M«e«iilay*s 
tngmtDl. 

THE SPANISH ARMADA. 
Attend, all ye who Dst, to bear out noble EnglaDd's 

I tell of Ibe Ibrice-fatnoat deeds she wrougbt in ancient 

days, 
When that great flael inTJDcible againtl her bore, in vain. 
The richest spoils of Mexico, the stoutest hearts of Spain. 
It was about the lovely close of a warm snmnisr day, 
Tbere came a gallant mercbant-ship full sail to Plymoath 

Bay ; 
fler crew bath seen Castile's blac^k fleet, beyond Anrigny's 

At earliest twilight, on the waves lie br.aving manyamile. 
At sunrise she escaped tbeir van, by God's especial grace, 
And the tall Pinta, till the noon, had held liar close in 



Many a light fishin^'boat put oat, to pry along the coast. 
And, with loose rem and Dloody spur, rode inland many 

With his white hair nnbonneted, the stont old sheriff 

Behind him march the halberdiers ; before him sound Ibe 

His yeomen round the market-cross make clear an ample 

space. 
For there behoves him to set np the standard of Her 

And haughtily the tmmpeti peal, and gaily dance the bells, 
As, slow upon the labouring wind, the royal hiaion swells. 
Look how the Lion of the sea lifts up his ancient crown. 
And, underneath his deadly paw, treads thegaylilliesdown 1 
So italked he when he turneil (□ flight, on tlut famed Picard 

fleld, 
Bohemia's plume, and Genoa's bow, and Ciesai's eacle 

shield. 
So Elared he when, at Agincouct, in wrath he tamed to bay. 
And, crushed and tors beneath his cUws, the princely 

hunters lay. 
Ho I strike the flagstaff deep, Sir Knight : bo I scatter 

Bowers, fair maids : 
Ho I gunners, lire a loud salute i ho I gallants draw your 

Thou tun, shine on her joyoutly ; ye breeies, waft her wide ; 
Onr doiious royal baltle-flag, the banner of our pride. 

The freshening breeze of eve nofoiled that banner's 



The patting el 



sy fold i 

;leain of 



sunshine kissed that haughty scroll of 



Such night in England ne'er had been, nor e'er again sDall 

From Eddystone to Berwick botmds. from Lynn to Milford 

Bay, 
That time of slumber was as bright and busy as the day ; 
For swift to east and swift to west the ghastly wai-Same 

High on Sl Michael's Mount it shone i it shone on Beacby 
Head. 



Far on the deep the Spaniard saw, along each southern 

Cape beyond cape, in endless range, those twinkling point* 

The fliher left his skiff to rock on Tamai's glittering waves : 
The n^ed minen poured to war from Mendip's snnleis 

O'er Longleai's lowers, o'er Cranboome'* oak^ the lieiy 

herald flew : 
He roused the shepherd of Slonehenge, the ranger* of 

Beaulieu. 
Right sharp and quick the bells all night rang out ftom 

Biistcd town. 
And, eie the day, three hundred bone had met od ClifloD 

The sentinel on'whllehall gate looked forth into the niriit. 
And saw, o'erhanging Richmond Hill, (he streak of blood 

red light. 
Then bugle's note and cannon's roar, the deBthmke sileiKe 

broke, 
And with one itarl, and with one cry, the royal citjr woke. 
At once, on all her stately gates, aioie (he answering fires ; 
At once the wild alarum clashed from all her reeling spires ; 
From all the batteries of (he Tower pealed loud (be voice 

And all the thousand masts of Thames sent back a loader 

And, from the furthest ward^ was heard the rush of 

hurrving feet, 
And the broad streams of pikes and flags rushed down each 

And broader stSt became the blaze, and louder still (he din, 
As, fBs( Irom every village round, the horse came spurring 

And eaaiward s(raight from wild Blackheath the warlike 

fcirand went. 
And roDsed, in many an aiKtent halt, the gallant squires of 

Kent; 
Sou(hwaid from Surrey's pleasant hills flew those bright 

couriers forth ; 
High on bleak Hampstead's swarthy moor (hey started (or 

the oonh ; 
And on, and on, without a pause, nntired they bounded 

still : 
All night, from town to town, they sprang ; they sprang 

from hill to hill : 
Till the proud peak unfurled the flag o'er Darwina rocky 

dales ; 
Till, like volcanoes, flared to heaven the stormy hills of 

Wales; 
Till twelve fair counties saw the blare on Malvern's lonely 

Heiehl ; 
Till streamed in crimson on the wmd the Wrekin's crest 

ofhght; 
Till, broad and Serce, the star came forth on Ely's stately 



And (ower and hamlel re 






r all the bonndleM 



fill Belvoir's lordly terraces the sign to Lincoln sent. 

And Lincoln sped the messsge on, o'er the wild vale of 

Trent ; 
Till Skiddaw saw the Gre that burned on Gaunt's embattled 

pile. 
And the red glare on Skiddaw roused the burghers of 
Carlisle ; 

(End of Lord llataulaif. ) 

'I'ill, from the peaks of Cheviot, the wonder-lelling flames 
I'asscd on the news from Berwick bounds lo subjects of 
King James. 
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O well il WM for EngluhmeD that, u the tiding* tpread, 
No panic tdud their italwart heuti, no Teai oi cravea 

O well it wu for Engluid then that, on her tml dny, 
Het Milon and her loldien brave weie teady, ready aye I 
Aod Catholici and Proteitanti with eqaal leal were leea 
Vying Who bat could England sent, who be*t could serre 

the QnecD. 
Lord Effingham bad chief command in Plymouth Sonnd 

that day, 
Hawldn* and Drake and Frobiihei like bound* In leaihei 

Drake and hi* men were playing bowl* that en, on 

Plymouth Hoe, 
Said b^ "My males, we'll end oui game and then we'll 

end the foe I " 
When Karee the morning light had broke on land and tea 

around 
The Engliih fleet, of forty uUl, put out from Plymouth 

Sound ; 
The flagihip wai the Raleigh Aik ; beride her tailed the 

Bear, 
The Dreadnought and the Victory had fbremMt placet there i 
And loon they taw the Spamih thip*. with every tail out- 
come np Tiom the Atlantic main, by the tall Pinla led ; 
Full tix-tcore gallant ihipa tailed np^ the *outh-weit wind 

befbre. 
And, like a creKent mooo, they iiretchcd for leven good 

And on their deck* and in their hulli were thirty Ibouiaad 



To jtAli the Duke of Parma'* men, ere up the Thamet they 

go! 
For he, the greatetl general that Spain or Europe knew. 
In Flandert long had waited them, and now impaiinlgr 
But well tlie little English thip* ~ 
And many a ihot and thell flew 

See hlndeimoBt, with towering poof>, a galleon of Biscay 
Laden with gold of Mexico, tull Ihirly week* of pa; : 
And next a nigate huge saib vp, with port-hole* open wide. 
From Andalusia is the come with mlet of aims inside. 
But well for England fooghl that day the flame and south- 
well wind I 
Tbe deril takes, the proverb tays, the one that come* 

The Andalusiu) lost her matt, the treoiuie barque took Are, 
While, in Iheir wake, the English *hipi pre**ed ever ni^ 

and nighei. 
And ere had pued, that tammer nigbt, the tnniet'* nddy 

These two, with all the tpoil, were towed right up to 

Plymouth Hoe. 
Brave Drake it was that took the gold, hot not • coin kept 



. ipalienlgrew. 
their rear that day, 
ipeed the Spaniard's 



Beyond the Tamar Raldgh lay. 
But, when be saw the Spaniards pait, taid he, ' 



J thould 



Thai I who came to lead tbe van that in the i 

lag I" 
He left hit men, took horte and rode^ and joined the 

jUmiral't flag t 
And now from cvety western port the ships came more and 



From Bristol and from Bamitaple, from all along tbe shore ; 
From Dartmouth and from Bridport town, from Weymontl^ 

Poole, and Lyme, 
And every ship *ptecd all hei sail, in baste to be in time. 
Twas off the point of Portland Bill the Erst great fight 



cannonade both fierce and load on dtber coast wu heard. 
The hulking Spanish galleons then were sorely pul ationt, 
The Engliih thipi sailed out and in. sailed briskly in and out. 
As when a mighty baited bull ihe valiant dogi surround. 
And all hit bulk BDd all hi* strength of little use are found, 
Ho many a great three-decker then threw wide her shot aM 

shell; 
The ban* Sew o'ei the English masts, and in the tallawt fell I 
But now the light and gunpowder alike were *pent and 

gone. 
And, in the night, tbe Spanish fleet their eastward way went 

In Calais roadt the foemen next their anchors hnge let &1I, 
And to the Duke of Parma then they sent an n^enl call : 
" Send out your pinnaces in baste, your boaU with all 

dispatch ; 
To Ggbl tbe*e English devilt thut it ikot an equal match I " 
But to Ibis plan tbe Hollanden, old Ei^glaiid'* ttaimdi 

Related content, and would not let the pinnaces pots by. 
At length the Spaniards spread their (ail* and took thmr 

onward way 
Till off the Flemish coail, becalmed, the great Armada Uy ; 

And still the gallant Engli*b ship* kept up with their advance 
Till *ii-scare sail around them lay, and waited for Iheir 

Rteanwhile on land. Her Grace'* troop*, a* active aa 
the fleet. 
Prepared Ibemselves witb urgent haste Ihe foreign foe to 



And at they came they leapt and danced and sang, with 

cbeerfoll face. 
At nimble runners gird their kdni, with joy to run a ntx. 
At Tilbury Fort EUiabeth reviewed tbe bright array : 
O long did loyal English hearts recall that famoo* day 1 
And long shsll grateful Englishmen, thai know her faolti 

no less. 
Revere the gallant memory of England's Good Queen Beat [ 
For, riding on bei war-horse white, the lerried rank* between, 
A noUe sight it was to see Old England's Vitsio Queen I 
A helmet crowned her golden hair, and they thai taw It tell 
No corotiel of diamonds became Her Grace so well ; 
A coal of mail of bumithed tteel the Royal Makleo wore; 
And, in her fait white hand, aloA a txunuem-acepure bore ) 
"Then up tbe tpoke, and rdned her tteed before die lioopt 

to stand, 
Andallcontd hear her accents clear betide the Eatexitrand: 
'' Hy loving friends, my courtiers say I ran a risk this mom, 
That treason luihs b martial throngs 1 Thdr cautious speech 

For rather than distrust you all, from life I'd sooner part : 
Let tyrants fear 1 Next to my God I trust my people's hurt : 
So come I in yoar midst to-day, the Spaniardi to defy. 
And for my God, and for my lands, with yon lo live oi 

Bnt well I know my frame in weak ; what can a vroman 

do? 
Yet mine't the spirit of a king, ■ king of England too I 
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Foil ■com 1 Ibidk thai any Kiog, or any prince oa eartb. 
Should dare (o set his foot within the land that gave ua 

biitbl 
So I wilt be jour general, and mark each gallaal deed. 
And to tba victors in the fight give each Ibeir fitliiij{ meed 
So o'er the enemies of my God, and of this nation free. 
The valont of your arms shall win afamouavictory I" 
But now my Lord of Effingham had made bis caulioui 

plan. 
And in the night, off Dunkick coMt, a fearful lighl b^an ; 
At cIo*e of day nproie (he tide, aprose a gale of wind. 
And, on it* wings, eight fire-ships flew the Spanish fleet 

With inlfdiur and with to^ filled, their hulls were alt 

Aim] light npon the foemen'i ships, the fieiy terror came : 
The Spaniards then Ihdr anchors weighed, and some tbdr 

cables threw. 
In aimlen course before the wind the ponderous galleooi 

flew. 
The morrow morn the English took full many a splendid 

prise. 
While some, bard hit, by shot and shell, went down befbic 



Ah 1 better had they yielded then, or waited for theli time. 
Till change of wind mi^t speed theii couise back to their 

southern clime ; 

ji beyond the Orkn 

And nuny ■ eallant ibip was lost i 

And, on the iionDaitbem coast, vasthosts'ofvaliaDt 

Were wrecked, or drowned, or bulcbeied there, and never 

sawRgoiii 
The soathem son, the orange grove*, the imiling Spanish 

Which, ^11 of piidc and hope, they left bnt three short 

month* befilie ; 
And only sixty *hips came back, into Saotander bay. 
Of all the host that once had sailed to take thai northern 

way. 
And, ah ! bow changed the gallant Beet, how changed the 

ragged forms 
Alike of ships and men, sore marred by cmel seas and 

storms! 
All sptinteicd were the mast* and yard*, the bowsprits shot 

The sails to ribbons torn, the men all fevered, gaunt and 

Eay ! 
old England swells the sonnd of mirtfa and joy 
and pndse. 
By diy triumpbal banners wav^ by night the bonfire* 

biau. 
The chnrch-belli* merry carillon, the cannon's harmleas 

Are echoed loud ftom shire to shire, re«»ind from shore to 

At Whitehall now the Virgin Qaeen, on the a^^Konted dav, 
In grand procession takes her place amidst the crowded 

way. 
Bee, on her right, great Cecil rides : a wiser man than he 



Back from Viiginia lately come, across the Atlantic Wave. 
Lcadt EBingham and Seymour neit move onward Me by 

sid^ 
Hawkins and Drake and Frotashcr bat just bdiind them 



From every window beauty smiles, in faces young and old. 
And alt the slreeti and all the roofs are wondrous to behold: 
Like bees they swarm I From eveiynook and comer of the 

land 
They haste to render thanks to God for His delivering hand. 
In sll the way the densest throng at Ludgate Hill is seen. 
For there the player-men have wioughl a wondrous arch of 

green; 
With them a yonth of forehead high and eyes that pierce 

like flame ; 
Mark well his face, ye passers-by, for Shakespeare 1* M* 



So to Saint I 



t they o 



i when they reach the 



Her grace the Mutely chariot leaves, and kneels npon the 

And, as a s^emn lilence falls upon the surging crowd, 
Hei queenly vcnce gives thanks for all, in accents clear and 

Three bondred years have passed since then, and many a 

But, God save Enghuid I still wecf7,and God save England'* 

H. C. Lbohaid. 



Thk Fkast or Lantkkns. 

(Being lit original e/ Macaulag't "Armada.") 

Attend, all ye who wish to hear our noble London'* 

praise, 
I ting of that great Ttietday night that aaw her in a 

When the Archhiabop's benison had linked, in bridal 

Young Albert Edward, Prince of Wale*, and cor sweet 
bright-eyed I^ne. 

It was about the chillv dose of a half-foggy day. 

When London's myriads all came ont to see the grand 

From ileepv Hanunersmitb, and from the Dog'i am- 

phibioni Isle, 






It they ponred along for many a mnddy 



The aristocracy for once the pageant deigned to graca, 
(Except a few who fled liom town, and jtined the sylvwi 

Eac h wide-awake and travelling cap waa taken from the 

wall, 
Each wrap and bearskin was brought down and ready in 

the hall. 
Many a gay visitor came ap from province and from 



See, monnted on bis charger tall, the proud Inspector 

For sterner work than aiding swells to get to balls and 

His constables essay to clear in every straet a space. 
And sbotit bit oideia with mnch more of Heaergy than 
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And baujjbtily tbe dandios sneer, and slightly scream (he 

belles. 
As round ihe crested carriage tbe plebeian torrent 

See how the Lion of the Park attempts with balf-a- 

s bis coacb should never 



The raJD is dfflie, each carriage ope, and each umbrella 

fold, 
And DOW to see bow London shines as brigbl as molten 

gold, 
Nighl sinks upon that mullilude, that roaTing surging 



That lime of slumber is as bright and busy as the day : 

For swift to East and swift to West tbe glaring joy>fiaine 

High on Victoria tower it shone, on the New River 

Head, 
Id pleasant Kent, in Essex dull, and each surrounding 

The semi~bampliins gaped and grinned to mark each 
point or fire. 



The huge sea-lanterns dtmly showed on Wren's cathedral 

But Science rather made a mall with her electric light. 
The Templara. for their brother Prince, lit np their dingy 

And yoa coald see their Lamb and Flag made out nn- 

common plain. 
Rich was Ihe glare that Mappin's house (Ihe cab per- 

vaderj sent. 
Fierce glowed the Store thai sells the beer from Burton- 

upOD-Trent. 
And many a bundred grease-pots did their best for 

Barry's pile. 
Bat ttiat is an Immensity — what say yoa, Tom Carlyle? 



Shihley Brooks. 1S63. 



Tbb Lobd Mavor's 
First Pria, 



Day, 
When forth from " famoa* London town " to grac 

chosen lord 
Came shields and banners of each Gnild, and d 

every Ward, 



TbecrDwds,wbo long had waited, cheered to see it slowly 

file 
Outtu King-street and across Cbeapside come winding near 



Forthwitb the bells of everychurch chimed all the "boba" 

ihey knew, 
While mounted "boblnes" led the way ihat they might 

Next these appear the Fire Brigade, with engines fully 

manned. 
For here behoved that Ibey should march 'twUi men of 

sea and land — 
'Twill sailor and 'twiit soldier placed, as though between 

Whose ardent spirits they might quench if aught shoald 

So Guards and Rifles in their (ronl played stirring tunes 

of war. 
While merrily behind them marched full many a youthful 

ur. 
And next on prancing palfreys borne, with plume a.nd 

nodding crest. 
Four gallant knights with lances c}me, in silver armour 

Look how their war-steeds gracefully lift up their well- 
trained feet. 
While underneath their iron hoofs resounds the stony 

So stamp they when at Sanger* s Cirque, in Boswortb's 
mimic fight. 

They Richmond or brave Surrey bear, or some great mail- 
clad knight. 

How con oae human pen suffice to paint this varying 
Show, 

Where Waterman with standards gay in long precession 



Where proudly the " Swan-hoi^rs " bear the banners 01 

the Guild, 
With master and with wardens comes many a carTia^e 

filled! 
While onwards without ceanng stream more bannen, 

knights, and bands. 
And louder still the people cheer, still louder clap tbeir 

Ho, gaildnnen, all your banners wave 1 ho, gaily ring, ya 

bells I 
Ho, trumpets, sound a flourish 1 ho, urchins, shriek yonr 

yells 1 
Thou coachman, drive on furiously ; ye horses swiftly 

Speed on that glorious coach which bearsoui Lord Mayor 
in his pride. 

No sun shone on those panels decked with classic 

subjects old ; 
The mists of damp November dimmed its bammerctotb 

of gold ; 
Still boy* at its great Jehu stared, and their tears bc^an 

to flow. 
To think sncb coacb they ne'er would tee until next Lord 

Mayor's Show. 
From the Guildhall to Westminster, whene'er that pa- 
geant passed. 
The tide of business there was slow, as on a day of fast ; 
Girls rushed to doors and windows, men climbed on gates 

and walls. 
Right loud and clear the bells all day rang out from great 

St. Paul's ; 
Tbe sentinel on Whitebait Gate looked neither left nor 

right. 
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Bnt as be looked slraigbt to hii (root b« mnM have seen 
the tight. 

At Weslminsier it paased, and then down Thames Em- 
bank men t wound, 

While thicker siili became (h« throng, and louder stitl the 

Till, Guildhall reached, it baited, while the Maj-or in state 

detcenda 
To greet and Ceast great BeaconsGeld, to banquet with bis 

At grand as was Iba Show this rear, so may it next year 

Heaven send us such another siRhl, and take me Ihcic to 

Sphinx {Otflain J. A, Barlow, g6\h Beg.) 

Sicond Priti. 

CoHK hither, children, for yon love yoor grandsJres tales, 

I'll tell yon of the Lord Mayor's Show I saw long year^ 
ago; 

What time thegallaut 'prentice tiand came forth with gibe 

To flout the civic monarch whom ibey had been used to 

It was a 6ne November day, the year of the Zulu war, 
Hot-foot a littlfi raggel boy came Byiog to Temple Bar ; 
He said he'd seen the brave array advancing to the 

Strand. 
Preceded by the minstrel^ of all the Life Guards band ; 
He'd dodged beneath a. hone, and 'scaped by dint of 

nimble feel. 
Though a peeler tall, B 99, had chased him down the 

street 
Stnugbtway each clerk and office boy hit walnuts ceased 

Forth from its hiding place was brougbl a hideous doll 

dyed black ; 
Tbe dirty little boys ran out the soldiers to espy, 
While in (he crowd the pickpockets were faking many a 

cly. 



From Westminster and Whitechapet, from Sboreditch and 

Vauihall, 
The idle vaeraots had turned oat with laughter and cat- 

From east to west the show moved on, and still the boot- 

mg spread. 
It thundered throagh Trafalgar-square where Nelson 

rears his bead ; 
From Whitehall's topmost story tbe Treasury clerk might 

hear ' 

Street after street re-echoing tbe oft-repeated jeer j 
The coster left his barrow-load, careless of urchin raids ■ 
The dapper waiters hurried forth from r 



QuAKTox ;s. H. Woodhoutt.) 
Tht World Parody Competition, November a6, 1879. 



On Mr. (iLADsroHB's Midlotbian Sfbbcrbs. 
Attend, all ye who list to hear our noble Gladstooe's 



The peers and those few working men that honied lies 

could gain. 
With his while hair unbooneted the stout old chieftain 

No picnic in a park gives he — he bribes no local drums : 
For shrewd men in the Ccru Exchange have tilled each 

" Now, hark I " he says, " 1 grant the peers till autumn's 

session grace." 
And baughlily, in trumpet tones, he then the story tells. 
And though he tries to calm the storm, behold yon, how 

Look bow the hero of the fight lifts upbisbonourad head. 
And with his magic, wing&d words strikes Tory &lsehoods 

deadi 
So spoke be when be put to shame, on that same Scottish 

field. 
The Government that tried by frand the Turkish crimes 

to shlsld. 
So glared he when the Tory host be sternly brought to 

bay, 
And crashed and shamed beneath his glance the wretched 

Jingoes lay. 

Gbokqb Maluhsok. 
TKt Wetkly Dofalch. September 14, 1884. 



Foremost amongst Lord Mac&uUy's " Lays 
of Ancient Rome," is Horaliui, the popularity of 
which is dul^ attested by the number of 
parodies and imitations it has given rise to. 

Some of the most striking verses of the 
original are given below, for the convenience 
of comparison with the parodies. 

HORATIUS. 
I. 

Lars Porsbna of Clusinm 

By the Nine Gods he iwore 
That the great house of Tarquto 

Should suffer wrong no more. 
By the Nine Gods he swore it. 

And Darned a trysting day. 
And bade his messengers ride forth. 
East and west and south and north. 

To summon his array. 

II. 
East and west and south and north 

The messengers ride fast. 
And tower and town and cottage 
Have heard the trumpet's blasL 
Shame on the false Etnucan 
Who lingers in his home, 
When Potsena of ClusLum 
Is on the march for Kome. 
(The TSucan Army arriva before th* River Oale of Ihe 
Tiber, tht Soman Fathers tUtibvrate how to save the eag. ) 



Google 



PARODIES OF 



XIX. 
They hdd a ctwocil ttuidins 

Before the Rivei-G>te ; 
Sborl lime vni there, ye well may gneii. 

For musing or debate. 
Oatspike the Conini roaadly ; 

" The bridge muit itiaight f^ down ; 
For, lince Juiiculnm ii loil, 

Nought elie can save Ihe to wo." 

XXVI. 



Rank behind tank, like niga h 

Ora bnwd M* of gold. 
Four hundred tcnmpeti *omided 

A peal of warlike glee, 
Ai thai great boct, with meamred treadi 
And niesn adraoced, and eniigna ipread. 
Rolled ilowlj (owudi the bridge'i head, 

Where itood the dannlleH Thr«, 



" Thnr van urill be upon m 
Before the bridge goei down ; 

And if they once rnay win the bridge. 
What hope to lave the town ? " 

XXVII. 
Then ootspake bntt Horatini, 

The Captain of the Gale : 
"To every man upon thi» earth 

Death cometh k>od or bt& 
And bow can man die better 

Then facing fearful odds. 
For the ashes of bis fatben. 

And the temple* of hit Gods. 

XXIX. 

"Hew down the bridge, Sir Consul, 
With all the speed je may ; 

I, with two more to help me, 
WiU bold the foe in pUy. 

In yon strait path a tbootand 
Hay wdl be stopped by three. 

1.T^_ _L.s ...ill .*^-J ..- ^tU^ !.-»: 



XXX. 

Then ont spake Sparioi Larttns ; 

A Ramoian proud was be : 
" Lo, I will itand at thy right band. 

And keep the bridge with thee. " 
And out spake strong Herminias ; 

Of Titian blood waa he : 
'■ I will abide od thy left side, 

And keep the bridge wilb thee." 

XXXI. 
" Horatins," quoth the Consul, 

*■ As tboa sayest, to let it be." 
And straight against that great array 

Forth went Uie dauntless Three. 
For Romans in Rome's quarrel 

Spared neither land nor gold. 
Nor son not wife, nor limb nor life. 

In the biave days of old. 

XXXII. 

Then none was for a party ; 

Then all were for the Mate ; 
Then the great man helped the poor. 

And the poor nan loved the ^reat : 
Then the lands were fairly portioned ; 

Then spoils were fairly sold : 
The Romans were like brothen 

lo the brave days of old. 



LIII. 



Butm 



iwhilcu 



Have manfdllT been plied ; 
And now the bndge hangs tolteiiOE 

Above the bcnling tide. 
" Come back, come back, Horatins I " 

Load cried the father* alL 
" Back, Lartio* I back. Herminiu* I 

Back, ere the ruin faa" 

LIV, 
Back darted Spnrius Lartiua ; 

Herminiu* darted back : 
And, as they passed, beneath their feel 

Th« felt the timbers crack. 
But when they turned theii faces. 

And on the farther shore 
Saw brave Horatiut stand alone; 

They would have crossed once more. 

LVII. 
Alone stood brave Hcoatins, 

But constant still in mind ; 
Thrice thirty thousand fbet before. 

And the broad flood bahind. 

But he saw on Palatinu* 
The white porch of hi* home ; 

And he spake to the noUe river 
That rolli by the tower* of Rome. 

UX. 
•• Oh, Tiber I father Tiber t 

To whom Ibe Ronians pray, 
A Roman's life, a Roman'* aims, 

Take thou in charge this day I " 
So he spake, and speakiDg sheathed 

The good sword by bis tide, 
And with his hame** on bis back. 

Plunged headlong in the tide. 

LX 

No sound of joy or sorrow 

Was heard from either bank ; 
But friends and foes in dumb surprise. 
With puled lips and iliainiog eyes. 

Stood guing where he sank ; 
And when above the surges 

They law hii ciest appear. 
All Rome sent forth a rapturous ciy. 
And even the ranks of Tuscany 

Could scarce forbear to cheer. 
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LORD MACAULAYS "HORATIUS.- 



Bat Gcice1]f nn the current, 

ly monthi of rain : 

a wu Bowing ; 
And he wu tore in pain, 
And heaTT with Uiaimonr, 

And (p«nt with cbaoging Uowi : 
And ofi the; thougbt him linking, 
Bnt itill again he roie. 

LXIV. 
And now he feeli (lie tioltom ; 

Now OD drr earib he standi ; 
Now lonad bim Ihrung the Fatberi 

To pren hii goif hanili ; 
And now, with ihuuti and dapinng, 

And noiie of weeping loud, 
He enten through the River-Gate, 

Borne br tbe joyoni crowd. 

LXV. 
Tbnr gave him al (be coni' Und, 

That WBi of public rigbC, 
Al much ai two ilrong oxen 

Conid ploneb from mom till night ; 
And thep made a molten image. 

Awl Mt it apan high. 
And there it itindu onto thi* d*j 

To wilncu If I lie. 

LXVIK. 
And in the nights of winter, 

\VheQ the cold north winds blow. 
And the long howling of tbe wolves 

It beard amidst the *r 

When round the lot 

Roan load the te , 
And the good logs of Algidas 

Roar louder yet within ; 

LXIX. 
When the oldeit cask is opened, 

And the largest lamp is [it ; 
When the chestnuts glow in the embers. 

And the kid turns on ihe spt ; 
When joung and old in circle 

Aionnd the fir*biands close ; 
When the girls are weaving baskeli. 

And tbe lads are shaping bows ; 

LXX. 
When the goodman meeds bis armour. 

And iiims his helmel'i plume ; 
When the eoodwife'i shuttle meniljr 

Goes Sashing through the loom ; 
With weeping and with taughlei 

Still is the stor7 told, 
Huw well Hoiallut kept the bridge 

In the brave days of old. 

T. B. Macaui^y 



The FtORT of the Ckekbnt. 
A Lay of Modtm Camtridgt. 
The stardj; andergradnatea 

Are pODTUg in amain. 
Up thro' the lair Rose Cre«ceat, 
The Market-place to gain — 



From many a wild wine-partf. 

From rnaoy ■ tob«r tea. 
From the distant hall* of Downing, 

And tbe Court* of Trinity. 

Prom lowly QaoeD's QnadraDgUv 

Whore mnmn* are ine go ; 
From Hagd'leoe. famed tor £aat men. 

From Cath'rine, famed for slow ; 
From Caius, whsra anxious procton 

To keep the gates shot trv : 
From Clarp, where Don* cbivalrou* 

Unlock them on tbe sly. 

There be twenty chosen gowoamen. 

The foremotl of the band, 
PtipiU of Sahbo Sutton, 

To keep the Crescent eland : 
They can't run if they wiah'd it ; 

Perforce they bear the brunt. 
For the sewasmeo in (he rear-rank 

Pnah the gownameo in tbe front. 

And all within the Market -place^ 

And Market-Hill along, 
Tbe townamen, far a* words can go. 

Come it nncommon atrong, 
Bnt as yet no nose is bleeding, 

Aa yet no man it down ; 
For the gownameo funk the townsmen. 

And the townsmen funk the gown. 

When, lo I a cad comet brimfnl 

Of bravery and beer — 
"Toamial toarmsl Tbe Borough 

Police will auoo be here I" 
Thro' Market Street to eastward. 

Bach townsman tum'd bis eye. 
And saw tbe bats and truncbeons 

Rite fast along the sky . 

And plainly and more plainly. 

Now may each gownsman know. 
By fonn and face, by port and pace. 

Each big blue-coa(^ foe. 
There, in tbe front, fierce Feeestone, 

Be-wbieker'd may be seen, 
And stalwart Sesgeakt Seabrook, 

With buttons bright and sheen ; 

And BncolNS, of the mutton fiat ; 
And Muggins, with tbe fearful twist ; 
And HoBBS, famed for his waving curls ; 
And DoBBS, adored by servant girit. 
And gmfl Insfectoe Geeene t 



Then out spake a fellow- 

In voke both sad and low, 
And darkly look'd he on bis friends. 

And darkly on bis foe : 
"They'll be too many fiiw oa ; 

Tea to one againat the gown : 
Unleas we get to Trinity 

We'll be wollop'd by the town." 

Then ont spake brave Fin-WtcciNS, 
Though a smalt college man : 

" To keep the Crescent 'gainat tbe cadi, 
I'll do the beat I can t 
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And l( none will stand betide me, 

A)one I'll bee the snobt. 
Despite S«rc« Fkbestone's traacheoa 

Aod tha stave) of Houbs or DODss ! " 

TheD ont spake Sir Tom Noudv, 

A. son of Trinity, 
" Lo, I will stand at Ihy right band. 

And the CreiceDt keep with tbee." 
And om spake Merrvpebbles — 

A Johniao was be — 
" I will abide al Ihf leFt side, 

And the Crescent keep with thee.'' 

A great shoat of defiance 

From all the snobs atose. 
But the three stand calm and tjleot— 

A thnmb lo every nose ) 
And forth three P^dlers rushing. 

Attempt lo Elarm the Pass ; 
Truncheons are thick, bat hits are quick. 

And down they go lo grass 1 

Ki I z- Wiggins Soor'd b^ree Fherstone, 

Tou Noddy levell'd IIobbs, 
And cheerfai Mekrvpebbl&s 

Ittack'd both the eyes of DOBBS ; 
And the aggravated townsmen 

Stand all appatl'd to see 
On the flags the u^cnnicious Peelers— 

In the Pass the dauntless Three ! 
And on the leaguer'd Crescent 

Was n^ne would biave attack ; 
llut those behind cried " Forward ! " 

And tboss in front cripd ^ Bick I '' 

Meanwhile their legs the gownsmen 

Right maolollf have plied ; 
And now they've got to Trinity, 

And the gates are open'd wid& 
'■ Come hack, come hack, Fir/.-Wiooi.-Js," 

Loud cried they from the gate 
"Back NoDDv, Merrypebelf.s, 

lUck, or you'll be too late! " 

Hut the police are on them, 

Aud their truncheons fierce they ply ; 
Now the fates save brave Fint-WlGGlHl— 

What a terrible black eve I— 
Thoogb Merrypebulks' head be 

The tbicke&t in the ting, 
1 1 scarce can 'scape UDbroken ; 

Such staves must make ii sing. 



I'ulicemen pitching iu before 
And Trinitv behind, 
" iwn with him I " cried false Sbabi ooi, 



" Now yield thee, to onr grace I 

llut brave Tom Nodhv never deigned 

Hut he Soor'd the lospeclor neatly 

Ai a man coald wish to see : 
A id through the storming towosroen 



And the irate police. 
He Sghl* hi* passage laanfnlly. 
And be wiiit the gate in peace. 

And now, his gown in ribbands. 

Id the crowded court he itaods. 
And " lo call upon him the next d 

Receives the Dean's commands. 
And then with shouts and claj^^^ 

And fajp, bip, hurrah, land, 
He passes on unto bis rooms. 

Borne by the admiring crowd. 



day," 



But h 



IS rtlslicated 



. _^ his black ey^ 
They said, ■' II served him right." 

Bot long at our wine-parties, 
We'll remember how, like bricks. 

Stout Noddy kept the Crescent, 
la Eigbleen-forty-aa I 

Fmch. April it, 1S46. 



MaKCVS {JURTIUS, TBE HoVlJT LaWTH. 

(A Lay V* Ana'mt Bomt.) 

W I LT bear Low Uarcus Curtins, that lawyer tme and bold, 
IHd bravely for his conntrj iu the brave days of old ? 
How liy Jaetinian's Institutes auil bis gresn baize bag be 

That the only boneat lawyer could live in Itome no more? 
Oh, none oould be more honest in life anil death, than he 
Who cheated hut the seitou, and aavtd the burial fee. 



wrong; 
It^gowned, bewigged, bewildereil, each judge tlie claiaoar 

And Jnatiee, blind already, would (kin have stopped her 



And they heard a sound like thntidrr, a horrid, dreary 



The lawyers through their spectacles lookod with a stouj 
.^nd Uie crier stammered out, '' O Yea," and n-hiipered 



Kr, in the Hiildle Foram, there gaiied a hideous golf; 
A gulf as black aa midnight, or "best Ja|ian," I trow; 
And a voice came bowling, hissing up, like a thousand 
whirliviiiJs now : 

' * This gulf (Till close— no, never 1 till in Rome the rarest 

Tlie rarest and most irondron*, a sacrifice yoa bring." 



IJgilizcc by Google 



LORD MACAULAY'S " HORATIUS." 



■ I ! great ttu the Unientiiig, wlien tbete feftrfiil bets were 

kuowtt, 
'j'lii' motliHTl weep &nil wriujf their liuids, the grauilunei 

"Toan "Ochone ;" 
Anil the little lioys no loii^r their flying hoops jiunne, 
XoTcbauDt of "Ole A'irguiny." u uiey were wont lo do. 
.\n-\ themi'u in Moody siUoce iwceilowl; to and tro, 
Willi [lallid lip, and fron-ning brow, and eonntpnance or 

And the Father* of the City — the Aldermen and JIayor — 
Are met in solemn coiiueil, with a grave and pu2zle>l air. 



Who traded first with China, in Twaakiy and Buhea ; 
.\M iu accents alow anil solemn, thus the meeting he 

" l.et'» try and fill the Iiole np with stone* macadamiasd." 
.Vnd tliey listened to hie counsel , and n ith ahorel and with 

'I'lir-y adjaiiTiied nnto the fornni, und aside their togas laid. 
And then all in thelishirt sleeves they worked wiUi might 

I'atrician nud Plebeian, alike they worked in vain. 

Fur ttiongh a thousand cart-loads into the golf thej threw, 

Instead •>/ getting shallower it deep and deeper grew. 



it lay, 
Auil in tn« hole be dashed it, wilb a howl of maniac glee. 
And wished all hiw and lawyers at the bottom of the sea. 
Anil, fired by Iiia exanjple, the erowd seized, one by one. 
■')n "Chitty," and ou " Htnrkcy," nnd on "Coke and 

I.yttl'ton" 
On Bacon's Wlinic ANridgimcnt, with tooth and uail they 

fell. 
Hut wheir they wished those authors, 'twere not polite to 



111 



. the 1^ 



eheek. 



hlire 



an, while 



I ran down his 



lieiid tlicm from their purpose — not a word 
they'd lienr hiiu H^eaV. 
And the venerable Chief ■lustier, like Lord Mansfield at 

Not corinf tu teiuoustrate,thaagbt it prudent to retire. 

<i> tlicv rifled all thelibmry of every book tbey Raw, 

Yi't the gulf bat yau-netl the wider for all that duse of law. 

Then fr>iiii that mixed onwrnbly a seedy. looking gent 
<Me pays not much for mending who cannot pay his 

With an old coat all in tatlcra, and a hut without a brim, 
--talked prondly from tlic innltitude, who, carious, gaicd 



"My uauie in Marcui Curtius < a Itoniati knight atu 1, — 
And eke a learned couusellor, bnt, rUs ! I cauuol lie I 
I've gone niwn the CLreiiit,— there came no briefs to me ; 
1 ue'ei aildi-esaeil a jury, ne'er pueketed a fee. 
.Viae ! mistaken parents, to bind me to the law 1 
I have no naturalcunning to make or find a flaw, 
llenho'dsit u]>on a wi-olsack must he ne'er with cou- 

And, tor wool to fill the coahion, he mnst lake to flteeing 

first 
rtieii behold in me, Rorrntis \ what the oncle demands, 



He said, and on ths lawyers he turned a kindling sye. 
As away on all sides slinking, no one dared make reply. 
Then smiling sad bnt calmly, he cried "(^ood Cliaron, 

harkl 
I'm too poor to pay tlie nbolns for crossing in yonr bark, 
Bnt 1 know that you nil! trust me ; lo now, my friends, 

good bye, 
I'll Uouble not the coroner, a natural death I die : 
A natural death for Curtias, who might have been so rich, 
Bnt be was an hmat lawyer, so he perished in a ditch.*' 

He said, and threw a summersault into that dreary vat — 
Head roremott, like a tlionder-bolt down went the brim- 
less hat; 
Down went the brimless beaver, full many a fathom deep. 
And the women took hysterivs, and the men began to 

When they dashed away the tear drops, and looked ahead 

again. 
Whore that gulf hod late been yawning, there lay a level 

plain. 

And they renriMl a marble tombstone on the spot whera 

he had died. 
And in letters oarved and giMeil, wan iuseribed on cither 

A*t> in«tcu* (Eutrttu* ll|>», 

y* onlo* ^«ns*lt law^tce, b** 
SV|)» nrotrn |)uckst*hb( « in, 
atmur attatU XXXIII. 
Acs fells witli* tniMl)* i>I)tlMnvl|<(, 
jfocie yam* a •Attiftc*. 

And with nceping and lamenting atUl is the story tuld, 
How Curtius kicked the bucket in the brave old days of 



A Lay of Dray Lant. 
Grkat Smithins of Dmry Lane, 

By cape nnd truncticon swore. 
That Bold Qnatnvus Brookius 

Should perdu lie no more. 
By stsfl' and cape he swarf it. 

And named his opeuing niglit. 
And sent his messengers ubi-oa I, 
Eaeh with a pile of orders stored. 

To summon all they might. 
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Etit uid wdit, and lauth snd north 

The mcaMugan repaic ; 
Soma hi« them to the Begal Oak, 

Soma to the Amu of Ejrn. 
SliMn« on the hlaa theatncal 

Who wonld reftan to coma, 
VThtn bold Onitami BrooUu 

Enten the " Dnma'a Home ! " 

The gallary-boyi and pittita* 

Are pouring in amain. 
And atrnggUug in a turbid maM, 

The theatre doon the; gain, 
from many a noiaome allay, 

From maST ■ crowded conrt, 
Qreat G. T. fi'a aapparteti 

H«T« hMtaoed to th« apott 



From where Belgrarfa'a tUnghtera 
On fannble men took down ; 

From lalington th« inerrf , 
From Eenaington the alow. 

To meet the ereat Oaatanu 
The manT-headed go. 



■ ahirt aleevea lit. 
ifretfaius 

d tonnd tl.. ,_., 

Yield np their old allegiance. 
And join the iwellinK train, 
Crofliing the Bridge of Waterloo, 
To meat at Dmry I^ne. 

Ho I fiddlers, actape yoor oatgnt 1 
Ho 1 dnunmara, tue jonr atrength I 

He cornea, whoae name on erer; wall 
Meaaorei iii feet in length I 

Who, though perchance he cannot 
With Sbakeapeare move yonr luula, 

uriii ~;» ...... hu.^..i »il..jii. 



Coma, Fhalpa, eome croach unto him i 

Come, Kean, and do the aame ; 
Yon, famoua by your own good deeds. 

Yon, by your father's name 1 
Crouch to the great OuitaTua, 

Who hu become the rage. 
And proved hiuaaU. by feats of alma. 

King of the British Stage. 

EriNviiD H. Yatu. 

Vroia Mirth ai%d Metre. 0. Bontledge and Ca. 1BB6. 

This little TOlume wu written by Ur. E. H. Tatea in 
conjunction with Frank E. Sm«dlay, and in 18GA uaimllu, 
but fi more amusing work wu publiahed by Ueaara. 
Bontledge and Co, entitled " Our MitaOany " (whloh 
onght to hftre come oat, but didn't,} edited by £. H. 
Yates and R. B. Brongh. This oontaina parodiM 
and imitktionB of Harrison Ainswortb, 0. P. H. Jamea, 
T. B. Hacaulay, Alfred Tennyson, Albert Smith, Hattla 
TuppcT, Charles Dickens, Edgar Poe, Samoel Warren, 
H. W. Longfellaw, J. 0. Lockhart, Hn. Browning, 
Donglaa Jerrold, and othet popnlar anthors of the day. 
Many of these imitations are in prose. 



In oonv«Ti'>8 '''■ pemiissiou for the 
lowing In Paniitt, Ur. Edmund Yatoi conrtaooalj added 
the information tlist tbe parodlea in ' ' Our Miacellany '* 
which were written by Ur. Brough were signed B,the other* 
being by Ur. Yatas. The hitter are not onlf the t ' 
Dsmerona, but by for tike moat hnmoroui and elcTcr. 

JOKKKO:t. 

(A Las/ e/ Modem Londm.) 

B; Thomsa BUbbtngton Haeawl^. 
SrottT Johnson, of Saint Thomas, 

By Chsorge and Jiugo awore 
That the street door of Watkins 

Should hold its own no more. 
By George and Jingo swore he. 

And named a tryiting day. 
For all his tnuty friends ou town 
To meet to tear the knocker down. 

And boar the bell away. 

From £tat-end and f^om West-end, 

His missiTCS prompt entreat, 
Aasiatance (at hu rooms resoW'd 

On making both anda meet], 
Shune on the craven spirit 

Who aenda a poor eicuse. 
And amokea his pipe at home or atrolls 

Ignobly on the looae! 

The staunch allies in clnateit 

Are dropping in apace. 
From many a lofty ''chambers," 

From many a lowly '' place," 
From "erib»,"and"dBns,"and"qtt»rten," 

And vacne mysterious "rooms," 
Whose whereabouts to specifr. 

No doling mind presumes. 

From Ouy's across the water. 

From Stroud adjsceut Kings', 
From Charing (which • sbadow o^er 

The monmM Casino flings !) 
From Bsrtlemy'a in Smithfleld, 

or accidents bereft I 
And Middleaex, whose conrse we trace 
From Oxford Street up Rathbone Place, 

By turning to the lefL 

From w»Il-enciroled Temple, 

Shut out f^m Loudon's noise. 
Where spron'd porters guard the way. 

And keep in awe the noya ; 
From Qray s and dingy Clement's 

(Where rents so mMl'rate run t) 
And Lincoln's Inn, where stands, alss I 
Th' Iniolveut Court, — besides a maaa 
Of others of a noisome class 
(Requiring far more nerre to pass). 

Where »a whitewasbing'e done. 



• TbtSiBd.ubMqumt JlQilDiutotlieV»l»Btloa,th« Itittfle>- 
Iffwl, Briiton TnmlmUl, swl other temtUsr obleeU of oar rentb, 
alnoe awept smr by tbe broom of Time, vDold Bi (be sutbonhlp ol 
tUs balUd at t dsu uitffliu U tbe pretant nncraUon. For 
iDituce. In aUnuxlv.. tliBatudanu are <t«crib(3 u ilB^Bf now 
obaolau melodin of Elfaiopian oriila. In the pretenl d>T lb* 
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Aad iw«ct, at Evuu'i. Ui« notet 
Tlut iune from the nngen' IbtoftU 

Id ipite of the dgut. 
BnoM all bandi lb< nltier 

Love* Laurent'i (wbeo in tune) ; 
Best of «U ground! Ihe bowtec loTa 

Tbe American Saloon. 

Bat now no chop or Udoej 

Emit! it* toft perfume ; 
No voice i* heaid laggeiting thai 

"Tbeinlter'iiD tGcTOon." 
In vain Ihe lylphs at Ltutent'* 

Tbdr Dslmi in kid have dreiied ; 
The bowli maj wait, aod Rhodei'i grate 

EnjojF a few ban teu. 

The comic tonga of Cowell, 

To-night old men shall hear, — 
To-night yonDg bojii and neenhonis 

ShaU have the Argj'le dear ; 
And panoni from the coontiy. 

To-night lole audience be. 
To hcu Sam HaU or BbUwId'i call, 

" Attention for a glee ] " 

A icore of choien iplriti 

In Johnton'i roomi are met. 
And Johnion seei hit birdieyc 

DimiDiih with regret ; 
And from tbe round atone botilei 

Too hit the llquldi flow ;— 
He leea (and fecit) hli iptnts nnh. 
And inwardlv b^iiu to tbinic — 

■Tis time for them to go. 

"Hoi fiieodi and fellow itndenti, 

'Tit lit we ahould prepare 
For action (Fibbetion, von brute. 

Don't interrupt tbe Chair I) 
The enlerprite before ui 

Muit fransht with danger be j 
Will 70D go ID through thick and thin 

To win the spoil with me ? 



SBj pait unikllled attempts enrased) 
i pnvate watchman hat engaged. 
Out chetiihed schemes to foil- 
Therefore let no man join ut 
Who foil to break the peace 



Aasanlting Ihe police." 

Then up spake Robert Simpson, 

Of MiddlcSM was he : 
" Lo 1 I'll go in through thick and thin. 

To win the spoil with thee 1 " 
And up spake Brown of Charing, 

(Plucked but loit week was he) : 
" Ko man am I for sajing die — 

Lul-liet-iet-jr ! 

" That accidents will happen. 

It Hands a fact confett. 
Id familiei which, b; thdr beads. 

Ate regulated best ; 
And if to-nigbt't adventures 

Keiult in fines and quods. 
So long at jot are hapn, 

lofotm mc Where's the odds ?" 



Stand 'neatb thegat-lij 
And many a pipe and ancient nai 
Hurl'd at a iciTed and flying cat. 

Goes whiuing through the air. 
With Ethiopia's mnuc 

They lend the welkin now. 
Telling of Blue and Tucker's hie, 
Till stem policeman " Twenty-oght " 
Steps forward to expostulate 

■Gainst such a jollr row. 

The resllesi Strand behind them 

Tbey leave, and qaickir gain 
Tbe corner where Saiot Hartin'i Chnich 

Frowns grandly up hit lane. 
Through danger-fraught Cranbooniia 

Uotcath'd they make their way 

i Protected by the evening's shade, 
'or lytcns in the bonnet trade 
That ipell-bonDd district kmg have made 
Unsafe to pats by day). 

Up throng tbe Court of Ryder I 

Nor idly panic to dgh 
O'er the cnish'd Valentino's fate. 
Nor Wharton's tnlli investigate 

Above the lamps hard by. 
On 1 through the Cretan maie* 

or Newport Market go. 
They're put, and now the warlike train 
A yell of joy can scarce restrain 
As bunts in sight tbe proud domain 

Of Watkins of Soho I 

"Back, SimpiOD t back, Camtbetal 

Back, Blatherwick I—be cool ; 
Bt quiet Brown ; keep Davit down ; 

And Jooea I— don't be a fooU 
Wail till the private watchman 

Shall round the comer wind ; 
He will directly, to inspect 

Tbe ptcmises behind. 

"There, now, yon sec,— I toldjnm; 

He's hidden by the wall. 
Haste, Jones 1— engage him in a chat,— 
Insult hit capes, or chaff his hat. 
Or treat him to some coRce at 

The CMly breakfast staU t 
Anything to engage Mm 

For minutes two or three. 
By which time he, I dare be bound. 

Shall see what he ihall see." 

Like tel^rapbic message 

Jones on nil errand ffies ; 
And Blatherwick and Simpson 

Go with bim as aHiea. 
(And, of those last-named henea 

'Til whitper'd itnce on town. 
They thougbt the watchnun-cbaSng game 
A less precarioui road to fame 

Than pulling knocker* down). 



Up to the frowning Imocker, 

with tiger spring he flew ; 

And mirthln] e'en In danger. 
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Then Ibrust he IbTODel the knocker 

His stick of British oik ; 
But Brown of Charing, from the throng, 
Quoting 1 Social Progress song, 

Thus, with a purpose, spoke : 
" Init wait I tiltle longer, 

There's work for me ai well j 
Von from its clamps Ihe knocker tear— 
I from the door, jrour fame to share, 

WiU please to wring the bell." 



___d merely seem 'd a "spree;" 
And from the dread adventure. 

So rashly underta'cn. 
All shrank, like boys who, ere they strip. 
Intend to plunge o'et head and hip 
In Father Thames, hut when they dip 
in hii cold Hood a tue-nul's tip. 

Scared — dress themselves again. 

But meanwhile Jonet and Simpson, 

And Blalherwick have tried. 
In vain, to keep the watchman 

Round on the other side. 
" Run, Davis 1 tun, Carruthers 1 " 

Loud cried the students all ; 
"Slope I and to him who hindmost lags. 

The usual fate befi) t " 

Back darted Brown of Charing 

Letting the bell- pull go, 
With EtaitUng clang, and all the gang 

Retreated fri>m the foe ; 
But when they saw brave Johnson 

Still tugging al the door, 
Under the very watchman's nose. 

They would have lurn'd once more. 

Bui, with a crash like thunder 

(Such thunder as one hears 
At minor theatres, when the ghost 

Or maniac appears), 
Round on its well-used pivot 

The watchman's rattle sprung; 
The band set up a frighten'd cry. 
And (Jones in /ront) began to fly, 
Wtn Brown, averse to laying die, 

Scorn'd not to cut and run. 

Yet, like himself in practice 

("Teeth drawn for half-a-crown," 
Stands graven on his bus 'nets card). 
The furious Johnson struggled hard 

To wrench the knocker down. 
And with Herculean prowess. 

At length peifnrm'd the feat ; 
And oaken splint, and nut and screw. 
With bits of paint and dried-np glue. 

Flew Ecatier'd o'er the street. 

With one huge stride he bounded 

Adowa the steps in glee. 
Waving his hard-earned priie on high. 
But stopp'd— he was compeli'd to — by 

Policeman "Twenty-three." 
"Off with him I ■' criM the watchman. 

With a smile on his jule face ; 
" Now blow me ! " " Twenty-three " exclaim 

"This here's a Briilon case." 



Round tum'd he somewhat slagger'd. 

These myrmidons to see. 
But he look the watchman's measure, 

Andthe weight of "Twenty-three." 
And ere " Robinson " you'd summon 

He had laid the former low. 
By tripping up his heels, and dealt 
To "TwenWr-three " (above the belt) 

A firm len handed Mow, 

BereR of speech and breathing. 
Awhile was "Twenty-three," 

(For, thanks to kitchen maidens fair. 

Who boueht his love with viands rate, 
Of habit full was he) ; 

And Johnson, by his valour 
Freed from judicial ^rah. 

In safety rain'd the neighb'ring stand. 



Never, I ween, did driver 

With such a style of horse. 
Urge o'er the stones at such a rat 
To save a patron from the hate 
And fury of the Force. 



An ■ ncn they neat his chambers. 

Where, waiting his return. 
Stand his false-hearted comrades 

Joy'd bis escape to learn ; 
Whom, for their rraven conduct. 

As from the cab he leaps. 
The high-soul'd Johnson scruples not 

To stigmatire as " sweeps. ' 

And now thev press around him, 

And now they soap him down ; 
And with emollient sawder 

His just reproaches drown ; 
Now on the back they slap him. 

Thumbs in his ribs they slick, 
And now ibey dub him "Trojun," 

And now proclaim him " Brick." 

They gave him songs and speeches. 

They drank his health with glee. 
And (heedless of the lodgers) 

It was done with three times three. 
And they tortk the rifled knocker. 

And hung it up on high. 
And there it stands in Johnson's rooms 

To witness if I lie. 

And in the nights of winter. 

When things are rather slow. 
And men (the gardens being shut) 

Uncertain ulere to go ; 
To Johnson's humble chambers. 

In little knots drop in. 
To smoke his soothing birdseye. 

And quaff his cheering gin I 

When the bottled stout is opened. 
And the meeiM;haum |npe is lit. 

And the guests on trunks and tables 
(Chairs at a premium) sit. 
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Wben flags (he con venation, 

Rerert they to the "go," 
How Johoton tore the knocket down 

Of Watldai of Soho. 



SlBTHORFIUS. 

A Lay of Jfodfrn L«>u(an, nadt in lite year 18^8. 
Br T. Blabbingtoh Macsqually. 
I. 
O'Connor of York Ciille 

By the Six Points he swote, 
Thai the gieit English rabble 

Should jufl'ei wioag no more. 
By the Six Points he swore it. 

And named a trysting day. 
And made hii underlings go fmth. 
In third-clou trains, from south to noith, 
To smnmon bii array. 

ir. 

The pickpockets and ChartlsU 

Come pauriae in amain, 
Fiom many a dirty market-place, 

From many a half-chokea diain ; 
From manv a lonely alley. 

Where, bid from Peeler's ey«D, 
In a magm«D'i nest— the neigbbourhood's pest — 

GroveJ the baman swiae. 

III. 
There be some scores of delegates, 

The noisiest of the land, 
Who alway by O'Connor, 

In John Street's building stand ; 
With diity hands the delegates 

Have turned the papers u'er — 
The leaders bright, in black and white, 

or journalistic lore. 

IV. 
And with one howl the delegate* 

This aniwtr forth ue slipping, 
" Go forth, go forth, dear Feargus, 

Go forth, go forth, our [uppin 1 
Go, and return in glory, 

"To our fine John Street dome. 
And hang the tickers of the rich 

Round the bare walls of home I" 

V. 
And now bath every alley 

Sent up its batch of men. 
The foot are some ten thousaad. 

The horsemen scarcely ten. 
Upon the plain of Kennington 

Is met the great array — 
A proud man was O'Connor 

Upon the Iryiling day I 

VI. 
But in the Parks, and Pall Malt, 

Was tumult and affright ; 
And in the Carlton, men looked blue. 

And those in Brookes 's white ; 
And Berkeley Square was shaky. 

While some from Mayfair cut ; 



And girls id pastrycooks were sad 
And Quadrant ihopi were shut. 

VIII. 
Now, from a lofty lamp-post 

Coold Ibe wan Peelers spy 
The dust made bv the marching mob, 

like a pall io the sky. 
The Ministers in Downing Street 

Were nervous all the day. 
For every hour a horseman came 

With tidings of dismay. 

VIII. 
They held a council standing 

In Westminster Bridge Road ; 
Surrounded by sad Specials, 

Who c*il days forbode ; 
Oulsr • ■ ' " 



IX. 

Then out spake brave Sibthorpiut, 

Up to the council riding. 
" I'll keep the bridge— cEartlals be hanged, 

I'll give them a a d hidir^ I 

Hew down the bridge. Lord Russell I 

I'll let the hunibuzs see — 
What HontuiablB Member 

WM keep the bridge with me ? " 
X. 
" Siblborpius," said Lord Rastell, 

"Ai thou sayest, so let it be." 
He spoke I two more came forward. 

And forth then rushed the Three. 
Meanwhile, the Specials round them, 

Canne each man wilh an axe. 
And Russell gave a mighty blow. 
And Morpeth pummelled with a crow 
The bridge 'neath which the Thames doth flow. 

Resounded with their whacks I 



XI. 

One Membo smote proud CuflTey, 
The second rushed at Jones, 

Unmoved by Cbartisl yelling. 
Undaunted by the stones. 

Sibtborpius at Feargus 
Darted one horrid thr"* 

Andtl 



xn. 

And now the Bridge of Westminster 

Trembled 'neath Russell's blows,— 
"Back, back," he cried, " brave comr 

Back ete the old Imdge goes. " 
Then quickly the two members 

Ran to the other side — 
Then turned and saw Sibtborpius 

Alone in alt his pride. 

XIII. 
Then with a crash tike thunder. 

The old bridge went to pot— 
lu ruins down the foaming stream 

Rushed borriedly and hot. 
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xrv. 

And in Ihc nigbti of winter, 

Whea the cold north winda blow. 
And iweepera fi^m Ihe pavement 

Are ihovelling the mow ; 
When the cruiled port ii opeoed, 

And the carnitine Ump ii lit, 
When desieit ii on the Ubie, 

And anxuid it bright guetis lit. 

XV. 

When the nj uid lively putj 

Ro>r It mc PurpiT-SHOw, 
And cUiet, ipirkting like iti jokei. 

Right joyonii J doth flow. 
When the good-man pUfi hartl. 

Aid the young lAd* make a noiie ; 
When the eiili aie woikine aocbet. 

And the children imaihmg toji, 

XVI. 
When the good-wife ttkea hei woikboi. 

And the grandame takei a nap. 
When Kadicali and Chaiiiits 

CtDW lively at the tap. 
With wee[ung and with Uugblei, 

Still ii the ■torj' told, 
How well Sibthorpini kept the Bridge, 



Andk 



reiold. 



From n* Pt^pet-ShawMon'* AHmk. 

The NX polnti demanded by the Chartltit In 1S4B, were : 
I7>u'ver*iil Buffragt, Vott by SaOot, Aimital Parliamattt, 
Payment of the lirmhert, tkt AbelittoH c/ Iht Pnptri]f 
liuaiifieaiitM, and E^aal Medonl DMriett. 

Fmtj yean ago theie propotali were coniidered terribly 
r«Tolutionary, and when the leaden of the moveaient — 
Etnwt Jone», Fergui O'Connor, Vincent and Stepbeoa— 
propoied to bold a mau meeting at Kcnnington, and march 
to Wetimintter, it wai feared there would be a riot. 
Special conitablet were enrolled in la^ numben, and 
itrong measurci were Uken by the police, but little actual 
dittnrbance occurred. Colonel Sththorp, a very eccentric 
H.P., wai eq»ecially violent in hii deannciationi of the 
Chartitta, but it need icarcely be uid that the poem it 
—•'-''- '■ — '- •*■- '-'■• at Weilmiottet Bridge, 



(.bartltta, but it need icarcely be 
entirely imaginaiy ai to the Gght 
and the p«rl be took in it 



Thi Fioht to» the CHAHFioNaHtp. 
(Am IoU by an anei'enf Oladiator (0 kU OrMf- 

OTandmQther.J 
Big Heenan of Beoicia, 

By uinely-nine godi he awore^ 
That the bright belt of England 

Should grace her sons no mors. 
By Dinely'Dine he twore it. 

And named the ■ Sating ' day — 
' Eut and weit and aoath and rtorlb,' 
Said Richard Mayne, ' ride forth, ride forlli, 

' *""■ ' leamy.' 



Spur (aat thro' Berksh 



Mount up aioain aod ride ; 
Spur, (pur, I aay, thro' England ! 

The word went Baabing by. 
Look out for Sayeri and Heenan, 

Policeman — mind your eye I 

Sir Richard's bold moM-troopen 

Looked out nncommoii keen. 
From park and plain aod prairie. 

From heath and upland green ; 
From Essex fens and fallows, 

Prom Hampshire, dale and down. 
From Susan' hundred leagues of sand. 
To Shropshire's fat and Sowery land. 
And Cheshire's wild and wasted strand, 

And Yorkshire's heather brown ; — 
And (o. of conne, the fight came ofl 

A doien miles from Towd. 

Then first slept out tug Heenan, 

Unmatched lor breadth and length ; 
And in bis chest it might be guened ; 

He had unpleasant strength. 
And to him went the Sayers 

That looked both small and thin, 
Bnt well each practised eye conld read 
The 'lion and the bull-dog ' breed. 
And from each fearless itander-by 
Rang out that genuine British cry, 

' IM ■*«, My 6o|r, — and win ! ' 

And be went lo — and smote him 

Through mouthpiece and through cheek ; 
And Heenan smote him back again 

Into the ensuing week : 
Full seven days thence be smote bim, 

With one prodigious crack. 
And th' andaunted Champion slratghl 
Discerned that he was five feet eight, 

When flat upon bis back ;— 
Whilst a great shout of laughter 

Rom from the Yankee pack. 

Aa from the flash the bullet, 

Out aprang the Sayers then. 
And dealt the huge Benician 

A vast thump on the chin ; 
And thrice and (ianr timet sternly 

Drove in the shatt'ring blow ; 
And thrice and four times wavMvd 

The herculean foe ; 
And his great arms swung wildly, 

LJiie shifi-mastB two and fro. 

And now 00 soand of laughter 

Was heard from either side. 
Whilst feint, and draw, and rally. 

The cautions Bruisers tried ; 
And long they sparred and counter'd 

Till Heenan sped a thrust 
So fierce and quick, it swept away 

'Thm- - --.- ■■ 

Andfc 
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Short lime lay Engliih Sayan 

UpOD tbe earth at leogth. 
Short llmB bii Yaakeefoemaa 

H^bt triumpb in bis atreoKth I 
Sb«er from (he groQad he imote faim 

And hii sodI went with the blow — 
Such blow do olher hand coald dash — 
Such blow DO other arm could amaih — 

The giant tottered low ; 
Aod (or ■ ^^e Ibey (ponged hi* &c«v 

And thought tbe e;e would go. 

Time'* ap t — Again they battle j 

Agaio (he itrokei fly free ; 
But Sayen' rigb( arm — that arm of pride — 
Now dannles pow'rlesa by hii side, 

Plain for all eyes to lee ; 
And tbro' that long and desperate ibock— 

Two mortal hour* on (be clock — 
By abeer indomitable pluck 

With hi! I^t hand fought he I 

Wi(h his left hand he fought him. 

Though he was sore in pain, — 
Fall twenty times hoclBd backward. 

Still pressing on again 1 
With bi* left bud be foogbl bin. 

Till each could fight no more ; 
Till Sayers couM scarcely strike a blow. 
Till Heenan could not spe his foe — 
Soch fighting England never know 

Upon her kmI before t 

Thsy gave him of the standard 

Gold coinage of tbe realm. 
As mocb as one stout gnardnnaD 

Conld carry in bis helm ; 
They made him an ovation 

On tbe Exchange bard by,~ 
Aad they may tlap their pockets 

In witneu if I lie. 



Wu glad, both high and low. 
And books were voted anobtnsh. 

And ' gloves ' were all tbe go ; 
And each man told tbe story, 

Whilat ladies' hearts woold melt. 
How Sayers, the British Champion, 

Did battle tor the belL 



Yet 



dl 



Bt honour to tbe vanquish' 

(If vanqoisbed thenlww___, 
Lm tbe harp strike a bolder string 
And tbe Bird of Freedom dap bis wiog 

For tbe fight so free and htt. 
And forge another giidls 
That shall bell as brave a breast 
As ever sailed to Eogltsb shore 

Tiota tbe broad lands of the West 

And when some sterner battle 

Shall shake along tbe line, 
Tbe Lkn flag of Liberty 



It honour, 
And guard it safe from harms. 
Hay two such Champions hand in hand — 
Twin brethren of the Saion land — 



Be fbond together to withstand 

H. Cholhondblbv-Penhbu. 

This eiceltent parody has appeared in numerous editions 
of Pitdt an Ptganu (published by Chatto and Windos, 
London), it is here given by special permission, and with 
corrections and additions recently made by the author. 

The desperate light it describes took place at FambofOngb 
on April 17, 1B60. Tom Sayeis, the Champion of Eoglawl, 
stood only aboet 5 feet 8 inches high, whilst John 
Heenan, the " Benicia Boy" was upwards of 6 feet in 
height Both men ibowed great courage snd endunwce, 
but Saycis displayed the mox science, and had no( tbe fight 
been intcrrapted, he would, in all probability, have been 
viclorioui, as Hecnau's eyes were fast doiiag up firom the 
poniihment he had received. As the light was a draw, a 
silver belt was afterwards presented to each of the men. 
Punek also had a very long parody on the subject, from which 
a few verses may be quoted. 

Thb Fight or SAVBaios and Hbenanus. 

A Lay of Ancient London. 

(SuppoKd to if neovnM to hit Gnat Orand-<^uUn», 

April nth, A.D. 1>S0. fry an Andmt Oladiator.J 

CLOSK round my chair, my children. 

And gmlber at my knee. 
The while your mother poureth 

The Old Tom m my tea ; 
The while your fathei quaffelh 

His rot-^t Bordeaux wine, — 
'Twas not on such potations 

Were reared these thews o' mine. 
Such drinks came in tbe veir year 

— Metbinks I mind it wdf— 
That (be great 6gh( of Hbbhahui 

With Saybkius befell. 
These knuckles then were iron ; 

This tnceps tike a coid ; 
This fist shot from tbe shoulder 

A bullock would have floored. 
Crawleins his Novice, 

They used to call me then, 
dn the Domui Savilliana. 

Among the sporting meiu 
There, on benefit 01 



When (he set-U 
While rin^g in the arena 

The showered denarii fell. 
That told Crawleins, Novice 

Had nsed bi* mauley* well. 
'Tis but some sixty years since 

The times whereof I speak. 
And vet tbe word* I'm uiiog 

Will sound to you like Greek. 

What know ye, race of milksops, 

UnUught of the P. R., 
What itopfung, Innging, countering. 

Fibbing, or rallying are? 
What boots to ase the linga. 

When yon have not the tUngT 
How Hint to you the glories 

Of Bblchbb, Cbibb, or Sfrino,— 
To you, whose slie tn •.'... 



At mention of the Ring f 
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Vet, ia destntc of all the jaw 
Aod gammoD of the lime. 

That brands ibe art of xeir-defence 
—Old England's ait— as crime, 

I'll ibake, 



And jraot British pluck to wake. 
Then galhei to jroui grandsiie's knee, 

The while hia tale is told. 
How Saverius and Heenanus 

Milled in the daja of old. 



The ataket are pitched, ihe ropes are lied. 

The men h&ve ta'en their stand ; 
Heenanus wins the loss foi place, 

And takei the eastward hand. 
Cusicaus jnd Macdonaldus 

Upon the Boy attend ; 
SAVKtiua owns Bkvntohus, 

And JiK Welskius for friend. 
And each apon tbe olhei now, 

A curious eye may throw, 
Ai from the seconds' final lub 

Id buff it length they show. 
And from their comers to the scratch 

Move stalwutl]! and ilow. 

Then each his hand itrelcbed forth lo crasp. 
His foemen's fives in friendly clasp ; 
Each fett his balance trim and (lue, — 
Each up to square his mauleys threw i 
Each tned his beat to dta* his man — 
The feint, Ihe dodge, the openinp plan. 
Till left and right Sayk»h;s trieo ; 
Heehands' grin proclaimed him wide; 
He shook his nut, a lead essayed. 
Not reached Sayerius' watchful head. 
At length each left is sudden flung. 

We heard the pandeioui thud, 
And from each tongue the news was rung, 

Saverius hath " First blood t '' 
Adown Heenanus' Roman nose 
Freely the tell-lale claict flows. 
While stern Sayerius' forehead shows 
That in tbe interchange of blows 

Heenanus' aim was good t 
Again each iron maulc]' swung. 
And loud the counler-hilling rung, 
Till breathless all and wild with blowi. 
Fiercely they grappled for a close ; 
A moment in close hug they swing 
Hith<:r and thither, round the ring. 
Then from Heenanus' clinch of brass 
SayeRIDS, smiling, slips to grass 1 

I trow mine ancient breath would UH 

'To follow through the fight. 
Each gallant round's slill chan^ng tale, 

Each feat of left and right. 
How nine times in that desperate Mill 

Heenanus in his strength. 
Knocked stout Saveklus off bis pins. 

And laid him all at length ; 

Bui how in each succeeding tonnd 

Sayerius smiling came. 
With head as cool, and wud as sound, 



At his GrsI moment on ihe ground, 

Slill confident, and game. 
How from Hbbnands' aledge-like Git, 
Striving a smasher lo resist. 
Saver Ills' slout right arm gave way. 
Yet ihe maim'd hero slill made play. 
And when in-fighling threatened ill. 
Was nimble in out-fighting still, 

Did slill his own maintain- 
In mourning put Heenanus' glims. 
Till blinded eyes and helpless limbs. 

The chances squared again. 
How blind Heenanus in despite 
Of bleeding mug and waning sight 
So gallantly kepi up the fighl. 

That not a man could say 
Which of tbe Iwo 'twere wise to back. 
Or on which side some random crack 

Might not decide the day : 
And leave ni — whoso woo the prire, — 
Victor and vanqnished, in all eyes, 

An equal meed to pay. 

Two hours and mote the fighl had sped. 

Near unlo ten it drew, 
Bui still opposed — one-armed to blind, — 

They stood, the daoniless Iwo. 
Ah, roc, that I have lived lo bear 

Such men as ruffians scorned. 
Such deeds of valour brutal called, 

Canted, preached down and mourned I 
Ah, that these old eyes ne'er again 

A gallant Mill shall see I 
No more behold the ropes and stakes. 

With colours flying tree I 
But I fctgEl the combat- 
How shall I tell the close, 
Thai left the Champion's Bell in doubt 

Between those well-matched foes ? 
Fain would I shroud the tale in night, — 
The meddling blues that thrust in sight,— 

The ring-keepers o'erthrown ; — 
The broken ring,— the cumbered fight,— 
Heenanus' sudden, blinded flight, — 
Sayerius pausing, as he might. 
Just when ten minutes used aright 

Had made the fighl bis own I 

Alas ! e'en in those brighter days 

We slill had Beaks and Bloe*,— 
Still, canting rogues, their mud to fling 
On self-defence and on the Ring, 

And fistic ails abuse t 
And 'twas such varmint bad Ihe power 

The Champion's fight to stay. 
And leave unsettled lo this bout 

The honours of the day 1 
But had those honours rested 

Divided at was due, 
SAVEKiusand Heenanus 

Had cut the Belt in two. 

Pmdi. April 18, 186a 



Thb Battle oi 

Great Lawrence, 

By G<^ and Magog swore 
That he wotild rule the Livery 
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And be Lord Mayor once mor 
By Cng nnd Ma^og swore it, 
* <t named Ihc polling day. 



I see the long Ijrpe gallejrs, 

I see the molten lead, 
I see the wondrous mntrix — 



: bright lyjK le 
stl the glim bl 



le glim black-leller. 
For batile he is ripe. 
Thus ever rides our Besl^ 
Lord of the FoDtils of Type. 

Now hath each polling district 

Sent up her tale of men. 
And Besley counts by hundred). 

And Lawrence scarcely (en. 
Bui a mighty Iwast he uttered 

" Right soon the Queen shall ride 
To Blackfiiais Bridge, anJ where looks dowr 
The viaduct o'er London town, 

And Lawrence by her side," 

The harvest of the title. 

This year shall Lawrence reap ; 
This year the London uicbins 

At Queen Victoria peep. 
This year the crowds ihaJl gather 

To London, like the foam 
Thai gathers on the Tiber 

That rolls beside old Rome. 

And now the warfare's over. 

And who shall say who's won, 
Our Besley rules the Aldermen, 

The civic light is done. 
But Lawrence, coot and cunning. 

No shock of war would stand. 
He yields (he power, but wins the prise ; 



And in the nights of winter 

\Ybea many a bottle's floor'd, 
And gormanditing aldermen 

Gloat o'er the groaning board. 
Between the punch and turtle. 
The laic they still shall tell : 
How Lawrence jockey'd Besley— 
How Gladstone managed well. 
The Period. 1869. 

The new Blackfriars Bridge was opened by the Queen on 
November 6, 1S69, during the mayoralty of Alderman 
}aines C. Lawrence, nho wished to be twice Lord Mayor 
of London, but he was beaten by Mr. Robert Besley. 



A Lay of Ancient Stoke. 

QucEALV, the avenger. 

By (he nine points he swore 
That the great Tichborne Claimant 

Should suffer wrong no more : 
By Ihc nine points he swore il. 

And ere the polling day 
He siraigblway cose and gat him forth, 

And taking lichcts for Uie North, 
He sped him on his way. 



Full raindly yet sorely. 

The Micfland train runs fast, 
Until (he town of potteries 

Is safely gained at last I 
Woe to the vile (taducer 

Who treats it as a joke. 
For Quceoly the avenger 

Is on the march for Stoke. 

There be many whom the franchise 

Makes voters in (he land. 
Who always by the public house. 

Both morn and evening stand. 
Evening and mom they linger 

About (he open door ; 
White each man's little linger 

Is lifted o'er nod o'er. 

And with one voice the voters 

Have their glad answers given 
"Go forth, go forth, Qucealy ) 

Go forth, beloved of Heaven." 
Or, [n (he plain vernacular 

Of these simple men of Stoke, 
" We'll s(ick lo you, Qucealy .' 

Go in and win, old bloke I " 

I wis in all the Commons, 

\Mien came the Doctor's night. 
There was not e'en a vacant seal 

For none would miss the sight. 
Forthwith uprose (he Premier, 

Uprose the Members all : 
Full speedily they sdied their bats, 

And hied them to the lull. 

The Doctor's brow ii knit, 

And the Doctor's speech is low, 
.\nd frequently is heard " Ha, ha 1" 

And now and then " Oh, oh 1 " 
But he Sings aude (heir taunts. 

As when bounding o'er (he plain. 
The lion shakes (be dewdrops 

From off his tawny mane. 

" Ve honorable members 

Jeer on as best re may ; 
But I with two (o help me 

Will keep you all at bay. 
A Jesuilical device 

May well be checked b^ three : 
Now who wilt stand on either hand 

To crush conspiracy ? " 

Hien out spake valiant Whaltey, 

From Peterborough he, 
" Lo, I leill itand at thy rigJU keni, 

And give mgvoict Kith IKa." 
And outspake bould O'Gorman, 

Of Celtic blood was he, 
" Whatk phiUiloo I Tm m'd ym loo. 

Aeiuhla gra macAree .' " 

The jpeeches now are ended. 

And to! the ranks divide, 
And outsteps brave O'Gorman, 

With elephantine stride. 
And many fear what he may say. 

And al the thought grow pale 1 

" la there any 0/ yii Awe imttU liit 

To trid upon my tale ? " 
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N«T«T I ween did member 

In tnj former cue. 
In lolituy entndenr walk 

Back to hi I 'cnslonied place. 
With 1 mighiv checi Ihc; greet him. 

At he marches on alone. 
And Ihe lelleri uy the members be 

Pom hondred odd lo one. 

When the " andent Tom " is opeaed. 

And tbe fiuthing dip is lit : 
When the eldeti whack the jouDgers, 

And the kid howb when he's hit i 
When old and jnxing together 

AioDnd the quailem doge : 
When the drls are crackiog cobnuts 

And the lads are mixing " goet : " 

When the goodwife nibs her elbow. 

After contact with the broom: 
When the goodman's " highlows " merrily 

Are fifing round the room I 
Amid thrise gay distractions. 

Still doth the itoiT run. 
How Quccalf lost his motion b; 

Four bandied odd to one. 

7%» tigan (London). Jnly 7. 1875. 



Tui Rstukk-Matcb betwun Dkvgukgk and 

SLtJDGEBOKOUGH, 



That the marihy (own he dwell in, 
Shonld know defeat no more : 

On his Tate racket swore it. 
And named a Irysting day. 

And bade his messengers go forth. 

To Drybnigb in the far off North, 
And chaDenge it to play. 

On bicycles to the far off North 



And 

Of the never-wearied wheel 
Brings them to where, near Dcybnigh's hilt. 
Flows Pepperhaneer's rnpid rill ; 
To where lae wbilom victors dwell, 
And play the game they love so well. 

Foes worthy of their steel- 



It heard behind his ipinking lour 
As he drives to the Pavilion door. 
And nodi to each a friendly greeting 
Assembled for Ibespecial meeting. 
Just called on Diyburgh's lawn. 



They held a coancU standing 

By the Pavilion gate j 
There wasn't much necessity 

For musing or debate. 
And Ibej read the Slud{>ebro' cl 

"That another match they'd play "'■ 
And they all agreed on the Sludgeborongh mead 

To meet on the Irysting day. 



Quick are the strokes as lighlnine 

From Charley Pteycynge'i racket. 
And hot must be the ^me that makes 



DeVorley doff bis jacket ; 



Mast do without thar beaux. 
While yonng PI«cynge and de Voney 

Go forth to fight the laer ; 
To fight them irtieie in Sludgeboio's lakes 

Tbe pike at their quanv dash, 
And the silver moon on the deep lagoon 

Sees tbe wild fowl dive and splash. 
And now on the Sludgebro' tennis-lawn 

It met a tur^ng crowd, 
And " play "is called by the umpire skill'd. 

tn accents clear and loud : 
And forth steps the great Verandah 

With the warrior Biscoe bold, 
Whose doughty feati upon these iheeti 

Could never enough be told. 
And the Diybu^ pair so dauntless 

Step forth on that humid lawn. 
From which the lake-weed and the sedge 

Have recently been sboin : 
With their Tate-made rackets in their hands 

And [heir dark blue Hannel coals ; 
And the referee and the umuie skill'd 

Lay to, haid by, in their boats. 

Then the mat Sir V. O. Verandah 

Served his over-handed stroke. 
And the crowd was hushed in silence. 

And never a word wai spoke ; 
But it came back down Ihe lide-iines. 

And made tbe whitening fly. 
And Ihe warrior tMirely saw it. 

As it swiftly wbislled by. 
Then all gased on young de Vorley, 

As be smashed with wondrous knack ; 
And some in front cried " Volley,'' 

And some said "ptayit back;" 
Bat tbe Marshers looked despondent. 

As tbe umpire called the score, 
While all this time the rain poured down 
As usual in Slndgeboro' town. 



At length a soond of triumph 
From the Dryburgh players rote, 

" Three sets 10 love, and Dryburgh wins 
Once more against her fi>es. ' ' 

And many a muttered curse was hear J 
From the Marshers in goloshes. 

And fotki in boats were heard to swear. 



cbyGoogle 



LORD MACAULAV'S " HORATIUS." 



Aod the Slndnbofo' people lore their hair, 

And thcii tooki wen thow of ^m dupui, 

Ai Ibe7 ctutched Ibeii mukintoihei. 

Bot tben > iullcD mnnnui 

Through the angrjr Minhen no, 
And the woid wu puied (rom month to month, 

Till it tcKhed from lear to tid : 
" Seiie OD thoie haughty Dijbnrghm, 

And dock them in ont lake. 
And theii jacket! blue, isd tbeii nckeli loo. 

From thote pioad one* let a« lake.'' 



Then fbfthwtth Chailey Plercynge ralKd 

Aloft hU Tate-made racket ; 
Sternly fail partner battoncd ip 

Hia dark Unc Chritt Church jacket ; 
Aad the luieing aomi preued forward, 

Aiid the uoal of " Drown them 1 " rote. 
But the two itood calm and lilent, 

And gaicd npon thdt Ibet. 



Wii none who would be fotcmotl 

To lead thU feU attack ? 
No: thoae behind cried " forward <" 

And thoM in front cried " back I " 
And backward now and forward 

Wavered the deep arrBf, 
Till, all at once, the waiiior bold 
And Kander, ihepberd of the fold. 
And the country corrMpondent too. 
With fright all ihiverioB cold and blue, 

TnmMl tail and ran away. 



Fled fM their livei and aafetr 
Huoagfa manh and lake and fen ; 

Not nulled to look behind them. 
All pale and white with fear. 

Till they had reached the fiiriheit ilioret 
Of the gloinny Sladgeboro' mere. 



And in future generation!. 

In Dryburgh'a lofty town, 
When we, and our great erandchlldroi 

1y lime have been cat down. 



When the bUn<£ng tnow-ttorm bll*. 
And the boyi aie maUng lennii-DeU, 
And the girU are watUng ball*. 

Wbeo the good man mendi U* racket. 

And lighleiu np the itrlnga. 
When Ihc |;ood wife pliet her needle, 

And mendt hei winter things. 
Will children gather round the fire. 

And the atory will be loM, 
How well iheir cbampioD* fought the fight 
On Slndgeboro' nutnn, on Dryborgb height 

In ibe famon* day* of old. 

Prom PmMm*. September SS, 1SS3. 



Thb Battli of the Asses' Budcs. 

Trianoli Eqnilateral 

By Algebra he iwore, 
That bit good friend, laotcelei, 

Should inffer wroiii| no more. 



By Algebra he ■> 

And named a Eehling day. 
And bade hii ang^ hurry forth — 



E«il and weit, and north and Math, 

The anglei hurry &ut 
And problem old and Theorem 

Have heard the trumpet blasL 
Shame on the Point that hai no parti 

The Circle that would quake, 
When Equilateral hai iworn 

The Amc*' Bridge to take. 



The Deciniali in hundred! are, 

The UniU one to ten. 
Equation* all quadratical. 

Drawn oot in long array j 
Ob, ptond wa* Eqnilateru 

Upon the Gghliog day t 

Bat on the Bridge of Aiies 

Wai tumult and affright. 
For all the line* below Ibe bR*e 

Were itrieken at the light, 
rhey held ■ oooncil *taailiDg, 

Upon tbr narrow ridge. 
Hard line* I wii in lime* like thii 

■Twonld take to tave the Bridge. 

Then mKpake gallaDt Alpha, 

On the ipea full in view, 
" A Dog they *ay ihall have hii day, 

A Bridge muil have it too ; 
And how can man die bellei, 

When thing* come to thii pa**. 
Than Itghling a* iirit letter 

Inthe*acrednameof ASS?" 

"Know then, fal*e Equilateral, 

" No Bridge Ihou'll lake to-day t 
I, with two more to help me. 

Will keep ve aU at bay. 
In theie five line* a thousand 

May well be itopped b^ three ; 
Now who will (tand on athCT hud 

And keep the Bridge with met 



Of Grecian bl 
" Lo I I will *tand on thy right hand, 

And keep the Bridge with thee." 
And ipake a itoul Centurion, 

A Roman, aumamed C, 
" I will ainde on thy left *ide. 

And keep the Bridge with thee." 

The three *tood calm and ulenl. 

And watched Ihc foeman't line, 
A* from it! right atepped out to figbl 
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Theia'« well-known Co-iine. 
And Vectoi Ihe Qualernioa — 

Veclor, whose fourfold power 
Had pBuled anny ft wearr hod, 
And kepi it iching oul or bed 

Long past the midnight hour. 

C went at once for Vector 

And wiih a deadlj' blow. 
Of hii good blade be quickljr laid 

The great Quaternion low : 
For in ibat hour had Vector's power 

Been risen to the teaih. 
Little cared C I ween Ibi he 

Had smote him to the Klh. 

Next Beta marked how Theta 



Hascouktiits o 



DBKBtX. 



Advanced 
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is irusly tangent he 

Bisected the Co-sine, 
'-Lie there," be cried, " fell tyraiit I 

No longer shall thou mark 
How Gitton's gold-haired graduates sigh 
With vain endeavours to desci; 
The variable length of Pi 

In thine accursed Ate." 

Then X on his Equation 

Advanced, and all were mule, 
For in his hand he waved his brand. 

A knotty old cube root ; 
Thiice round his head be waved it. 

And Iheo (he weapon sprung 
Like bolt from bow, a mighty Wow, 

On Alpha's crest it rung, 

He reeleil, and Rist on Beta 

Leaned, for a breathing space. 
Then dashed his Co-efficient 

In Ihe Equation's face : 
And loud he cried, " No more thy pride 

My inmost soul shall vex ; " 
Then with a stroke, 'twould cleave an oak, 

Eliminated X. 



They gave him out of Euclid 

Ten cuts so erudite, 
Nol Ihrice ten senior wrangler) 

Could solve 'twixt morn and night ; 
They gave a sqnaie, it still is there. 

And every dunce derides. 
With twice the double ratio 

Of ill homol<^ons sides. 

And on the square they raised him 

A vast triangle high. 
His name i* on ihe Apex 

To witness if 1 lie. 
And underneath is written. 

In letters all of brass. 
How well brave Alpha held the Bridge, 
That's sacred to Ihe ASS. 

J. M. LOWRV. 
This parody first appealed in "The Kryi at Home" 
published about four years since by Field and Tuer, at the 
Leadenhall Press, London. It has since been included in 
■n interesting colleclion of Poems, entitled "A Book oj 
JousU," edited by Mr. James M. Lowry, also published 1^ 
Field and Tuer, of London. 



HAKOOUi.'nus of DerbiK, 

In Right's great name he iwotc 
That the crass hordes of Bumble 

Should hold Guildhall no more. 
In Right's great name he swore it. 

And ¥dlh good heart aod will 
Made ready for the desperate &gfat — 
That is lo say, he named a night 

Fat bringing in his Bill. 
And when the night ('twas Tuesday) 

In order due caute round. 
In serried ranks Ihe Liberals 

Were in their places found ; 
And with a mighty shouting 

Their gallant chief they cheered ; 
In sooth, those present on thai day 
Declare 'twas good to hear the war 

They ardently " Hear-heat'd ! *' 

But 'mongst Ihe City Fathen 

Was turmoil and affright, 
For Ihey had right good reason 

To dread Ihe coming fight ; 
And as Ihey filled the loM>y, 

And locomotion stopped, 
An awesome thing it wu to hear 

The h's thai they dropp'd I 
For many a City Father, 

With far-protruding vest. 
And City Knight, who should have woi 



Thn held a council standing 

Ab Ml the Lobby Boor, 
In groups to which fierce Ancep* 

In tuins his presence bore ; 
But. aher bol discussion 

Of this and thai design, 
Tbn, to a man, agreed their plan 

Should he to go and dine I 



Then out spoke brave Harcoortiut, 

Commencing the debate, 
"To every Government on earth 

Defeal comes soon or late, 
And how can one fall belter 

Than fighting Bumbles' iwum. 
For the sake of London's future 

And Municipal Reform? 
For the sake of every ciliien, 

Be he or high or low. 
And dwellelh heal Kensington, 

Or Bermondsey, or Bow, 
For the sake of every citiren 

Who payelh heavy rates. 
And to save them from the Jobbery 

That Bumble's rule creates. 

"I'm ready, Mr. Speaker, 
With all the haste I may. 



Tliat I bring in to^ay. 
Too long has Gof; been hndcd 
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Invincible to be ; 
Now, who will lUnd on dthet hand 

And tMck thii Bill wilh me ? " 
Then out spake Gee-O-Emius, 

A Grand Old Man was he, 
"Lo, I will stand at thy light hand 

And back this Bill wilh thee > " 
And out (pake Chcl&K Firlhius, 

A legal " friend " was he, 
"I will, with pride, bjr ihee abide, 

And iicht the Bill wiih ihee ! " 

Meanwhile the Civic forces. 

Despite their receni meal. 
Are, in Ihnr hearts, so much afraid. 
That all the blalanl noise Ihev made 

Conld not their fear conceal. 
In Tain did Magnus Bloclius 

His snuff-box pass around. 
In vain did Aueeps try lo cheer 
Hit followers, or far or near. 

B; his loud " Vih, Vab's " aoand. 
And far above the arena, 

Mote City Fathers sat ; 
Smug, dense, and dull and Tu^r, 

Crass, btuoui, and fal. 
And full of dreid foreboding 

Lest, if the Bill were past. 
Of ciric jobs and shuffles 

They'd seen the very last. 

For none was for the City, 

Though all "managed " its estates ; 
And the Liveries robbed the poor oian, 

And the Council jabbed the rales. 
Most trusts were misdirected, 

And endowments misapplied. 
When Harcourtius uid Fiilhius 

Stood out boldly side by side. 
Stout Firtbius sprang on Auceps. 

And in a moment's space 
He hurled, with crushing ardour, 

A I'lue-hoolf in bit face, 
He saw, loo, McArtums, 

With soap-nerved vengeance bum. 
And with one shot upset him. 

Fired from a new " Return." 

Then Cardenut of Barum, 

On Gee-O-Emius rushed ; 
Cardenus, who, nealh cab or 'but 

So frequently is crushed ; 
And Gee-O-Emins met his dash 

With a compelling frown, 
Then, with a force like Pickford's van, 

Bore his assailant down. 
Twax nrthins smolc down Luskus, 

Statistics laid him low ; 
And (o Cottoniensii' heart 

Harcourlius sent ■ blow ; 
Owdenut muttered curses. 

And 'midst the rising din 
Wa* beard Ibe voice of him who tils 

For FarringdoQ Within. 

Bnl bark, Ihey err, " Randolphns ! " 
And 'midst ■ deepening roar 

The spry " Qoatemian ' "leader 
Sprang out upon the floor. 

He tniled al those bcfoie him. 



Andsc 



1 never yet did linow 
So very just a measure. 

So very mean a foe, 
Tlie City Corpoialion ! 

Bnh ! tell me what is that ? 
A mass of vulgar ignorance, 

Of fussiness and fat !" 

Then, snatching up a Blue-book, 

Hu turned him left and right. 
And hnrled most damning extract* 

With all his well-known might ! 
'Twas vain for poor !<orlbcolus 

To shrewishly prot<'St ; 
In vain lor Sclater-Boothius 

To beat his massive chest. 
And when the [lerky Crossius 

To Bumble brouEht bis aid, 
'Twas fun to see how quickly he 

Upon his back was laid. 

Meantime, the " whips " ibeii office 

Persistently had plied, 
Ar^d all the air was vocal 

With cries of " ' vide,' ' vide," 'vide !' ' 
|Wilh one more bound Hsrcourlius 

At Auceps sternly leapt, 
Then like a stream ibal bursts its banks. 
In cnrrenls twain the rival ranks. 

On to the lobbies swept. 



No sound of joy or sorrow 

Rose from the crowded floor. 
But friends and foes in mate snimiBe, 
With parted lips and straining eye*, 

Stood gaiing at the door, 
And when, from 'mongst the members 

That sailed about the Bar, 
They saw the Liberal Whips appear. 
There rose a most stupendous cheer. 

Repeated near aad far. 

The stricken City Fathers, 

Disgusted, slink away. 
But round great Gee-0-Emius 

The jocund victors stay, 
Until, midst shonis and laughter. 

And cheering long and loud. 
He passes from Ihe Forum, 

Hailed by the joyous crowd. 
They gave him and Harcourtius 

A banquet straightaway, 
And passed of votes of thanks, at least, 

A score cr so a day. 
And they made a graven image 

Of both these statesmen good, 
And set them up where hitherto 

Tho Civic GrifBn stood. 

And still tbeir names are music 

Wherever they are heard ; 
Still by the daring deeds they did. 

The City's pulse is slirred. 
And its wives still pray for oCbpiing 
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With hearla uid will ai bold 
A* tbose wbo passed the Bill so well. 

And stortiied bold Bumble's bold. 
Apd in ihe nighls of winter, 

WbeD from Tornham-GreeQ lo Bow, 
And from Camherwell to Hackney 

The Ciis all bomeward go ; 
Wben round Ibeir cosv hresides 

The happy bousehnlds draw. 
No loogrr drBadian Bumble, 

Nor Veatiy-muddled law ; 

When the evenmg print is opened. 

And electric-lamps ard lit. 
And, their rates no lonjter dreading. 

The serene breadwinners sit ; 
When the ynunfi and old id circle 

Around their parems close { 
When Ibe girls make high-art doyleys. 

And Ihe boys make classic mvU ; 
Whan Papa writes to the paper 

To Civic ways com mend. 
And London's central government 

To London's weal doth tend ; 
Tben, with miiDy a burst of laughter, 

Shall Ihe story sliil be told 
How brave Harcourtius passed bit Bil. 

In the bad days of old ) 

TVirfl. April lOt 1S84. 

The Right Hoil Sir WiUUm V. Haicoutt, M.P. for 
Derby, inlrodueed his Bill for the Reform of the London 
Mnnicipality, and it was read a first time on April S, 1884. 
The other Members of Parliament here referred to are 



Lord Mayor Fowler. Joseph F, B. Firth (Chelie 
Warton, the Blocker (" Macnui Blockus "). Alderman n. 
McArthui, Atdeiman Sir Robert Garden, Sir Andrew Lusk, 



Alderman Cotton, Alderman Owden, Lord Kandoli 
Chnrchill, Sir StaKord Northcole, G. Sclaier-Boi.tb, and tli 
Right Hoc Sir Richard Cross. 



CHAKI.U COCHHANI of the Institute, 

By the heathen gods he swore 
That that great iwell, Lothian Bell, 

Should Cocci Walkus be no more. 
8y all the gods he swore it, 

And Marihallf named a day, 

* At a meeting of the Inilitutnn of Mechanical Engineers 
held in Manchester, on November 5, 187^ Mr. Charles 
Cochrane, of Stourbridge, read s paper entitled "On the 
Ultimate Capacity of Blast Furnaces " (for making pg iron.) 
As was apfiropriate to such a buming question, the diicnsuon 
was somewhat healed, althoueb, as D«d hardly be said, the 
parodist has availed himself lai|;e1y of poetical lit-ttnm'm 
his account of the proceedings. Mr. C. Cochrane asserted 
that he had effected agrealuvrngin furl by the construction 
of bis large furnace, in conjunction with Cowpci's patent 
stoves for beating the blast. The most eminent engineers 
of the day spoke in the discussion, Messrs. 1. L. Bell (now 
Sir I. L. Bell, M.P.}, E-A-Cowper, Sir. Charles W. Siemens, 
B. H. CarbutI, Sir Frederick Bramwell, and others, 
•f Mr. W. P. Marshall, Secretary of the Institution. 



And circulars were posted forth 

East and west, and soutb and north. 
Catling members to the fray. 

Charles Cochrane there, whose yelluw hair 

Waves o'er his manly brow 
He built a mighty furnace, the cause of all the Row. 

This furnace was more wkle and big 

Than any other known. 
And, Cochrane said, t'would make more pig 

As could be clearly shown. 
And then he quoted figures, which were an awful bore. 
And of the members some did yawn, some shuffled on 
floor. 

Bell shook his head, and then he said 

The figures were all wrong. 
The btait put in was much too arak 

The facts were all (so ttrong 1 
And in his pleasant, genial way 
He " hoped the Chair would let bim say 

That Cochrane was a fool I " 
Then Cowper great, from Storey's Gate, 

He raised his voice on high 
And swore an oath, a mighty oath. 

He swore that Belt should die ! 
Each chieftain hastened to the brswl 
In vain did Bramwell " Order" call. 

Cried Marshall " What will Europe think ? 

When Cochrane hurled a pot of Ink 

Full in the face of BeUt 

Now Williams to the rescue I oh I 
What man alive could tell 
The laughter that arose all round 

When they saw the face of Bell ? 
But Bell he rushed at Cochrane 
And smote him fearful blowS) 
He gave him otu between the eyes. 
And t>n> upon the 1 



Didu 



I all 11 



.e horrid flood 

Ml 



Then, Carbntt, Mighty Hammer, and Bramwell In the Chait 
And Siemens of the Tel^raph, did wish they were not there. 
Whilst all the other members thought 

It wa« a funny way. 
To Mille scientific points 
In that far distant day. 
But high above tba mighty din, was Hawksley heard to My 
" Ho I GentlemeD, Ho I Gentlemen, let's stop ihia horrid 

fray I" 
So tbey MDl out for the Serjeanti, the Serjeants of Palica, 
The Constables of Manchester, in the inter«ati of Pcttca. 
They bade them pick those memben np, 
And wipe Ihe blood away, 



But whan they picked the foemen np 

No man alive could telt 
Which of lbs two was Cochrane, 

Nor which of them was Bell I 
But Bell survived the combat, all in the North Contree 
And for bis jcifis and money, they made him an M.P. 
Whilst Cochrane for his valour 

Got glory and renown, 
As much as could be measured 

Ere the *nn went down. 
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LORD MACAULAY'S "HORATIUS.- 



>l deisnine. 



Wbeo the papil ipoili the (racing, and breus hii Ardi- 

batt Male 
With laagbter and with meirimeat then shall ibe; tell the 



Fraouekt FioM A Lat of Modein Ekgland. 



But the >i 

Aitd fear wai in hii tje, 

Foi he la* the wild itona riling 

Acron hii nnnmei iky. 

"The Mahdi, he' ■' 



Th«o out ipoke eallant Gordon,— 
All fearless was nil speech, — 
" What could a man ask better. 
Than to itand in Ibe fiery breach ( 
To so at England's bidding 
And tend Ibe sordid chain. 
That bind* the desert peopltt, 
For the sake of a Pasha'i gain ; 
To build up out of ruin 
Order and peace once more ; 
To bum the Ihongi for scourpng. 
To break the prison door ?" 



Alon; itood out brave hero. 

But coMlant ttill in mind, 

In front, foes thick ai deaerl sand. 

And ineaking friends behind. 

" Now curse il," quoth Lord Haitington,' 

" Blood-guiltineai I feai t 

The sun beats strong, the way is lon^ 

And English gold is deai I " 

"Aye I curse it," qnuth imaoth Grannlle, 

" Yet will I speak him fair ; 

" And show in my despatches 

" A Minister's wise care, 

" To sare bim from the bad Zebehr, 

" And from the Mahdi too ; 

" And praise hico, while we leave him 

" To sink with all his crew I" 

" Aye I curse it," quolh Spectator, 

" Why raise a band to save 

" The friends he's gathered round him ; 

" Let each nun dig bis grave, 

" Or join the coming Mahdi, 

" Or take himself to Sight ; 

"We'll rally round the Goveramenl, 

"And hare a faction 6ght." 

7 at But* for War, 



BsovUiy at BUt* for War, vu napou- 
t*D for tb* rrlitf sf a«Hn! Oordnn. 



Round turned be ai 
Those craven lanki . . . 
Nought spake he to Lord Hailinglon, 
To Granville nought spoke he i 
But he turned to fne English people 
And spoke to (he English heart. 
That ever has throbbed (he higher 
When called (o choose its part. 



e here at your bidding 



"Ics 

" I spuke of that far England, 
" Away beyond (he wave, 
"Whose hand could reach (he helplesi 
" Whose shield could bar (he way, 
"And would not leave (o perish 
" One tife, lha( owned her sway. 
"And now, forsooth, I'm bidiien 
" To save myself iDaigh(." 



AUBEKON HeUHBRT, 



PaB Um Qa-tU. May, 1SR4. 



There are many other parodies of Horatiut 
possessing less gener&l interest than (hose 
already quoted. 

As most of them are very long, only a few 
verses of each will be given, sufficient to indi- 
cate the subject, and style of treatment. As 
the source from whence each is derivedwill 
be named, the complete parodies can easily be 
obtained. 

It will be noticed that the last four or five 
verses of SorcUim have been especially favoured 
by the parodists. 

Lass FoESBKNA. 

This i musing parody originally appeared in Cett^ 

fiAvMSf, 1855, iHit nas since been issued in pamf^let form 

<pnce sixpence), by Messrs. T. Sbrimpton and Son, Oxford, 

and Iw* bad a large sale. 

Adolphus Smalls, of Boniface, 

By all the powers he swore, 
That though he had been plucked three times 

He would be plucked no more. 
By all (he powers be swore it. 

And put on " Coaches " three, 
And many a livelong night he lead. 
With sported oak, and towell'd head, 
To get him hii "degree." 



^■i 



gave him hi* " Testamur," 
. Pauman't right — 
(ban three Eiaminen 
Could "plough " from mom tani^L 

And in each' Oxford CoUeee, 
In the dark November days. 

When Undergraduates fresh from hall 
Are gathering nmnd (he blaie ; 

When the crusted port it opened 
And the Palmer's lamp li li^ 
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PARODIES OF 



Whea the weed glows in the freshman's mouth, 
And makes him turn tO'Spit : 

When " goes " unlimited are forced 

On some nn happy gull, 
When vLclims. doomed to mnU their pail, 

UncanKious pa5i the mull : 
With chaffing and with laughing. 

They itill the lale lenew. 
How Smalls, of Boniface, went in. 

And, actually got through. 



SeTeral imitations of Heratiut occur in early volumea 
of PuikA, one as far back as December 4, 1847, entitled 
the " Mustering of the Hobbies, a Lay of Modern Baby- 
lon," refers to politicians many of whom are dead, and to 
events most of which are now fbreollen. Another, dated 
January ili, 1S56, "The Sibylline Books, a Lay of 
Ancient Rome for the consideration of modern Russia," 
■* also quite out of dale. It contained certain advice 
which Mr. PunA ccDsidered advisable to address to the 
Emperor of Ruaaia. 

When Macanlay was created a baroo, it wu practically 
a life pe«iraiie, as be was unmarried and unlikely to 
marry, Puneh had some verses congratulating him on the 
event, and referring to Mr. Baron Parke, who, in 1S56, 
had been raised to the peerage as Lord Wensleydale, with 
the ntual succession 10 bis heirs male, who did not exist, 
and never came into being. 



, Mai-ai 



How TtTUS Manli 



Tbb Consul Palmerstonius 

Hath ta'en down his Debkett, 
And o'er its storied pages 

Those are not age's wrinkles 
The Consul's cheek that plough, 

II is not time that sprinkles 
Tnal snow upon his brow. 

The Consul closed the volume — 

He closed it with a bang I 
And he seized his slate aud pencil 

From the wall where they did hang ; 
And straight he set to ciphering, 

And out a sum he brought ; 
And bis sum was of six figures. 

And it etided witb a nought. 

So the uoiled ages 
Of (he Patricians stood. 

When Consul Palmerstonius 
Vowed they must have new blood. 

What though your nopi Aomiiicf 
Do Dot always wax in wit ; 

Oft Fatrieiut, like Foeta, 
Proves "nnieidir non fil," 

" Besides, as after physic 

The matron gives her child 
A crust of blandest honey. 

To make the bitter mild ; 
So I, loT the Patricians, 

A pleasant peer must find, 
To take away the lavonr 

Wens'datius left behind. 



"Paft-ar m 

Yoar seals upon those benches 

To sources strange are due : 
The fruit of royal bye-blows, 

Tbe grounbs of courtier-slime 
The brawny sons of rapiue, 

Tbe heirs of reckless cnme. 

"The sword bath dibbled often 

Holes for patrician seed ; 
And many a lawyer's tongne bath licked 

All shoes, and oft unfee'd. 
No atosping found loo lowly, 

No crawling thought too mean. 
If but a Conscript Father 

He might at last be seen. 



•TU 



o the Patricians, 



irlie< 



Whose weapon was bis goose-quill. 
Whose pleadings were world-wide ; 

Whose foes were Falsehood, Prqndice 
Fraud, Sophistry, »nd Wrong — 

With which be held wit-combat. 
Wit-combat, brave and long 1 

" So, when ihat Palmersloniua 

Hath gone where alt must go — 
E'en those whose brains glow fiery 

'Nealb coronals of suow : 
Write by the Appian way-side, 

On the tomb where he is laid, 
■ Of Manlius Macaaleius 

He a Patrician mad&' " 

(Fmir vtr$a cmititd.) 
Pune/t. September 19, 1857. 



The BATfLE oi Lake Gli 
By the Author «f " 7^t Laj/t Bf Antient Rum." 

It was a song of sorrow, 

Blent with a solemn vow. 
Floated across tbe lovely lake. 

And up the mountain's brow. 
Ulealivit I O, Glenlivit I 

No wonder thai we grieve i 
Glenlivit I O, Glenlivit t 

Why should we ever lea\-e ? 

No, we will never leave it, 

Br oaths let us avouch. 
As long as mouniain dew exists. 

And plack is in Ibe pouch. 
Ye Parliament opprassors, 

Who Scotia ne'er could quell, 
Our fathers fought ye stoutly, — 

Tbeii sons can fight as well 1 

Tht pott thtn i-Kound the fight bitvttn Iht lowrt oj 
Whiihey, ami tht Temptrana partg, Ud on bg Forbti 
Maekeiuit, in lehieh, after a tnmtndiKa etrujglc, Whaktg 
i» trintnphant : — 

Glenlivit's joyous victors 
With cheers the welkin rent, 
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LORD MACAULAY'S "HORATIUS 



Now you who hear this story, 

Doa'l doubt il, if you please ; 
Have I uol lold you thiags before 

As wouderful as Ihese ! 
Why sbould you doubt a legend 

BecaDse 'tia nearer borne ? 
Oi can DO fables please you 

But thoM that come from Rome i 



Lay of Modern ENGLANn, 

Augustus Smith, of SciUy, 

By Piper's Hole be swore 
Tbat the proud Lord of Brownlow 

Should keep Ibe waste ao more. 
By Piper's Hole be swore it, 

And oamed a trysiiDg night, 
Aod bade his myrmidons ride forth. 
By special train frcm London's north. 

To venge the Common Right. 

Where on the street of Dnimmond 

Four Doric columns frown. 
Where the glganUc Stephenson 

On his own line looks down. 
The stalwart navvies gathered. 

From lodgings far and near ; 
Strong were the crowbars in their hands, 
Stronger their hope for beer. 



Spoke out the nameless Leader, 
" Tbat Raiting mast go down" 

Then firmer grasped the crowbar 
Those hands so strong and brown. 

They march against the railing, 
They lay the crowbars low, 

And down and down for many a yard 

The costly railings go. 

So down went Brownlow'sj railings. 

And down went Haiell's beer. 
And from the gathering crowd upgoes 

One loud and lusty cheer. 
P'nr carriage, gig, and dog-cart 

Come rushing on the scene. 
And all Berkhampstead bastes to see, 

Wtiere Brownlow's rails had been. 

And husbands, wives, and children. 

Went strolling through Ihe gorse. 
And cried, " We've got our own again, 

Thanks to your friendly force." 
They cut green little morsels 

As memories of the Band, 
Whose lusty arms and iron bars 

Had freed ibe Common land. 

Bold was the deed aod English 

The Commoners have done. 
l«t's hope the law of England, too. 

Will smile upon their fun. 
For our few remaining Commons 

Musi not be seized or sold, 
Nor Lords fiirget they do not live 

In the bad days of old. 



(Stvta vtr$i 
Puneh, Marrh 14, 1866. 



omilltd. J 



When from the Euston Station 

Glided the special train 
That bore the force that went to win 

Berkhampstead'* watte again. 

On, the steam-demoD bore them. 

Nor flagged upon the wing. 
Until he lighted with bis load 

At Baptist-chapelled Tring. 

They marched three miles in silence, 

"nie road was dark and drear. 
One thought upheld the navvy's heart 

The pleasant thought of beer. 
They reached Berkhampslead Common 

Or that which had lieen one. 
Until by Ashridge's proud Lord 

The feudal deed was done. 



There, miles of iron railing 

Scowled grimly in ibe dark. 
Making what once was Common, 

The Lord of Brovmlow's Park 
His rights thai Lord asserted, 

Rgbts which they hold 
The bold Berkhimpstead 

L«d by Augustus Smith, 



lylh. 



Tr<e Book of BaUadt, edited by Bon Gaultiei (William 
Blackwood and Sons, Edinburgh), contains a poem by Ihe 
lale Professor W, E, Aytoun. tnlitled 75* Lai/ 0/ Mr, Coll. 
The story it recounts is repulsive, Coll, lieing condemned to 
death for mnrder, wis lying in prison in New York, but on 
the morning of the execution he committed suicide tinder 
pecnliiT circumstances. The poem itself is nol a parody, 
but il concludes with the following imitation of the closing 



;s 0/ HoTttliiu :- 

And when the lamp is tigbted 

In Ihe long November days. 
And lads and lasses mingle 

At the shucking of the maiie ; 
When pies of smoking pumpkin 

U pim the table stand. 
And bowls of black uioUssei 

Go round from hand to hand; 
When slap jacks, maple sugared. 

Are hissing in Ihe nan, 
'~' --'-- ■- - dash of gin. 



Fo) 



nthes< 



When Ihe good man wets his whistle. 
And the poodwife scolds the child. 

And the girls exclaim convulsively, 
"Have done, or I'll be riled I " 

When Ihe loafer silling next them 
Allempts a sly caress, 

And whispers, " Oh t you 'possan. 



V Google 
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Then iTiall ihej' tell [he tale. 
How Colt his foemui quuieted, 
And died withiii Ihe jaiL 



The Great Durbar. 

Jan I^rrbns* of Calcutta, 

Chief Knight of India's Slat, 
Ku sworn by all the Hindoo godi 

He'U bold a Grand Duibar. 

B]F Gunga's stream he swore it 

And named at once the day, 

Then bade his Aides-de-cr 

East, and west, and sonth, 
To summon the tinj. 
f Tht dacriptian 0/ fftt Dartflr ithiA htrt /o/Ichm, oeoi- 
pia oAout five Kundrid lintt, many of wkieA art aearatj/ 
inlrlligiHt lo Ikon tthckati* nol rtiidtditt India. ) 

And through (he heat of summer, 

Warm night and lullry 4aj, 
While Brahmins leach the gids to iuve 

And Hindu youths to pray ; 
When, through the Rajah's pataee, 

Oi in the poor man's hut, 
■t the winds of winter 
le doors are closely shut ; 
When in bis close Zenana 

The Indian swell reclines. 
And smokes the bubbling hookah 

Aikd quaffs forlndden wines ; 
And when in dnfler-khanah 

Ljtll-pnggTec counts the gains 
He made from swarthy ehiefttins 

On Aeri'l san-bumt plains ; 
When the ryot drives the bullock, 

And twills his broken tail ; 
When Hiodo maidens seek their loTes, 

And old crones fiercely rail 1 
When the woman cooks the cuny. 

And piles it on the dee, 
And the baboo and the labourer 

Alike count np their pice, 
In every home in Agra, 

In nuny * place afar, 
They'll tell the tale of that day when 

Jan Uirrens held Dnrbar. 

ffota I/gria and Lagt. ByPip*. Calcutta, Wymani867. 



Af^. 



Bkfoeb the CoKiTiA. 
(Th* Tm Anitpitn.) 
In Kome, etc Ihe Comitia 

To bnsineu could be sel. 
The Angvts and Arusplces 

In solemn conclave met ; 
Thejicekiogi, pipings, hoppings 

Of ihe Mured fowls to try, 
And in the victim's entrails 

For signs of fate to pry. 



Weats a laidonic grin, 
Thoneh Blemer MerrypebbUus 

Sach lanrhler holds a sin ; 
But, for alfhe looks so solemn. 

No less be twigs the fiin. 
E'en while his brow on Diidni 

Appears to bown " Ha* done 1 " 

" Leaders should not be latigfcen," 

(He holds) " whate'et thcu case ; 
If in 'tis loo liiumphant ; 

If oat, 'lis not in {dace. 
Or, if a laugh be needful " — 

Which he does not believe— 
"The ArOifne') laiu;h should never 

Extend beyond bii sleeve. 

(mrUmt ttntM emilUd.) 
Punek. Fcbnwry 8, 1873, 



Thi DAI!NTI.ES1 Tbkel 

This ii the title of a parody, issued in panpUel (bno 
by Messrs. J. Hall and Son, Cambridge. Second edition 
1S74, price uipence, and said to be 1^ A. de L. H. It 
would certainly be of lileiary interest to know the autfaot's 



1 similar character, entitled " Tlit Battle of Lake ilorl," 
which will be more fully described when dealing with paro- 
dies of MacBulay's "Battle of tht Lah BtgHlut." 



■a theme of the " Town and Gown " 

Thi Citiiens of Cambridge 

By Jonas Webb they swore. 
That the gownsmen fco- the ftitute 

Should hold their own no mote. 
By Jonas Webb ihey swore it. 

And named Guy Fawkes his day, 
And to their quarters all sent forth. 

East and West and Soulh and North, 
To summon their array. 



1 wis 'midst all Ihe Leaden 

Tbere was no heart so bold, 
Bnl sore it ached, and fast it beat. 

When that ill news was told. 
Forthwith up rose the Captain, 

Up rose the Leaders all. 
In haste thev tore away Ihdi gowns. 

And shied lh«m at the wall. 

They held a Council standing 

Beside the Royal Gale, 
No lime was there, ye well nay gnes), 

For musing or deliale, 
Outspake Ihe Leader roundly. 

Picked men must straight go down. 
For if Rose Crescent once is lost, 

What hope to save the Gom ? 



There's Disuut Anispev 

hn La*r*DM, OaTaTii«r.awi*n>l of Iiidla, 1 
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LORD MACAULAY'S "HORATIUS." 



" To eierj mvi thU figtA will bring 

A itingglc looD at Ute. 
And how c4d a mui fight beUet, 

Then ficing fearful oddi. 
For the hoDoni iif hii College, 

And bii oft inraltM godi. * 

" To the Cinceot, theo. Sir Leadet, 

Willi all the ipeed tc dujf ; 
I and two more to help me 

Wm hold the foe in pl>r- 
In that itrail path a hundred 

May well be Mopped by three. 
Now who will ilind on either band, 

And keep Ihe lane with roe? " 

Then out spake brave Mackentie, 

A Scotchroan proud was he, 
" Lo, I will itand at thy rieht hand. 

And keep the lane with tnee." 
And oudpake strong O'Grady, 

Hibernian blood had he — 
" I mil atnde at thy left side, 

And keep the lane with thee." 



And to the; won Rote CreiceDt, 

And beat the Townimen back — 
Bui they owed it to the Valiant Thku 

Who bore the fiiit attack— 
That Dauntlkss Thkee who stood there. 

And kept in check the foe*, 
And who so braveljr held Ihrir poti, 

In the Crescent of the Rose. 

And in Ihe nights of winter 
When the cold north windt blow — 

And Ihe " hallooing " of the cad* 
Is heard ainidsl the snow ; 

Wben round ihe well-bDiK college 



Roar louder } et within ; 

When Ihe choicest cap i* readj. 

And the largest tamp is lit. 
When the chcsinuia glow in Ihe emberi, 

And the ediblei are (it. 
When all the men in circle 

Around the fireplace close. 
When some are smoking placidly 

And loine on sofa* dose ; 

When the ho*t prepare* the potables. 
And nukes all snug his room. 

And Ihe cheers of all his comrades 
Far in Ihe eouil-yard boom — 

Wilb shouling and with laughter — 



Still is Ihe g 



017 told 



"Town and Gown" parody, entitled "Thanalot: AP 

by the ghost of Macaulay." I'hi* wu wrillen by Mr. Ketr, 
a nephew of Lord Tennyson. 



* Jovis. BicchL Vmiorli 



Ur roM the niver moonlight 

Over the nulling trees, 
And (aM the hnm of angry men 

Waa wafLad on the breeze. 

From many • dirty pot-bon*e. 

And hole wiihout a name. 
From many a low and filthy hannt 

The mob of blackguard* came ; 
From po^Iout St. Aldatea, 

Swarming with nutj brail ; 
SL Aldate* on who«e bonae t^ we 
Have often heard wilh ec*laa)r 
The tweet nocturnal melody 

Of melancholy cats. 

Sm/gReiM A long and Matkd detcriftioH of » " TVim 
undGnm" rou: tkt tuddtn apptaraiKa af Iht "Pcerfer," 
wiA tie foti'eantn, Ike liaaly flight tftkt irndsrynstflMlft*, 
ami Ottur mft arrival hemt. 

And now no living thing I* teen 

In the deaerted street*. 
Save Oxford'* uselei* bobble^ 



And oft on winter evenings, 

in the cold Chiiitma* vac 
When home from *chool and college 

The younnten have come back. 

Around the blazing Greaidc, 

Still is the story told, 
How well the gownsmen thrashed the town 

In Ihe good day* of old. 

From Lays of Modem Oi^ord, bj Adon. Oiiginally pub- 
bliahed by Chapman and Hall, London, 1874, in a *naU 
quarto form.bui kince rc-iiiuediaacbea[)MtfotmbTTlwma* 

Shrimpton and Son, Oxford. 



Ch. Ch. BbsieghdI 



Oxford. It i* a ahoii poem deiciibing a practical joke vet^r 
aimilar to that known as the "Uemers Street Hoax," perpe- 
trated by Theodore Hook, in 1S09. 

This consisted in writing to a large number of Uadei- 
people and others, asking Ihem to call, on varioni pretext*, 
at a certain house, at a fixed hour. In Theodore Hook's case 
the hoax was pure mischief without any malicious intent i 
but in Ckn'tl CKurth Bentgtd, the joke i» described a* hav. 
ing been plumed to annoy a certain Mr. U — *. 

A CBRTAtN *et of Christ Church, 

One common oath they swore. 

That the great M s ofChriBl Church 

Should suHei yet once more. 

And to the Oxford tradesmen 

They named a lijsling day 

And made the messenger go forth 

East and West and South and North, 
To summon the array. 



He laid their speech waa k>w 
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And if (bey did Dot shut it up. 
He'd to the censor go. 
"Tbese vuit that come npon na, 
TbcK trodeimeD here that wul, 
1 have not ordered, — Porter 1 
I wiih yoa'd keep the gnte.'' 

Still in the nighu of wintei 

WheD the moon shinet cleu and bright 

And o'er the quad rise loud and wild 

The voices of ibe night 

When the " 36 " is opened 

And the gleaming lamp is lit. 

And all oiound the embers 

A jovial parly sit ; 

When fresh and senior circle 

Aroand the firebiands bright, 

And the [rdole:it Virginian weed 

Give* mingled cload nnd light ; 

When the connoisseui, with practised eye, 

Kejoicing at the sight. 

Holds up his glass of ruddy port 

Athwart the streaming light, 

With screims and tears of laughter 

Still i> the iloiy told 

Of how the pcitei kept the gale 

In the brave days of old. 



Tmt Iav or THE Last Cohmi 

(By a Disappointed Oaeal.J 
The Seniors of Trinity 

By Newton's bones they swore, 
That the pioud Undergraduate 

Should share the feast no more ; 
By Newton's bones they swore it. 

And named Iheit Feasting day. 



Andsc 



ound 



(In rmngi for Ihii tUgM Iht Vudergradualta inlroiuet 
ounpavder ielois lie room I'n wAieh Me Doat hold fktir 
iMi.qutt i at aptwn lifrnat, one Tomthis npplit* a match, 
and IKt^whoU parly itbhim up.) 

A hand they found of Tomldns, 

Some sixteen miles away. 
And in its cold clenched lingers 

A bOK — " Bryant and May " j 



Are oft rehearsed ii 



iong. 



10 penshei , . __, 

And cbeerlully gave up the ghost 
To wipe away a wrong. 

He standeth in the cloisters, 
Benealh a roof of thatch, 

Tomkins, the fiery freshman. 
In act to strike a match ; 

And underneath is carven, 
In tetters plain to read. 

Of hi« devoted deed. 



Published by W. I'. Spalding, Sidney Street, Cambiidge. 



Obstbdctioh Utiused. 
KlNfl Mensa of Coomassie 

By Mombo Inmbo awore 
His family unibrella 

ShoDld be detained no more ; 
By Jnmbo did he swear it. 

And named a tryiting day. 
And bade bis menengcrs run forth, 
SoQth and west, and east and north. 

To gather hii array. 

East and west, and south and Dortb, 

The messengers ma fast ; 
And the fetish in each village 

Has heard the conch-sbelt* blast ; 
Shame on the false Ashantee 

Who wilt not join the host. 
When Mensa of Coomasste 

la marching on Cape Coast I 



But Gladstone's brow waa sad, 

And Gladstone's speech was trite ; 
" The Land League lake King Mensa 1 

We do not want to hgbl." 
He looked upon the telegram 

They gave him, with a frown : 
"I fear '1 will send my Badge) op. 

And I want to keep it down," 

Then spake Coercion Forster, 

■' O Gladstone, you're a goose 1 
For everything upon this earth 

One, some day, hnds a uae^ 
Let's send Pamell against him. 

With his Home Rule array ! 
I think he'il be (he very man 

To obstruct King Meosa's way t " 

"Good Forstet ! " answered Gladitone, 
" What thou sayest i$-very well." 

So Ibnh against King Mensa 
They sent the great Pamell : 

ForEnglan' ■ ' ' -' 



n her battles 

Grudged not a Home Rale life, 

To give the English Parliament, 

And Ireland, rest from strife. 



I wis in all Ashanteetand 

There was no heart so bold. 
But sore it ached, and fast it beat. 

When that ill news was told. 
Down from his throne fell Mensa, 

Down tell his Council all, 
Headlong they rolled npon the Boor, 

And loudly 'gan to squalL 

Tbey held a council, rolling 

Upon the mud-hat floor ; 
No hope there was, yon well may guess. 

Of victory in such war. 
Alas t tbey had no Speaker 

To face such dire attack. 
King Mensa cried, ' ■ We're diddled I " 

And his council cried, "Alack I " 
So they sued for peace right humbly. 



And 



id said they'd tx^n In fan, 
1 five more umbrellas 
kept at KensingloD I 
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LORD MACAULAY'S "HORATIUS." 



How HOSATIUS KEPT THE BKIDOB, 

Such ii tha title of a burleaquo accoant of tha event* 
described in Macanlay'a poem, which appored in " Tlw 
Blue " a smill mijtaiine conducted by the scholar* of 
Chnst'l Hospital, (the Bloe-coat school) Lotidon. It was 
afterwaids repriated in QUaningl fram "Tht Bbu," S. 
Austin and Sons, Hertford. iSli. 

The burlesque is in prose, bat a few parody verses are 
given in it to illustrate the nacralive : 
•• When the face of Sexlus 

Was •een among the foes. 
No blackguard in the city 

But raised bis Koman nose: 
No lady on the housetops 

But snarl'd at bim and spat. 
No child but shriek 'd out curses— 
(Immoral lillle brat !) " 

"Tbeo oul »pake Spurios Larlins, 

A coble swell was he : 
■ Lo, I will stand at thy right hand. 

And lake a chop wilb thee ! 
And out spake strong Henninias, 

Heaver of coals was kt: 
• I loo will Slay ; and make them pay 

The wonted half pcnoie t " 

Eoratijia tktu addrttta tht river : — 

" Oh, Tiber, mister Tiber— 

If thus I may address you— 

If to yon shore you'll bear mo o'er, 

All I can say is— Bless you 1 " 



When boys and girls are romping, 

And (he elders drain the'Bagon, 

While the children burn their fingers 

At glorious snap-dragon ; 
Around the Christmas firo 

Still is the story lold — 
How well Horatius kept the bridge. 

In the brave days olold. 



A Lay of Modekn Hamkbksmith. 

The great Sii James • of Charing Cross 

By the whole Board he swore 
That enniige folk for Richmond 

Should risk their lives no more, 
By the whole Board he swore it. 

And named a closing day. 
And bade his engineers ride forth 

To stop all traffic with the North, 
And block the right of way. 

" To stop all traffic with the North," 

The news it Sies full fast. 
And terrace, lodge and villa. 

Are staggered at the blast. 
Shame on the slave of Mottlake 

Content for hours to roam. 
Because Sir James of Charing Cross, 

By Painej sends him home. 

(Fivt vtTM* omitlid.) 
Sir Jones He. Q. ![«((, ot tha KetropDUIsn Eoord ot Workf. 



Tine was, whennfier dining 

Be^rood proud Noiting's ndge, 
A halfpenny would bring him 

Across the classic bririge : 
For Hammersmith and Mortlake, 

Eie both of them were sold. 
Were like suburban brothers 

In the brave days of old. 

But meat 



And St 



n the ai 



Will have a 
But louder grows the thunder 

About the route lo town, — 
And p'raps they'll gel a wooden bridge 

A little lower down. 



And the omnibus comes slipping 

Amid the frosen snow ; 
When round the lonely villa 

The f<^ wets to the skin. 
And the cheap coals of Walliend 

Chokes everyone within. 

When the latest bill is opened. 

And the dimmest gas is lit. 
And the curtains are drawn closer, 

O'er the windows that won't fit ; 
When the leaden pipe is bursting 

With the water it provides ; 
When the girls are reading novels, 

And the boys are making slides ; 

When the goodman scans his cheque book, 

Wilh a fitting Christmas gloom ; 
And the goodwife's chatter sharply 

Goes snapping round the room ; 
With threats and imprecations. 

The tale may slill be told 
How great Sir James Mocked up the bridge 

Thai served quite well of old. 



punOt. September 30, 1 88». 



How Gladstone Won the Elbciic 
I. 
OUE Queen's Moat Gracious Majesty, 

By 5»e rich gems she wore. 
Declared " Herfiithful Commons" 

Should waste thnr time no more. 
Wilh her owr, tongue she said it. 

And would not brook delay. 
But bade her officers ride fotlh. 
East, and west, and south, aod north. 



To SI 



II. 



East and west, and south and north. 

The ofiicers went fast. 
And cottage, town, and county 

Have heard the trumpet blast ; 
Shame on th' enfranchised Brilon 

Who does not find his voice. 



izcdbyGoOt^Ic 



PARODIES OF 



For tbongh ba " fulhful CoinmoDa,'' 

The Queen must needi diuolve. 
The gov't) ing of ibe Empire 

Kequire* hei quick teiolve. 
To all inolher Pu-liament 

Of loyal nMii and iroe, 
Who shsill deviie liwi good and wise. 

And change old thiogi la oew. 



VII. 
And now, moit of Ibe borooghi 

Have lent their tale of men, 
The Toiin. cleu the hundred. 

And claim the victory then. 
In London'! mighty city, 

A Uberal icaice dare ipeak ; 
A proud man was Lord Salitbary 

Ai ended the fiiil week. 

VIII, 
But 'rnong the Llbcta) party 

Wai anger and diioiay, 
Ai lome of their oldeit stronghold! 

Yielded to Tory .way. 
From all parts of the country 

The mesiages came in, 
Su^ejting idea>, expressing feon. 

Hoping 'gainat hope, to win. 

XIV. 
llien out ipake William Gladilone, 

A Grand Old Man vu be, 
" To every one upon ibis ewth, 

Muit come obscuiily ; 
And bow can man yield better. 

Than falling in a fight, 
\Vheie the true, ttraightforward Liberal, 

Meets Tory and Faniellile? 

XV. 
" Keep up your pluck, good comrades, 

And baik to what I say ; 
1, with two moie to help me, 

Will hold the foe al bay. 
In Scotland's beauteous catnlal 

I'll rally all the clans ; 
Now who will Bland on either hand, 
And *id me in my plans 7 " 

XVL 
Then out spake good Lord Hartinglon, 

A comrade tried was he, 
" Lo, I will stand al thy right hand. 

And fight Ibis fight with thee." 
And out spoke William Fonter. 

Of Irish fame was he, 
" I will abide by thy left ude, 

Thongb weak and ill 1 be." 

XVII. 
" Brave leaders," quoth the Liberals, 

"Asipeakye, so let it be.'' 
And straight agaiasl the great array 

Forth want the valiant three. 



Foe Liberals, in thii conflict 
l^cft not a chance untried. 

To crush the combined forces 
Which strangely were allied. 

XVIII. 
For none were for a Party, 

But all were for the State ; 
And the great men helped the poor. 

And the poor men loved the great. 
The lands they'd fairly portion. 

In a way which they knew how. 
And every man they'd haveposseis, 

"Three acres and a cow.' 

XXX. 

To Derbyshire, Lord HutingtOD, 
Travelled to help a friend ; 

While Fonter's serious illness 
Threatened his life to end. 

ButwhcD tbey saw friend Gladstone 
Commence renewed attack 



XXXIIL 

"Ovoters, county voters,'' 

The old man's heard to say, 
" A Liberal's life and policy 

Do ye endorse lo day." 
So be spake, and, speaking, opened 

His umbrella with his r^ht. 
And, wiih his left band, seised hisaic 

And plunged into the fighL 

XXXIV. 

But fiercely raged the conflict. 



XXXVI. 

And now the strife is over. 

In Flintshire as elsewhere, 
The Liberal cause has conquered. 

With lots of strength to spare. 
Round Gladstone throng the leaden 

From all parts of the land. 
And each would be the loremost 

To grasp his manly hand. 

XXXIX. 

And in the nighlt ol winter 

When the slan withhold their smiles. 
And the sweet voices of the cats 

Are heard upon the tiles ; 
When rouiid suburban villas 

Roars the loud tempests' din, 
And draughts and smoky chimneys 

Cause loud complaints within — 
XL. 
When the oldest bottle's opened, 

And the chandelier is lit. 
When the chestnut) glow in the embers, 

And the good wife tits to knit j 



IJigilizoc by Google 



LORD MACAULAVS "HORATIUS." 



WhcD joDDK and old in circle 

Aionnd the iireiidc eloM, 
When the bofi go in for courting. 
And the giili cueu their beini ;. 
XLI. 
When (he Stuil^ dub complcielh 

lu rear of jubilee. 
And gre]^hured members lake with pride 

A grandchild on each knee ; 
With ever growing inteieit 

The ilory will lorvive. 
How William Glsidilone gained the daf 
In eighteen eiBhty-five. 

F. W. S. 
(Tvmtyftar htwi amitttd. J 
From TTkt Batnpittad and Highgatt Expnn. December 
16, 1S85. 

Gladstoniits. 
{Sxtratt from a Clauie Poem.) 
But with a ciuh like thunder, 

Fell miaj a loosened " plank," 
And, with a dam,* the Grand Old Man, 
Made for the County Bank. 

" O Voter, Roial Voter, 

To whom we Liberali prajr, 
A Liberal'* life and policy 

Take thou in chuge this day I " 
So he ipake, and ipeaking, fattened 

The well-worn Tnackintoth, 
And with Welih Saonel on hit back. 

Plunged Hodgewarda in the sloih. 

And when above the tunaoti 

Tliey see his drooping gilli ; 
From the Reform Came loud applauie, 
And the Tima' Leader-writer* pauie 

To liim their well-worn quilli. 

But his limb* weie borne up biavel^ 

Br the brave heart within. 
And the Good Rural Voter 

Bore braveW up hit chin. 
And npw he leeli the bottom, 

Now on dry earth he standi. 
Now ronnd him throng the lib'rali. 

To pieu his muddy handi. 

Th<7 gave him an umbrella-slaod 

In record of the fight. 
And twelve stout itand-up coUari 

To wear from morn till ni^l. 
Tbey gave him gay eardeoia* 

For bultonhules, 1 vow. 
And Cham BEK LA IN us promised him 

" Three Acres and a Cow ! " 
Fantk. Dccemhei 11, 1SS5. 

rii C. of Bi: 
iTiree Point! 
The worthy folk of England 
Should suSer wrong no moci 



By hit Three Points he swore it. 

And eager for the fray, 
He bade hii messenger* ride forth 
East and Weat, and South and North, 

To summon his array. 

This is the first v 
lained in "JaatpS 1 , 

sixpenny pamphlet published {□ 18S5. bjp Foulcer and Co., 
London, The advanced Radical opibioni then hdd bj 
Mr. Joseph Chamberlain were strongly advocated in the 
poems and paiodiei in this pamphleL 



\ Lay op Modbkh London. 
By the S^adt of Lord itactuilay. 
Ad anonymous paro<ly of twenty verses, prioted appar- 
ently about 1 SSo, but having no printer's name, P'Me, ot 
date, commenced thus : 

Jon Runciub of Hacne 

by the nine gods he swote 
That the ninth aeal at Stepae 

Should vacant be no more. 
By the nine god* be swore it. 

And he marked the Meeting Day, 
And made hi* circular* go forth. 
East and West, aad South and North, 

To snmmoD his array. 



And e' , , 

A proxy-form bath found. 
Shame on the weak Shareholder, 

Who chafes at being bored. 
When Runcius of Hacne 

Is going for the Board I 

ThtLcat Vtr»». 
When the goodman buyi " Commercial," 

When we near the hall-year'a end. 
When the goodwife count* her holding. 

And scents her dividend. 
With lest. tut no ill-will ot spite, 

SlUI be the story told. 
How well Bradikaitiiuf kept the Board, 

And somebody was sold I 



VoLUKNIA. 

Just at the idea of April 

They ware in mornage tied, 
Tb9 noblest Roman of them all 

Unto the faireat bride ) 
Volumnia her nomat was. 

And Lanius was her "spooii 
The twain went to Tarentum, 

To pass the honeymoon. 

Yet. when the ides of Angnat 

Had swiftly glided by. 
For a new Autumnal bonnet 



I cannot give yon that." 

Yet still her cry was : " Lartiui, 

I want a new atyle hat I" 
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He was » (pecalalor 

Id itocks of every sort ; 
But dowD. far down had fallen, 

The Mocks wbich L«r(iui bought. 
Had &Iteii down antil his purse 

Was as a paecake flat. 
Yet still her cry was : " Lartias, 

1 waol ft novel bai I" 

"VolamDia," said Lartias, 

"Now, really you muit cease — 
t cuDOt give you what you ask. 

So let me have some peace ; 
I'm busted, used up, done for, 

And all that sort of thing. 
If bonnett cost a sesterce 

I could not buy a striug.'' 

Yet still sbe kept on crying 

Aloud for a new hat. 
Be had it with his muffins, 

When he at breakfast sat : 
He bad it with bis roasted joint. 

When dinner was served hot ; 
And still it came at sapper 

With toast and Ibe tea-pol. 

TbcD Lartias donned his toga. 

And by the Gods he swore 
That such an endless nagging 

He would endure no more. 
" I'll to the Lictor." quoth he. 

And tell my tale straightway. 
I'll tell to CoDkul and Tribune 
How sbe does nag and importune 

And see what they will say." 

" Wants ■ new hat 1" quoth Couiul 

And Lieior and Tiibune. 
" That muit be itopped, or femsles, 

Will rule our country soon, 
It's written in the Tattles, 

And all the laws of Rome, 
That when a woman's hal is old 

She ought to slay at home. 

" And if sbe nags her husband 

Just when he's dieadful short. 
And howls for a new bonnet, 

Why thai'* in law a tort : 
And for all tons the laws provide 

A punishment complete : 
For such a heinous crime as bers 

That she should die is meet." 



Tbe Romans stood ni 

In those good days of old. 
Tbey quickly crushed a woman 

Whene'er she grew too bold. 
Tbev fired sacb witbont ado 

Off the Tarpeian height ; 
And that happed to Volumnia, 

And served that female right. 




THE B.4TTLE OF THE LAKE 

REGILLUS. 
A Lay tang at tht Foul af Ca*l^ tmd Pollux. 

Ho, trompeia, toand a war note I 

Ho, liciots, dear the way I 
The Knights will ride, in all their pride. 

Along the streets to day. 
To-day the doors and windows 

Are bung with garlands all. 
From Castor in the Forum, 

To Mars without tbe wall. 
Each Knight is robed in purpl^ 

With olive each is crowned ; 
A gallant war-horse under eacb 

Paws haughtily the ground. 
While flows the Yellow River, 

While stands the Sacred Hill, 
The proud Ides of Qointitis 

Shall have such honour still. 
Gay are the Martian Ki>1ends : 

Decemlier's Nones are gay : 
But the proud Ides, when the squadron ride*. 

Shall be Rome's whitest day. 

Unto the Great Twin Brethren 

We keep this solemn feast. 
Swift, swift, the Great Twin Brethren 

Came spurring from the East. 
To where, by Lake Regillus, 

Under tbe Porcian height. 
All in the lands of Tnsculum, 

Wat fought the glorious figbt. 



And Sergius the High Pontiff 

Atone found voice to speak : 
" The gods who live for ever 

Have fought for Rome to day I 
These be the Great Twin Brethren 

To whom the Dorians pray. 
Here, hard by Vesta's templ^ 

Build we a stately dome 
Unto the Great Twin Brethren 

Who fought so well for Rome. 
And wben the months retummg 

Bring hack this day of 6ght, 
The proud Ides of Quiotilis 

Marked evermore with white. 
Unto the Great Twin Brethren 

Let all the people throng. 
With chapleis and with offerings, 

With music and with song ; 
And lei the doors a^d windows 

Be hung with garlands all. 
And lei the Knights be summoned 

To Mars without the wall : 
Thence let ihem ride in purple 

With joyous trumpet sound, 
Each mounted on his war-horse, 

And each with olive crowned ; 
And pass in solemn order 

Before the sacred dome, 
Wheredwell the Great Twin Brethren 

Who fought so well for Rome 1 " 



T. B. Uacaulav. 
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LORD MACAULAY. 



The Chiswici Flowek Fete. 
For 1846. 

Ho I mBmbera lake jout tickets, — 

Ho I maidens, chouse your sbawli 1 
The SOD looks out his waistcoats. 

The sire selects his smalts. 
To-day is Flora's tHnmpb, 

To-day great sights joii view. 
So, cabmen, drive your cattle^ 

Aod dnve your bargains too. 

Green are the squares of Tendon, 

And some few lanes are greeo. 
And trees of city foliage 

Shade walks of stone batsiean. 
Aod green are cartain gala days. 

With placet known to fame — 
The inner circle of the park 

That bears the R^ent's name. 

Aod green ar« those great glasaea 

Thai bold Germania's wine. 
That they tell yoa suit Ibe vintage 

Of the clear Moselle and RUne ; 
And gnea are those young freshmen. 

Who, to earn a geatle nam^ 
Take credit of a tailor, 

Or give it to a dame. 

Btit greener far than any 
Is Cbiswick's shaven sward. 

And gayer than all gala-days 

Are ibe groups that swarm abroad. 
See how ihey muster on wards, — 



Mvde 
My 



le cab, the team ; 



My dearest friends ii 
dearer self by si 



When cucumbera are r]_ . , 
And bright the show of hot July, 

When Autumn's fruits are there : 
Aatumn that's foiced beforehand. 

As children oversage. 
When all forestalls its season. 

Like minds before their age. 

But the brightest day among them, 

The grandest show of three. 
Is that which brings the rose^ 

And draws do«n you and me. 
So 'mid the great Triamvirs 

Did greater Caesar sway ; 
So 'mid the days of Epsom 
Standi oat the Derby day. 

(TMviruiemilUd.) 

The Travelling Bachilok. 
This imilatlon of Lord Macaulay first appeared in 
Bentl^'s Hiscrllanv, and was afterwards included in 
nu Bnlifr BalUdi (R, Benil«y, London. 1869.) 



The Battlb op the VtSTEiE*. 
Ho, jniardiani I toood the comet. 



Ho, beadle I dear As way. 



The parish pride lo-dsy hath hied 

To see the mad-pumps play. 
The l^ates of the Vestries 

Have gained the rivet boat. 
The legates of the Vestries 

Are all in stale sBoaL 
The legates of ihe Vestries 

Defying aqueoos ills. 
Have reached the buid Inr Stratford's itran 

Where atind the Abbqr MiUs. 

Fait are the bowers of Stratford, 

Its coppices and clumps. 
And fait the Pumping Station 

Which Tamesian sewage pomps, 
And fairer yet by long chalks 

That cold collaiion is. 
Which Vetlnmen have hronght in train. 
Of bam and beef and fowl amain, 
And^le and stout and cheap champagne i 



The Vestries term it 



•fii." 



They saw the Abbey Mill Pumps 

Work grandly up and down. 
Which save the mud and garbage 

Infecting London town ; 
And when they had inspected. 

With AoieB satistied, 
Down lai they to a banquet sptcnl 
O'er a white table in Ihe tent 

Pitched over Stratford side. 
But ere they sal to dine there 

On fowl and beef and [ongne. 
They, on the steamboat fote and aft. 
The wine and bitter beer bad quaffed, 
nil, in the language of their crsf^ 

Each Vestryman was " sprung." 



Higgins the noble shop) 






Higgins who all the nobleo... 

Of Clerkenwell supplies ; 
And near him sat brave Podger, who 

The letter U defies, 



Yel dealetfa he in diaff which it 

Eibemely apt to slick. 
At Higgins' muddled periods 

Stoat Podger hurled a sneer, 
And Higgins answered with an oath 

Meet for a VetUy't ear. 

Mow by the crest of Mary, 

Maiy snmamed Le Bone, 
The ire of Podger swiftly rote 

To bear the scoffer's lone. 
An empty battle wielding 

He aimed it at his crown. 
And with unerring fleelness 

Tumbled his foeman down. 
Then Bamed ibe wrath of Vealiic*, 

And blows and cnnet sped. 
And fuwl.tionet flew, aikd H't dmpped. 
But still ondaunled Podger wboi^ied. 
With champagne bottles Ihat hod popped. 



Prone Hi^ios^s bare head. 
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Tbe battle now grew enienl ; 

Bogete at HnnkiTet flf t 
Hnnki aimed ■ blow at Bc^le 

Tbat caught him in the eve ; 
WUle Clin and G iobb and Blenluniop 

Aroond dealt brokea p«te> ; 
StiD Podger'i flick dealt many a blow. 
Till maueied bjr the nnmcroni foe 
That bnrled him far and laid him low 

Among the knivet and plates. 

The IKoH betki look ilenilj 

UpoD a Gnaidian'i fault ; 
The Ilford beaki fined PodgeT 

Five poDnds for each aitault, 
Sim let ui aiog in triamph 

With all a minitiel'i powen, 
Bow Veitrjrmen bebaTC IhemwlTet 

Id tbe brave dar* of onrl. 

T%t TMMdowi. SqHember 19. 186S. 



A Lav op Anciint Rome. 
Nttr^tii it Modem jAwdan. 
Ho, Bogler, give a tootle 1 

Ho, Peeler, keep the way ; 
For the Uavor will ride in all hi* piide 

To Tem[de Bar to-day : 
To-day the doon and windowi 

Are hnng with bannen all. 
From Backingham'i famed Palace, 

To the Chnrcbf ard of St. Paul. 

And forth ride Mayor and Sberiff*. 

All daly chained and gowned 1 
A weH-trained charger nnder each, 

Tieadt gingerly tbe ground. 
Vhile itands tbe old Cathedral, 

And, till tbe Law Court) lite. 
So great a light aball not delight 

A^sio our wondering ejei. 
Sweet ii the Firat of April— 

Novembei'i Ninth ia gay i 
Bat tbey may nut compare a jot 

With thii Thankigiving Diy. 

Fail ftom dte Hill of Lndgale, 

Wheic Benion'i iralcbo are. 
The Lord Mayor and Ibe Hherilh 

Rode on to Temple Bar. 
On tbe i^bt band trotted Tnucott, 

Of Dowgate Ward Ibe pcide ; 
And on the left ipurred Bennett, 

Tbe Bennett of Cheaptide. 

t wU In aU tbe City 

There wai no man to cold, 
Bnl loud be roared, and long be cheered, 

Tbe pageant to behold. 
The Falhen of the City 

ney lal Ih^ botaea well. 
Though by ihor tide did fuotmen itride 

To catch them if they fell. 

And IMW 'mid cheen and langbler, 

Tiitj bah at Temple Bar, 
And gUd are they, 10 I abonld lay. 

To find Ibat there they are. 



And lo, tbe Queen arriving, 
Tbe City'i keys hai la' en : — 

But look yon how, with graciovi bow. 
She givei them back again. 

And now the Mayor and Sberiflt 

Remount at Temple Bar, 
And down the Ureet of andent Fleet 

Precede tbe Royal Car. 



rhey pau the Books of Dnnn, 
And where McCarlhy's grovei of Hat* 

A pleaunt ihadow cast, 
Tbey draw the rein, for it i* plain 

They're at St. Paul's at lail. 



Fa*. March 3, 1871. 



(I omiUti.) 



Thi Football Match 

Btt^tn the Whartotiittt and Btaamita, wAicA radai in I^U 

if/M of tilt latter. Playtd NovttUr ml. o» the 

tAeot ground. 

(AParodytmpoMogtifTimtheBiMUefLtktBstilUu.) 

Ho I Captaina sound tbe war note ; 

Pnepoiteii, clear the way ; 
Tbe Whartonites and Beaconitei 

Will lOon begin to play. 
See, many a tree and paling 

Is hung with caps and coats. 
From Mug's shed lo Ibe Hundred 

The fence in finery gloats. 
Each youth i> sniped with coloors. 
With light blue each is crowned. 
Right gallantly snd proudly each 

Advances np the ground. 
The Captain,* brave Valerias, 

Is bringing np the ball, 
A shout of schoolbov meniment 
And mirth proceed) from alL 

The half-backs were stool Aahs 

Of herculean siie 
And Brutus strapped and Ued and wrapped 

In wondrous football guise 
The full back was Horatiui 

Who near the goal poiti stood 
In ihorts and stocking) gay, arrayed 

Capped with a Brewer's hood. 

See, now the ball ii started ; 

Sec now they run apace ; 
How pluckily the lilUe chaps 

Those Beacon giants face 1 
And in the gutters thickest 

Were given hacks and blows 
And from tbe gutters loadesl 

The cry of " Plajr up " foae. 
And louder dill and loader 

Rose from the muddy fidd 



izcdbyGoo<^le 



LOKD MACAULAY. 



" SboTC up ind di 
The pantine fbrwuda dufiEna 

Like midmen, o'er the plain. 
Hid jojfoui ihonti of tiiumph 

Aiid screeching jtWi of pun, 
Fol nodcniMth aguttei 

Flaecui of SevenoKks lajr ; 
Beltci had he been leuning 

Greek {^ammBT all that Sxj. 
MamiliM saw bim strangling 

And lo»ed hii blae black creil 
And toward the brave Valtiioa 

Through the thick baltle preued. 

Valerim sinote Matniliai 

So iieTcely on the head 
Thai the great Lord of Sevenoaki 

Rolled over well nigh dead. 
Hamiiias imote Laii yonena 

With a good aim and true 
Jott where the neck and ihonlder join 

And made him black and blae. 
Here brave AmnlioB Elva 

Fell swooning to the groand, 
And a thick wall of playen 

Encompaued him around. 

mini Atrstinni 



Would fain have cleared a apace 
But deaf ning yells and sbitelu and ihonti 

Were levelled at hii face. 
While (ome slood round and ihonted 

" Brave Seitnt don't give in," 
At manr others roared ai lond 

"By Jove, my man will win," 
Hen oat spake good Valeiiua, 

The Captain of the team, 
"To atl that Hand upon this 6dd 

" This must raie plucky leem, 
" Bat how can a man die better 

'■ (If he's to die at all) 
"Tban battered in and bashed and sqiuihed 

" And flattened in a maul }" 
Sempronius Alratinus 

And Decios Mus were hoarse 
With felling " Boyi gel off the ball 

" It's Seilus's of course." 
And oh I the thundering clamoni 

When Sex'us faintly rose. 
Black in the face and panting &st 

Must bring this 10 a close. 

Gar arc the Cricket Kalends, 
The Racing Nones are gay. 
But the Football Ides, of all the pride. 

Shall be the whitest day. 
While Bows our Medway river. 

While lUnds our One Tree HUl, 
The Ides of proud November 

Shall have loch honour itill. 

Tit T«tibrtdgiam. December, 1878. 

A PkOPHSCV OF Cafsbs. 
(A Lag of am Aneiatt BMtmtr.} 
Ho ! grooms, fling forth the tawdnat 
Ho 1 shed it ou the tan. 



For round the show 
The IriMijM must to 
In glittering caravan ; 
Id long and grand procesHon 

Parading, one and all 
Belonging 10 the Circus 
XI the AgriculluTal Hall. 

Gay are Reform Processions, 
The Lord Mayor's Show is gay. 
But the Circus-ride 
All else beside 
Surpasses in thai way. 
Where piglings, bom in litters. 

Did Isle attention crave. 
And imptementi Of husbandry 

The reaping book to save ; 
Where (shows of mules and bosses 
Are likewise in its line), 
We've had of late 
A gathering great 
Of failed sheep and klne. 
But nobler now the show is. 
And brighter the array — 
A pageant, gay and glorious, 
A quite unique display 
Of horsemanship 
That none may whip 
Is opened there this day. 

Tall are the iron siphons 

That rise in Pentonville, 
And lofty i« the viaduct 

Yon see al Holbom Hill. 
Thwaites, at the Thames Embanlunent, 

Has worked for many a year. 
Beneath our highways Fowler drove 

An Uodergrouo'l career. 

Bnt now do water-workmen 

Are fonnd at Pentonville, 
No navvies poise the girders huge 

For apaooinR Holborn Hill, 
Unheeded on th' Embankment 

Rings out Ibn cry of " Beer 1 '' 
Unwatched the p^pnlace may orgs 

Their Underground career I 

The harvests at Refreriiment ban 

Jn«t now young men may reap ; 
Jnst now the banks of Lombard 

The unfledged clerks may keep : 
And in the vals of Romford 

Jnst now lbs brewing's dona 
By 'prentice hands, for all tbe world 

H** gone to Islmgton, 

Ha I bandsmeD, tool yoar bngla 1 

Ho I grooms, there, clear the coarse. 
For Mademoiselle 
Will cut a swell 

Upon her high-trained horso. 
And here ia Jonea of Putney, 

Who rides the hare-backed steed ; 
And here is Brown of Camberwell, 

Who clears six hoops at speed ; 
And here is Peckbam'f Perkins, 

Tbe foremost in the land. 
With tinsel fillet, «"i'l'"t lipk 
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And cracking whip, and loud Ya-)iip, 
Wbo drives eighieeo-in-hand. 

Make way fnr ihe processioD — 

Make way there, RTeat and small — 

It comes,— the troupt of Sanger, 
Of the Agricultural Hall I 



The Battle of Lake Mort. 

A Lay tung at a Featt of Barekai, about the KaJendt of 

Aprilii, in thf yrar of grau MDCCCLXX. 

With Latin nottt hy Canit. 

I- 



Ho, undeigrads, be merry 1 



IIo, all IT 



.ay I 



The Ctew will riHe, in all their pride 

Along Ihe streets lo day. 
To-day (he doors and windows 

Are hung with "colours " all. 
From hand -bills in the slreet way, 

To posters an the wall. 
Each man is clothed in " blazer," 

With lighi blue each is crowned ; 
And each preserves a well made oar 

No more lo rowlock bound. 
While (lows our tut bid river. 

While stands our Market bill. 
The Kalends orAprilis 

Shall have such honour stilL 
Gay are the Ides ol Main i 

Uecemlier's Nones are gay : 
But the Kalends which April senda. 

Shall be our proudest day. 

II. 
Unto the Great Sea Ruler, 

With Bacchus, is this feast. 
Swift, swift, (he Great Sea Ruler 

Ran till the race had ceased, 
He came from depths Atlantic, 

Where tossing waves abound. 
With countless Faughtei rlj^ling. 

And music in their sound. 
He came to see his well-loved. 

Our Thames, where gloiy ringt. 
He came to lordly Lonilon, 

Thecily ofour king)*; 
To where by far-famed Lake Mort, 

Now Morllake long lime hight — 
All in the Thames' fair waters, 

Was fought the glorious Gght. 



III. 



Now on the plac 



of battle 
aigesse 



rs of tugs, and lines of ships. 
And boatmen far from clean ; 

The screws of the big steamer* 
Crush the small waves beneath. 

And others with their paddles 
Make all the waters seethe ; 

The (isher baits his angle. 



The mudlark goes hii ronnd. 
Little they think on those stroDg limb* 

That batded neu that GTouniT; 
Little they (hink how sternly 

That day the coxwains cried. 
How t>oa( and boatmen fell (he msh. 

Of (hat dark eddying tide ; 



How 






Which other* called a hoax ; 
How some laid bets on captains. 

And others named the ittokes ; 
How thick the crowd was gathered 

Upon the bridges height ; 
How all along the (owing path 

Swayed the wild stream of tiAi ; 
And how (he far-famed Lake Mort 

Bubbled with unclean foam. 
What (ime (he ancient Isis 

Against the Cam did lume. 



Up rose the goUen motoing 

Over the fauline* heighL 
The Kalend* of Aprilis. 

Marked evermore with vhite. 
Not tritbout secret trouble 

Our bravest saw (he foes. 
For held by sixteen manly handi 

The eight good oars arose. 
From each picked boating college 

That boasts the Oxford name 
Fore doomed to be defeated 

That gallant army cain& 



And in the Cantab army 

Were men of woudron* might. 
Who came from J ohnian portals. 

And gilt them for the light. 
From Trinity came others. 

As part of that array; 
From Sidney and from Jesus — 

A(hlelic men were they. 

XV. 

Now to each boat the starter 
Gave signal foi (he charge ; 

And in each boat the oarsmeo 
Rowed on past tub and barge ; 

And in each boat the oarsman 

Struck Ihe water with his oar ; 
And near each boat the st 



And unil 



mighty r. 



that great turmoil 
:b with mud were dark. 
And like the London fog at morn 

The steam hung o'er each barL 
And louder still and louder 

Rose from the crowded bank 
The cheering and Ihe war criet.t 

With hopes that rose and sank. 
And onward towed the rivals 

And neither seemed to wane. 
They scudded o'er (he waters 

Like whirlwinds o'er the plain. 



on," quod mllrl rufBI rul>- 



t "Tu Id, Cinu 



mm la Lendlno. 

t Foaol OotnUal'* ant 
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"Noi. 



' (hen 



And lee ye win the d»y." 
But when (hey reached the Crab Tr« 

'Twixt the Iwo Ught was seea ; 
And bitfway to (he Soapworki, 

There was a length hetweea. 
Ba( now the Oxford itrokeimin 

Laboated wi(h labour idong, 
And spurted np amirfni the cheers 

Of (he deliahted throng. 
And doier Kill and closer 

Did Daibishire disw near, 
Till bj the Soapworks Cambridge men 

Begin to feel lome fear. 
Bnt Goldic now worked hardei. 



arl)' dead. 
' ' Cam to the charge I '' cried Gordon, 
The foe begins to yield i 



Form 



XheG 



Ha(h gained for us the field. 
And passing under Barnes Bridge 

Cam WBi ■ leng(h away, 
And rowing on to Lake Mort 

Most bravely won (he day. 

XX. 

" The god who lives for ever 

Hath rougb( for Cam to-day 
He is the Great Sea Ruler. 

To whom the oarsmen pray. 
Back comes the Chief in triumph 

Who in (he hour of fight 
Was helped by the Great Kulei, 

Who gave him what wa: right. 
Safe comes Ihe ihip to haven 

Threogh billows and through galea 
Ifonce (he great Sea Kuler 

Si(E perched upon (he sails. 
Here in Ihe Union building, 

Hois I we Ihe tel^ram. 
Which sayt (he Grea( Sea Ruler 

Hath fought so well for Cam. 
And when the months returning 

Bring back Ibis day of fight — 
The proud day of the boat-iace 

Marked evetmote with white — 
Unto (he Union building 

Lc( Undeigrids all IhroDg, 
And pais into (he Union 

To read (he telegram. 
Which says " The Great Sea Ruler, 

Hath fought so well for Com t " 

ThcM extracts are from " TTit Batik of Lake Mort," a 
long parody by the author of Tht Daitntltti liww (already 
referred to on page 173). Cambridge, J, Hall and Son. 
1875. Price 6i 



PmtA, September 6, 1SS4, contained aolmitation enlilled 
" The EHosciui in Egypu" It referred lo the mission to 
Egypt undertaken by Lord* Wolsetey and Noithbtook, 



which failed so dismftlly. The following eitracti an from 
a parody, which also a[^>eated in PuncA, Febmaiy (l, 1888, 
deeeribing the opening of Parliamen(. 

In the Areh.v. 
Ute "Faradt" bejan theCan/liet. 

Hot trumpets blare forth bravely, ho, banner* proudly float I 
Cool critics loll expectant, ipectators swarm and shout t 
For lo 1 short truce is over, and lately sundered foes. 
Once more In the arena will coun(er, clash, and close. 
The echoes of the bailie when laal Ihey trod (he sand, 
The tiamp of eager hirseinen, the clang of biting bned. 
Seem scarcely to have lef( us, and now, before (he Spring 
Has come with burst of blossom, has filled wilh nnsh of 

wing. 
Ere Valentine Ihe Vernal hath (rod the ancient (rack*. 
His burthens laid on lovers, and eke on pos(nieD'* backs, 
Ere snow ha(h left the branches, ere green halh lit the 

We may look out for ructions, and we most list to rows. 
Yet in Ihii huge arena heroic figures shine ; 
Such sure is thine. Giadstonius ; CieciUus, such is (hine 1 
Achilles and great Hector might well have flushed with }oy 
To counter foes so worthy afar by windy Troy. 
CkciHus' on his wai-hoise full proudly pranceth round — 
He dolh not show like shrinking, nor look tike giving ground ; 
And at his back alt brawny, and stolid, and serene 
(An armour-bearer stouter halh bees righl seldom seen). 
Comes low-lipped Harlinglonius, ready with shield, or crest. 
Or sword, or spear, or javelin, as may be in request. 
These eyeing stern and steady, as fighters foemen eye. 
Comes winlry-lock'd Gladstonius, game still Ihe lists to try 
' 'nsl whatever comer, creel, and gaunt of limb, 

I glance exceeding fiery, and jaw exceeding grim ; 
au armour'bearer, also, is ready at his heel. 
With breadth of bossy truckler, and length of shining Steel ; 
Parnellius the Placid, wilh pallid cheek and cold, 
Wilh calm eye ever watchful, and chili front ever bold. 
When these anon encounter in full and fiery tilt. 
Be sure that steel shall splinter, and ruddy blood be spilt. 
" Who — who in Ihe aforetime had ever thought to see 
These heroes 10 attended, maseth the herald, P, 
And Diher chiefs of valour though lower in their grade. 
Array in the arena, and prance in the parade. 
Comes Smithius the smug-faced, him of (he settled smirk, 
Balfourius " (he brave," too, one never known to shirk 
Swoid-throst, or spare his foeman though prostrate and 

disonned, 
Goschenius, erst henchman of Gladstonius, till charmed 
From him the wbite-tock'd Wonder, but now his fiercest foe. 
Save Chambeitanius, better beknown as Brummijo, 
Who beards his ancient Chieftain w ' 



Motleius Ihe mordant, bravest amongst tt 
Gallant Spencerius Rulus, the loyallesl of hearts. 
And— but (he clarion brayeth, the martial pageant 



\i^h| 
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HENRV OK NAVARRE. 

Now BI017 to the Loid at Hosts, fiom w 
And eIo<7 to our Sovereign Liege, Kin 
Nowlet there be the mtirj soaad of 13 



■Quugement of Hr. Laiolej), with freat tocceu. She ww 
mud) admired io trtrj put >he nndcrtooli, but In S»rmm 
rile had to itiad companion with Madame Griii, who had 
lone beta identified with it. and opiDioni widdj diSirad ■* 
to the lopeHotil; o{ these famoni NDBen in tbU, now almoM 
forgotten, opera. 



Ag^n l«t rapture light the e;ei of all thj ewuniiiiE 

daughteri. 
As thou wen conitant in our ills, be joyoai in oui joj, 
for cold, and stiff, and still are thef who wrought thy wall) 

llDitah t hnnali I a single &eld bath Intned the chance of 

Hunah 1 borrah t fot Ivry, and Xing Heury of Navane. 

T. B. Uacauuv, 

Tub Wak of thb Nokhas, 

Now glory to LADiVAwhoatili reiiins tbeQseenofSong, 
And glary. too. to Costa, may be wield the Uion long. 
Now let the distant aound of song, and echo of the band, 
Be heard through Covent Garden, and Long Acri^ and 

the Si rand. 
And tboD, too, Momitie Clirenidt, bold partiaao of Be>l<^ 
Ai thon wen conuant 10 our ills, be joyous in our weal. 
For ill-advised was Jenny, when she thought to reach the 

throne 
Of tbal onriTatled songstress who had made the part her 

Hurrab I bnrrah I the first night proved she bad essayed 

too much ; 
Harrabt burrab for Gaisi, and the Iforma none can 

B bealiot when a week before 



There stood the oame of grand l^blache, of mighty voice 

and limb; 
And there (O^ was Fraschini, but we did not care ibr him. 
And we cried anio onr Norma, that she might be nnder- 

To combat for her own great name, and leave the Liod 



Ho I Verdi, bring for charity Iby opera to their aid. 
That lenny Lind may sing and no comparison be made. 
Ho I bold Bond-slreei liwarians 6nd the public still is 



Halb mocked tbe ci 



ic of the Pott, and box-bought praiKS 



The Lo«d Mavok's Show. 

Now, jt bloe-blooded dostmen, leave yon: cart's nnsav'ij 

And yon. ye "stipes" ofnobleUith. come don your coats of 

For Hsiconrt and his legions and Fiith, that recreant 

Have dsied tbe Tsliaot Griffin and tbe Tuiile to the fi^t I 
Now Fowler wipes his reeking brow, while smiles rebx hi* 

face. 
For have they not already Sincbed before his mighty mace 7 
And noble Nottage wave* his leni, and seeks the thickest 

Miife, 
And woe to those who stand to bim— he'll " take 'em from 

the life " 1 



But why this shadow o'ei the board. Ibis phantom at die 

feast? 
The day is won, the foe has Bed. bis fierce assaults have 

Yet still the hollow laugh it forced, as tbongh each beaid 

" Let's eat and drink and merry be— to-morrow we must 

die 1" 
In vain tbe jewelled cup is passed, the speech aad song go 

Each song seems but a requiem, each speech a ghostly 

While o'er' the Master's anxious face a cloud bangs like a 

pall; 
AlasI Belshaiur-Nottagesees~"(he writing on the wall r 

J. T. WwoHT. 

HU W**Uy DiipatA. November 9, 1884. 



IKEULND, 1S90. 

Now, glory to tbe Lord Painell, from whom all glories aie I 

And feathers for his enemies, and ignominious Ur 1 

Now let Tay Pay blow off his -steam, and Joseph C^lllct 

prsnce. 
And inffer bold O'Brien (Ireland's lion) to advance I 
And thou, Old Han, our Grand Old Man, who Erin's acre* 

bought us, 
With coin filched from the Sassenach, and confiscation 

As thou weit constant in our ills, be joyoui in our joy. 
For impotent or dumb are they who wrought our bUls annoy. 
Whiroo I whiroo I Rip up the bond before it be too late^ 
The watchword of New Erin — rip! tip) r " 



Edited by Albert Smith 



^ bcaire, London, 1 



Ho 1 Morley of tbe mealy mouth ; ho 1 Green and Grand 

Old Mm ; 
Weep, weepk and rend what hair yon have for downfall of 

Hoi RoAscbild lend (or Rosebenie) vast shekel* (fn 
pistoles) 
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To Inn the IJbciil uid Rid rrom nttiog *t Ihe polli. 
Ob, lojnl membenof Ihe Lttgat, kneel itliitrect and pnj 
For him who wi[b>io]«l hand batbf^atied tbedeallo-dBf. 
Poi the Kioe bath cnubed Ihe Ijnot bond, ibe King hiib 

nucd the lUvc, 
And mocked the counicl of the jnit, aod Ibe Tkkmr of the 

Then gloiy (o Ihi dodg; one who crowned New Erin'i Fste, 
And Taited the C17, "Don't pay your debti, but rip — 

KIFUDIATK ! " 

Cbarlet S. it come to Dnnhal ni, in all hii livery dreit, 
And he hai itnck a landloid'i icalp upon hii salUnt crest. 
He looked apon bil eieaturei with a wary winking eye. 
And then apon the Saitcnach, and cried, " How* tbit for 



And if tbe Yankee dollari fail, ai tail full well they may, 
For never mw I promise ytl ot such a costly dav, 
Pieuwhereye tee tbe landlord's tcalpnpon my hybrid pate, 
And be your oriflamme, my boys, rip I np I REruDiATi 1" 

7%t IbpJMJ Tintt. March 30, 1SS6. 



Thb GiKAT R«NT Cask. 

(A Lag of IhtHigk Court in tht gear 1865.) 

Ho I Naziri, sound youi tom-lomi t 

Ho r Sheriff, dear Ihe way I 
The lodges lide, in all their pride, — 

To the High Court to^ay, 
Sbont 1 galbult little Crier I 
Your eye-glaii ligbtly fit. 
Arrange your splendid Forum 

So every Judge may siL 
Each Judge is robed in sable. 

Hi) gills Sow long and wide. 
Like Bull-frog in Ibe fable. 
He swells witb conscious pride. 
These are tbe opening lines of a long parody describing a 
trial in Imlia, contained in "Lyria and La^i," t^ Pipi, 
pnbliihed in Calcutta, by Wymao Bros., 18^. Tbe parody 
consists of more than 450 Une*. and is both unintelligible 
and nnintercstii^ to all but person* accustomed Id Indian 
life and cbaiactet. 

BtFOU TUB Battle. 

(And e»nndera6tg afler " Ivry." I 

A. Bong for tht Sanffuitu. 

Now lock unto the Liberal Host, to whom good luck shoold 

bel 
And luck unto our Leader Old, undaunted William G. I 
Now let the merry music sound a resolute advance, 
Come, Harlington, why t»te thy beard t Come, Joe, why 

look askance ? 
And Spencer, loyal Spencer gaie acroai tbe Irish water I 
It is not rapture light! the eyes of ihoie who schemed thy 

sUaghler. 
As thou wcrt constant in our ilU, }oy in our coming joy. 
For glum, and mom, and duub are they who wrought thy 

rale annoy. 
Hnrrah t How oft a tingle ehaige hath made the Tory Bee, 
Hurrah I Hnrrah I for viclory, and valiant William G. 



Oh I how all heart! are beating, on this our opening day. 
We lee Ibe aimy of the League drawn out in long array ; 
With all ill prieil-praised patriots, and all its rebeli red, 
And Biggar's beauteous body, and Tim Heily's handsome 



And as we look on them, we think of treason in full flood. 
And ^ood Lord Frederick't manly breast bedabbled with 

bit blood; 
And we cry unto fair Fortune from their toils to set ui free. 
To Eght for loyal liberty and valiant William G. 

He comet once more to nanhal na, in simple btoadcklh 

drett; 
As glorioni ate his scant white locks as any knightly cresL 
He looked upon his Homer, and he heaved a scholar's ^b ; 
He looks upon tbe Tory, and hit glance i* stem and bi^. 
Right genially be smiles on us, as rolls rtom wing to wmg 
Down all our line the ready dieer. We've beard his voice 

ontring: 
" And if our flag should seem to droop, at seem sonKlime 

" For never taw I promise yet of snch a fierce affray, 

" Press where you see my banner wave, in batlle't front 

'twill be, 
" Foe wboHK'et fall to the rear, it won't be W. G." 

Hotrah t The foe are stirring. Expect (he mingled shindy, 
or Biggar tart and turbulent, and Bartlelt wild and windy. 
Tbe Uncrowned King will cnt us out some most unpleasant 

With all bis btteling patriots ftom Kerry and from Cork. 
Now by the goUeo lips we love, ttiiitoUy advance I 
Charge Radical with Liberal 1— don't give the foe a chance I 
A hundred times we've beaten them, now comes a crowning 

lett, 
A hundred limes we've 'phalanxed close behind that snow 

white cresL 
If now we mean to break their ranks, and beat Ihem, it 

must be 
All of one mind, charing behind out valiant William Q. 

Hethinks the day nay yet be oon. Caroarvoo hath turned 

Hiclu-Beach in vain hath paltered. Lord Randolph glosed 

Their tanks are gaping ; there be donds upon each visage 

pale; 
Their Irish pact won't somehow act ; il 



Bui what says generous William f " No Irisbman't m; foe ; 
" Down, down with every thought of hate 1 For justice let 

Was ever so mognuiimoas, so fair a foe as he — 

Our much maligned old cbamfnon, oar gallant William 0. ? 

Right well etch man will have to fight who fights wilb as 

And many a party pennon will fall eulhward in the fray. 
And we whose watchword's " Unity J " must bear us well in 

fight; 
For never yet was it more hard to follow simple nght 
But when our standud-bearer the old, old flag hath la'en. 
Blazoned " Be just, and feat iMt I " flagthat never flew in 
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TiMn nlly muod whilat trumpeU louDd tbeii chaUeoge far 

Bioad let il wave, * btoati brave, Sot gallant WiltUm G. ' 

Ho 1 Ladies of the Primtoic, whose hearts fm victoiy yeatn. 
Weep, weep for the majoritj' jrou struggled la retain. 
Ho r Cecil, twist to Tory seme the verdict of the polls, 
Ani do youT best to luie the Whigs and scare all timid souls. 
Ho I swollen cohort of the League Ibiok not oar heaits to 

frighu 
Ho 1 followers of the Liberal Flag, keep clear your lepse of 

> foilHibt 
he 

s for having at i 
And here's to him who'll lead ui 



If dauntless William 



House of Commons, Wednesday, Jaauaiy 20. 
!nia Daily STno*. January 31, 1886. 



A number of paiodies of Lord Macaulay 
aie scattered about in the back numbers ot 
coroic papers. It will suffice to give a verse 
or two from the most important. 



As [hey entered the aieoa. 
Their step was liim and brave ; 

Though of one or of the other, 
They knew it was the grave. 

Each look a little porter. 

To nerve him for the Gcene,: 
They entered the arena, 

So calm and to serene ! ■■ 

A thousand eyes were on them. 

All eager for the ligbt ; 
The footiighti flared before Inem — 

Tfae combat wai by nighl. 

And now they bare their falchions, 

And foot to foot they stand. 
Each sternly eyes the other 

With look composed and grand. 

Vet one is honest-hearted, 

And line, as well as brave — 
Tfae other is a lafiian, 

A sanguinary knave. 

By turns their weapon) clasbiog. 

Right equal seems the game ; 
While " One, Two, Three." aays Simpson, 

Smith doth lepeal the same. 

Sword upon sword descending. 

While liddle and trombone. 
In lime to that dread music. 

Play slowly " Bobbing Joan." 



Now Smith doth wicked Simpson 

Into a comer urge ; 
Now Simpson drives him back npoo 

The stage's utmost ve^e. 

Al length a blow so swashing 
From gallant Smith's claymore 

On that of Simpson thunders — 
He toUen— (all»— 'tis o'er I 



And then— to show no malice 
Fester'd his soul within — 

The wicked corpse of Simpson, 
Me treated to some gin. 

Now be each scheming villun 
Ljke yonder Simpson floored ; 

And every gallant spirit meet 
With gallant Smith's reward ! 



Great Ibrahim of Egypt has promised the Lessee 
The Masauecade at Vauxhall he'll go in state to see ; 
To Allah he has vowed it— lo Allah and the Clown. 



That in his royal glass-coach he will in 

This is the first of twenty-three verse* of a not panicn- 
iBily good parody, which appeared in George Craikshank'a 
Ctmie Almanacifor 1S47. 



Tht Month. By Albeit Smith and John Leech. In the 
number for December 1851, of this scarce little magatia^ 
there was a long imitation of Macaulay, entitled 

The lNAUGUH*TtON OF THE MaVOH. 

Up ! Citisens of Ctipplegate — come Billingsgate, b^n I 
Rise ye of ancient Candlewick — up Parringdon Within, 
Now Castle Baynard, show youi strength — now Aldgatc, lead 

Ye City wards which ne'er were picked, since Mitory b^an, 

'Tis London's'aucient FestivaV auothn Mayor lo-day, 
Begins the civic sceptre of the Mtbsion House to sway ; 
BIythe the self congratulation — sad the wail of discontent, 
As the one gets into oSice. and tfae other out is sent. 

From the plains ofTair Belgiavia, from Tyburniaand the 

Troops of ruddy servant maidens on thdi holiday come forth. 
Each with snowy kerchiefs laden, which they never will 

nnlbid. 
Going wildly in diieclions just wherever they are told. 



Twenty -two verses follow here, describing the Lord 
Mayor's procession and banquet, topics which do not 
suggest any novelty to the poet, who concludes thus : — 
Let us hope that In the waking from the darkness to the 
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The coniipg day mar i«)"e the viiioTui of the niehl, 


So they spake, and, speaking, told 
The cabman where to ride. 






Aod with their books beneath their arm% 


•■ Show.- ' ' 


Plunged recklessly inside. 


Ainriiottn. 






And now they gain the entrance j 




Now on the steps they stand, 


The Cjtv Tournaubnt. 


And round them flock the students. 
To shake each by the hand ; 


Ho ! Policemen 1 get before them I 
Ho r Serjeants 1 clear the way I 


And now, with shouts and laughter. 
To the tune of the College Song, 


The Sheriffi ride in stale aod pride. 


They enter into the Common Hail, 


To the Gaildball Itwlay t 


Borne by the joyous throng, 


To the Gnildhall they're coming, 




Spile of the wind or rain; 


They gave them of the buttered bread. 


To preside at Civic Toomey, 
That makes a Chamberlain. 


That was of public right. 


As much as three big students 


This is the first verse of a long, and uninteresting, parody 
conleat between Sir John Key and Mr. Benjamin Scott, 


Could eat from mom to night ; 
They got the printed Class List, 

And set it up on high— 
And it nists until this day 

To witness if I lie. 


for the officB of Cily Chamberlain (London). Sir John 


Key was then saecessfnl, but in 1858 Mr. Scott obtained 


the office. 


(T«tnly-fi<^r,rrstiimitltd.) 


A B<«rf 0/ Punch, by Albert Smith, 1848, contains •■ A 




Lay of Ancient Rome,'' desoibiog the brave deeds of 


John D. Parley. 1872. 


Marcos Curlius, in burlesque verses, but it U not exactly 


From SavMa in Bhg^idand. 





Rout It's Revenge. 


Burlington. 


A Lk!/ 0/ thi Tripos. 


(A lay 0/ Begtnfi Park Coafgt.) 


It was a future Wrangler, Smith, 



The Senate of the London U- 

niversily thev swore. 
That the great house of Regent's Park 

Should pass its men no more. 
By their M.A.'s they swore it. 

And fixed the fatal day, 
And bade all their Professors pen 
Such questions as should keep the men 

From taking their B.A. 

There be an awfut Senate ; 

The wisest in the land, 
Who by the dread Examiners 

Both mom and evening stand, 
And with one voice the Senate, 

Like mean and stingy brutes. 
Have said, " Go forth, Eiaminers, 

And pluck them like old boots," 

Matrt Bailey, Salt, end Edwardi art smi up jar Ex- 
aminalien, tht ttrrora of ahiekart dtstriltd at length, bvl 
they managt to pass. 

Out came they, as not deigning 

Those other men to see ; 
Naught spake they to the Porter, 

Although he asked a fee ; 
But mentally in Regent's Park 

They saw the '' House " appear ; 
And they hailed a Hansom cabman 

Who happened to be near. 

"Oh, Cabby I gentle Cabby 1 

To whom the students pay. 
Three students' lives, three stadents' limbs. 

Take thou in charge this day.'' 



And gallantly he swore, 
' ' By blood and bones, by goose and groans, 

PI1 coach with Routh no more I 
1 hale his problem papers, 
Hisquillit do detest; 
Revision too, and manuscripts 
With horror fill my breast. 
My mind is fixed, I'll up at once 
And give him the straight lip." 
And so he did ; but Routh was out. 
So he gave it to his gyp ; 
Then Routh be smole a horrid smile, 
And grinned a ghastly giin ; 
" He wants lo lake it out of me, 
He'll be himself took in, 
He'll lose his place, alas, alas — 
And I shall lose his ' tin. ' '' 



The Day is come, the list it read. 
And Routb is there to see— 
The list is read which gives lo all 
A high or low d^ee. 
Name after name, till Smith 
Came out a Junior Optime. 

From Light Oretn. Cambridge, W. Metcalfe and Son, 



The new Naseby. 

By Obadiah Bind-th^-Pritais-in-Ouiina^nd-tht-Faddita- 

wilh-Linka-of-Iron, 0£iar in the Unionist Etgiti\tnt. 

Oh I wherefore went you forth a* in triumph to the North, 

With your speech at every stati 

inc read ? 



1, which the Tories t. 
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Oh, triumphant wuyoiu route, but bitter it Hi fniil, 
And mistaken was the line of foui Manifesto odd, 
Where you railed againsi the throng of the weallhy aa<l the 

And iwore the Feo^de's vcnce was the very voice of God. 

It was about the noon of ■ 



And the Grand Old man was there, with his scant and 
snowy hair. 
And CowBD, and Lord Rosebery, and Liberal hosts in 



And the Chief by Scot* adoted raiMd his head and baied 

And harangued hi* motley legions to form them to the 
figM; 
And manya cheer and shout from thdr listening ranks brake 

As the aged Sophist glosed upon justice, love, and right. 

And hirlc I like the roar of the surf upon the shore. 
The ciy of battle rises along our loyal line r 

For Union I for the Cause I for the Church ! for the Laws f 
For Salisbury the Splendid, and for J.MCph the Divine 1 



Punch. July 34, 1886. 

There was also a political parody in PuncA, February 13, 
1887, comparing Laid Randolph Churchill lo i^uiiitus 
Carliiia, and another on May 16, 1888, entitled " A Ballad 

"' " '""" nee" addressed lo Lord Wolseley, and 

o of Macaulay's TU Armuta. 



LANDDtLLtA. 

fPragauMts 0/ n Lag ning in tht Via Ctltra tJu wetk a/fer 
tin grtat BaItU btlaeta tht proud Patrician Kuriiit 
CetHiim Salbariui, aiid tlu Tribiuie BiUiiit OlatUtanina, 
great Champion of tht CoDtHiona, and fraiatr of Agra- 

Ye good men of Ihe Commons, with sturdy souls and [ru^ 
Who stood by brave Gladsionius, as he had stood by you. 
Come make a circle round me, and mark my lale with care, 
A tale of what Ihe Plebs have dared, and yet again may 



Of all the Upper Ten whose brows Ihe Strawbeny I 






St of the Patrician hoxl were marshalled on his side. 
And the Plebs eyed askance with doubt, which well he 

hoped was fear. 
That swarthy brow, that curling mouth, that ever seemed lo 



And none believed CecitiuG wished Ihe Commons aught bat 



Up from the Com doos briskly ibe fair Landbillia came, 
Offspriog of great GIftdilooius, thai Plebs-loved son offame- 
And up the Senate stair* she pasmd, and, as she danced 

Gladitonius warbled cheerily words of the good old son^ 
" She will return, [ know het well I" Ihus the fond Sire out- 

And Ihrougb^lhe Senate's portals bis mellow accents rang. 



So passed ihe fair Landbillia to those high halls above. 
Where pruud Patricioni bowed lo bet tbey something less 

than loved. 
So triumphed great GUdslonins, who rather ^mly smiled. 
As sour Cecilius once more led forth his cheiuhed child. 
Uninjured from Ihe ordeal stem ; but, smiling, dropt his 

blade. 
And those two doughty champions, so late for fight arrayed. 
Like Boius and like Coxus, each on other's shouTder felj. 
What lime the Commons chndiled, and the Plebs cried, 

"AllisweUl" 



PiMck. August i7, tSSi. 



HlBKKNtA. 

(FragtnaUt of a Xay aun^ an tht day wHm Me Patriot 
Bingir (anil jMTd Mayor) Sidlican iku rtUaid JHm 
duranct vHt, to "17u Harp that OMt in TuBamort tht 
ooul of mune ^led," ia strains of mingltd patriotioM aitd 

parody,) 

Ye good men of the Commons, with lo^ hearts and true. 
Who stand by us bold Irish, who now will stand by you. 
Come, light your weeds around me, and mark my tale with 

Of what poor Ireland oft hath borne, and yet may have lo 



Of all Ihe wicked Tories still the names are held accursed. 
And of all the wicked Tories black BaiCbnr was the worst, 
He stalked about Ihe Chamberlike a Bunthome in his pride. 
Or sprawled with tank and languid legs entangled or spread 



That brow of brass, that mouth of scorn, mark all the 

species still, 
For never was there Tory yet but wished the Irish ilL 
Nor locks he Gt attendance ; for ever al his heels 
Thai most notorious renegade, his Sub,, King-Harman, 

His written answer ready, be Ihe Question what it may. 
And the smile flickering 00 his cheek for augbt his Chief 
may say. 



" Now, by your children's cradles, now, by your father's 

graves. 
Be men to-day, ye liberals, or be for ever slaves I 
For Ibis did Cromwell give us laws f For this did Hamoden 

bleed ? ^ 

For this was [he great vengeance wrought, upon the Stuarl's 

Shall a cat's snarl alarm Ihe race who braved the lion's 



J? 
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SIuU we, who beat peti BeacoiuGdd, crouch to the bUnd 

Bilfonr? 
Oh, for that tncient inrit that curbed the nobles' will I 
Oh, for Ibe men of Thirty-two, who paiied the famoni Bill I 
In those biave days our Liberals stood Armly side by side, 
Tbey faced the Tory fui;, they tamed the Tory pride ; 
ShaU what their care b^neathed to us, om madoess fliag 

I* the ripe fruit of three-score yean all bliehied in a day ? 

crier, to the potline sumnioD the eager lbron|> I 

tribnnei, breathe the wotd of might thai guards the weak 

from WTODg I 
No, by the eaiUi beneath ni, and by the Ay abovo. 
We will not yield to Balfour's hate, Hibemia, whom we 

No, let the Maiden's Home be fre^ in Rule be hen, with 

She who now loathes ye— as a sla^e— will .love ye— as a 



Spare her the ioexinable wiones, the unutterable shame 
Of being tbacUed and coerc«i to suit your Parly gime; 
Lest, when her latest hope is fled, ber friends are ia despair. 



:t inexiriabli 
acUedand 

Yeleaio by proof in 
re I'' 



: wild houi, bow much the wretched 



Thb Saturnalia now prevail ; 

The white and classic foam 
Soars bigb above the porter pota 

Of proad and ancient Rome : 



A* the pot-boy, in hia toga. 

Salutes the vulgar ear. 
And front the seven hilU of Rcmo 

There is a festive shonl 
Of youths who ask each olber, " If 

I'beir mothers know they're oat." 
Then hail the Saturnalia, 

The toast, the ale, the flip. 
For many a nose, a Roman nose. 

In many a jug nill dtp. 

• In The Seali 0/ Balladt edited by " Bon Gauliier," there 
•re lii burlesque poems suOTOsed to have been written by 
competitors for the post of Fott Laureate, when, owiog to 
the death of Robert Southey, that office was vacant. T^ese 
are in imitation of Macaulay, Tom Moore, Tennyson, 
Lytton, and Montgomery. The imitation of Macaulay is enti- 
tled Tht Laartate't TourTUi/, it is by no means striking in iti 
resemblance, whilst i( is utteily destitute of humour, except 
for the introduction of one line of vulgar slang, in the midst 
of what would otherwise pass for a fairly melUfluoui second- 
rate ballid. The comic clement in nearly every ballad m 
that colleclioQ is obtained by the same trick in composition, 
which is laughable enough when it is novel and anexpected, 
but becomes tedious on frequent repetition. 

The numerous parodies of Lord Macatilay's 
prose writings will be given in a volume ol this 
collection to be especially devoted to prose 
parodies, aad imitations. 



THE DEVIL'S PROGRESS ON 
EARTH. 



Friak Bacon walks again. 

And Doctor Faastus too ; 
Proierpine and Pinto, 

And many a goblin crew. 
With that, a merry devil 

To make the airing vowed ; 
Huggle Duggle, Ha ! ha t ha 

The Devil laughed aloud. 



And there amongst the gallant* 
Hid spied such pretty sport ; 

There was such cunning juggling, 
And ladies gone so proud; 

Huggle Duggle, Ha t ha ! ha t 
The DevOlaughed aloud. 

With that into the city 

Away the Devil went ; 
To view the merchants' dealings 



He vent into the city, 

To see aU there wai well. 
Their scale* were false, their weights we, 

Thrir coosciencc fit for HeU ; 
And PaodaiS chose mogislrates. 

And Puritans allowed. 
Huggle Duegle, Ha I ha I ha [ 

The Devd lai^hed aloud. 

Wth that unto the country 

Away the Devil goeth j 
For there is all plain dealing, 

For tlut the Devil knowelh. 
But the rich man reaps the gains 

For which the poor man ploughed, 
Huggle Duggle, Ha I ha I na I 

The Devil Uugbed aloud. 

With thai the Devil In haste 

Took post away to Hell, 
And called bis fellow furies, 

And told them all on earth was well : 
That falsehood there did flourish. 

Plain dealing was in a cloud. 



Huggle Duggle, Ha t ba t h 
ne DeviU laughed aloud. 



This very odd, old poem doubtless gave (he 
hint for the modern " Devil's Walk," of which 
several different versions exist, and the author- 
ship of which has been variously ascribed to 
Professor Porson, to Robert Southey, and to 
Samuel Taylor Coleridge. 



IJigitizcchyGoOgIC 



PARODIES OF 



Dr. Vincent, ProteMor PortoD, being eul out at a vhist 
table ma about to take hi* leave. Mrs. Vinceni pnased 
bim to star, njiag : " I know you will not stay U yon ate 
doing nothing ; but the mbber will hood be over, when 
yon may go in, and, in the meantime, take a pen and ink 
at another table and write ui some verses." Dr. Vincent, 
iolhemidstof the game, seconded this request, and added, 
"I will give you asubjecL" 

"Yon iball suppose tbat (be Devil is come up among 
ns to see what we aredoiiig, and you shall tell us what ob- 
servations be makes." Porson obeyed tliese injunclions, 
sat down to write, and carried on his compcsilion liil his 
cruel proscription from the cards was at an end. Sitting 
down to the new rubber he put the manuscript into hii 
pocket. 

At sapper he was asked to read it, and, as hecnmmonly 
resisted every application for copies of bis prodactions o[ 
this kind, alady, with her pencil, beneath the table, wrote 
down what he read. Afterwards, with suitable apologies, 
she told him what she had done, and tntreated him (o re- 
vise her writing. Porson complied with her request, and 
the following is printed from the copy corrected by himself. 

As usual, under such circumstances, there are other 
M.S. copies with material varialioas. The lines are 
coloured by the party feelings of the author, and several 
of the topics introdoced serve to mark the data of tbe 



Tub Devil's Walk. 
From his brimstone-bed at break of day. 



And see how his stock (here goes on ; 
And over the hill, and over the dale. 

He rambled, and over the pUin — 
And backwards and forwards be switched h 

As a gentleman switches his can& 

And pray, now, how was the Devil dresl ? 

Ob, be was in bis Sunday best ; 
Hi* coat it was red, and his breeches blue. 

With a hole behind, which his tail went I 
He Hw a lawyer killing a viper. 

On a dunghill by his own stable ; 
And the Devil he smiled, for it put him in n 

Of Cain and his brother Abel. 






He saw an apothecary on a white horse. 

Ride by on bis avocations. 
Tbe Devil he smiled, for it put bim 

Of Death in (be Revelations. 
He stept into a rich bookseller's shop. 

Said he, " We are both of one college, 
For I myself sat, like a cormorant,* once. 

Hardly the tree of knowledge." 

He saw scbool-boys acting prayers at mom. 

And nangbty plays at night. 
And "Oho, Mr. Dean !'' be shouted, "1 weet 

My own good (rade goes right." 
He saw a cottage with a double coach-house, 

A cottage of gentility ; 
And tbe devil did grin, fur bis darling sin, 

Is pride that apes humility, 

• So elomb thU tint gnnd Ihltf 



Down the river did glide, with wind and tide, 

A pig with vast celerity ; 
And the Devil grinned, for be saw all the while 
How it cut it! own throat, and he thought with a smile 

Of England's commercial prosperity. 
As be passed through Coldbath Fields, he saw 

A solitary cell ; 
And tbe Devil he paused, for it gave bim a hint 

For improving hit prisons in bell. 

He saw a lamker in * trice 

Fetter a troublesome jade ; 
'' Nimbly," quoth he, " do the fingers mov^ 

If a man be but used to his trade." 
He saw (he same turnkey unfetter a nan. 

With but little expedition ; 
Whicb put bim in mind of the long debates 

On tbe slave trade abolition. 

He saw a certain minister 

(A miniiter to bis mind], 
Go up into a certain honse. 

With a majority behind ; 
Tbe Devil quoted Genesiii, 

Like a very learned clerk. 
How " Noah and all bis creeping things 

Went up into the Ark." 

Sir Nicholas grinned and switched bis tail 

With joy and admiration ; 
For he ttionght of his daughter Victory, 

And his darling babe Taxation. 
He saw General Gascoigne'i burning face. 

Which put bim in consternation ; 
So be hied (o bis lake, for, by a slight mistake 

He thought 'twas a general conflagration. 

A very cimilai version is included in (he pocticil works of 
S. T. Coleridge, with a note stating that several of the stanas 
were written by Robert Soalhey. This veruon ii dited Sep- 
teinl>er 1799, and it is stated (ha( i( was first printed ia (be 
Morning Post. Several slight verbal alterations occur in it, 
as well as the three following very inferior ttanias which do 



n tbe version ascribed to Professor Porson :- 



He SI 

As he passed by a methodist meeting ; — 
She holds a, consecrated key. 

And tbe Devil nods her a greeting. 
She tutaed up her nose, and said, 

" AviLunt I my name's Religion," 
And she looked to Mr. 

And leered Uke a love sick pigeon. 

He took from the pocv. 

And he gave to the rich. 
And he shook hands with a Scotchman, 

For he was not afraid of the itch. 

In the edition of Southey's works, collec(ed by hioiself. 
Vol. ni., the " Devil's Walk," is included, with 1 rather 
lengthy "Advertisement," b which Southey s(a(es that, 
although the poem was the joint composition of Coleridge 
and himself, it had been claimed for Professor Porson. 
"Professor Porson," he says, "never had any part in these 
verses as a writer, and it is for the first time that he now 
appears in them as the subject of two or three stanzas written 
some few years ago, when the fabricated story of bis having 
composed them . . . was revived." The itaous in 
question are more eipliei( than complimentary (o Ponon, or 
to any other cldmaat of the autbotiAip. This edition of the 
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"THE DEVIL'S WALK." 



" While the one was shaving 
Would he the song b^n ; 

And Ihe o:her when he heard 
In ready accord j( 



&c. 



n of TkeDtBil's Walk, was published in 
rous illustrations by Robert Crnikshtnk 
with > memoir of Poison by H. W. MontiKU. ■nd long and 
somewhat superfluous foot notes. 

Following close upon this were two inferior imitalkins, both 
illustrated by Robert Cruikshank, " Tlu Dmit'i Vi*it ; a 
poem, with notes by a Barrister, " Loadon, W. Kidd 1S30, 
and " Th* BetU DmVs Wati, NOT by Professor Forson," 
LonduoW. Kidd, 1831. 

"Of the 'Devil's Walk' there's been much talk. 

Add folks seem mighty curious ; 

Now thi* 11 the •BealVcvWi Walk,' 

And all Ihe re^t are tpurivus.'' 

This poem consists of sixty stanuu, many of which are 
directed a^nst leading politicians of the day, and generally 
it is out of date and uDiatecealing. Another long political 
iniitation, entitled "Satan B^ortntr, by Montgomeiy the 
Third," appeared in Blackwood for April 1S31, this was in 
tevcn parts, and was a strong protest against the Reform 
Agitation, the great political question of the day. It is too 
long to quote io full, but the first part wilt give an idea of its 
lone, allDough not nearly so strong in its language as the 

Satan Rbforhbr. 
Ptrt I. 
Satan laugh'd loud, when be heard that peace 

Was sign'd by the Ruling Powers : 
He was sipping his coffee with Talleyrand, 
And he put down his cup, and he slapp'd his hand, 
And cried. Now then the field is ours I 

He jack'd Ms portmanteau— for England, bo I — 

Reach'd Calais— and sailing over 
Look'd back upon France ; for he lympathiied 



He bad sported his tail and his hoins in a land 

Of tilasphemy, vice, and treason. 
The vast admiration of Monsieur Ytog ; 
But in England, quoth he. I must travel inct^. 

At least till the "Age of Reason." 

So his tail he tnck'd into his pantaloons. 
With a Brutus, all stivering and bairy. 

He hid bis pared horns, or rather the roots ; 

And he lootd, with his boofs in Wellington boots. 
Like a Miaister's Secretary. 

As be Invell'd to London, he stat'd about. 

And it caused him some vexation 
To lee matters looking so very well. 
But he went the first night to a noted Hell, 

And it gave him consolation. 

The Whigt left (heir cards as a matter of coune. 

For he'd letters of introditction ; 
And a very learned Gentleman Devil was be. 
In Pohtical Whig-Economy, 

And gave them the best instruction. 



They were such adept* tn the art of misrule. 
That he left them lo lecture the Radical School, 
Lest the Whigs should overreach 'em. 

For that, quoth Satan, yet must not be. 

And 1 hold it my chiefest glory, 
If 1 make Whig and Radical coalesce — 
And thus bring a^irs (a a damnable mess — 

Then adieu to the leiga of Tory. 



Thb Dbvil's Drive; 
An Vi^niAti Bliaptiidy. 

Thb Devil returned to hell by tvro. 
And he stay'd at home till five ; 
When he dined on some homiddes done in 
And a rebel or so in an Iria\ slew, 
And sausages made of a self-slain T^w — 
And belhougfat himself what next lo do, 
" And," quolb he, " l^ll lake a drive. 



And I'll see how my favi 



M thri^ 



"And whal shall I ride in?'' quoth Lucifer, then — 

" If I followed my taste, indeed, 
I should mount in a waggon of wounded men, 

And smile to see them bleed. 

But these will be fumish'd again and again. 

And at present my purpose is speed i 
To see my manor as mucn as I may, 
And walui thai no souls shall be poach'd awigr. 

" t have a stale-coach at Carlton House,* 

A chariot in Seymour Place; 
But they're lent to two friends, who make me amends, 

By driving my favourite pace : 

And they handle their reios with such a gnce. 

I have something for both at the end of their race. 

" So now for Ihe earth lo take my chance : '' 

Then up to Ihe earth ipmng he ; 
And making a jump from Moscow lo France, 

He stepwd across the sea. 
And rested his boof on a lum|rike road. 

No very great way from a Inshop's abode. 

But iint aa he flew, I forgot lo lay 
That he hovei'd a moment upon his way. 

To look upon Leipsic plain ; 
And so sweet to his eye was its sulphury glare. 
And so soft to his car waa the ciy of despair, 

That he perched on a mountain of slain ; 
And he gazed with delight from its growing bcighl. 

Nor often on earth had he seen such ■ sight. 

Nor his work done half as well : 
For the field ran so red with the blood of (he dead. 

That it blushed liked the waves of hell I 
Then loudly, aitd wildly, and long laugh'd he : 
" Methioks Ihcy have here little need of ou I " 
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A> round hei 

And ihe looked to heaven with that frcniieJ ai 
Which leeiD'd to aik if a God were there I 
And, stcelch'd by the wait of a ruined but. 
With iu ballaw cheek, and eyei half shut, 

A child of fajnine dyini; : 
And the carnage b^un, when resistance it dooe 

And the (all of the vtlnly BjriDS- 

But the Devil has reached our cliifa so nhiEe, 

And what did be there, I pray t 
If his eyes were good, hebul saw by night 

What we see every day ; 
But he made a loDt, and kept ajounuJ 
Of all the woDdtous sights DoctDroal, 
And he sold it in ahoiea to (he Jtfen of the Bate,* 
Who bid pretty well — but they ehtaUd him though I 
The Devil first saw, as he thought, the Hail, 

Its coachman and his coat ; 
So iostead of a pistol he cock'd his lail. 

And seiud him by Ihe throat : 
" Aha 1 " quoth he, " what have we bete ? 
'Tu a Mw barouche, «Ad an ancient peer.'' 

So he tat him on hit box again, 

And bade him have no feoi, 
But be true to Ma club, and ttauoch to his rein. 

Hit brothel, and his beer ; 
" Neat to seeing a lord at the council board, 

I would rather see hitn here." 



The Devil gat next to Westminster, 

And he tum'd to " the room " of the Commoni ; 
But he bcaid as he purposed to enter in there. 

That "the Lords "had received a summons; 
And he thought at a " fuondam aristocrat " 
He michl peep at the peers, though lo hear them were Si 

ADdheKalk'd up the house so like one of our own. 

That they say that he stood pretty near the thione. 

Hess 

The Lord Westi 
And Johnny of Norfolk- 

And Chatham, so like him friend Billy ; 
And be saw the tears io Lotd Eldon's eyes. 

Because the Catholics would not rise, 

In ipite of bis prayers and his prophecies ; 
And he heotd, which set Satan himself a staring — 
A certain Chief Justice say something like netanng. 
And the Devil was shock'd — ^and quoth be, "I must | 
For I lind we have much better manners below ; 
If thus he harangues, when he passes my border, 
I tbtll hint to fnend Moloch to call him to older.'' 



Death's Walk. 
Dbath roMfrom off his tombstone bed. 

With jojr aod agitation, 
For he bad had Halthnaian dreams 

Of txt overchaiged poptilation, 

•!.<. FaUmoiUr Sow. A PuUltlMr. "Mow Bui 
t Hm Borl ol Uvaipoel, who wu pnmlar tuna IBll I 



And first he 'gao to don hit clothes. 

Hit bony ribs to hide ; 
Of a couple of palls be made bit smalls, 

For bis thanks thejr were somewhat wide. 

For a kerchief around his neck ha tied 

A winding sheet in a noose, 
And he slipt his feet in the coffiiu of twins. 

Which made him a pair of shoes. 

From fifty coffins the cloth be tore, 

(The owners were dead at mutton) 
And a gay coat made — for on it be wore, 

A death plate for every bntioa. 

As to what be had to cover hii skull 

I really caonol speak poz, 
But he made of his dart a walking stick. 

And went forth like a FUigut as he was. 

First be called on a brewer of high renown. 
And be^ed of him to taste his own swig. 

But scarce had he time lo twig the hop 
Ere Death made him hop tht hsig. 

He saw a parson, like many there MX, 

Much icnider of taking than giving, 
So Death for once played the Bishop's part. 

And deprived him of his living. 

He made a lawyer (who was first in the law) 

And disclaimed all interference 
With the courts on earth— on those below. 

Soon enter Au a^pearanee. 

He caught a thief with parse in hand-^ 

Tbe haJler stopped his breath — 
For, aa if by the sudden tidings killed. 

The lUMs it was hit death. 

A bellows maker at bis work 

Death saw, and seeing, grinned. 
And he who made the bellows blow. 

Right soon did alip tht m»i. 

Unto a cobbler in hi) tlall 

No belter fate befell. 
Death quickly made him leave Ai« tnet, 

And bid hit latt farewell 

A t^rdenet — one of old Adam's trade — 

Who rose before Anron), 
Death saw and straight his power displayed 

By proving the florist's Floorer. 

but Death at last met with his match, 

An annuitant eighty and eight. 
Death knew that his life wonld be death to a scorei 

(For nought kills like envy and hate). 
So, because be should thereby get victims galore. 

He bade Ihe old gentleman wail. 

Anonymous. 



The Printer's Devil's Wore. 
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kad over the leader, and ovsr tba nen 
He ahimm'd^ end over the speecbei . 

And the lines in the leader ttood wide apart, 
UlieW ■ .. - . 



And pray what did the Devil do ? 

Oh t he wai eipeit at the art ; 
At first just to keep his hand in plajr, 

la B " Horrible MDrder " took part. 

Bnt the Devil he very aoon fioifb'd tfae job, 

And came to a tegiilar stand ; 
When, for the want of some better employment 

In a ■■ Robber; " he had a hand. 

Ha let up a joke by (V 1 ; 

Bat, ibiokiDK it caaldn't be meant. 
The Devil amil'd, for he beaded it 

'' A Serion* Accident. " 

A tpeecfa of the Harqnis of L 's came neit 

Bnt it wai bej^nd endnrance ; 
So the Devil took pit^ and beaded it 

'' A Uelanchol; Oocareoce. 

Bnt then tfae jooBg Devil betbonght himself. 

He might in an error fall ; 
For a speech snch as that, he clearly taw, 

Reqmr'd no luad at all. 

He then bad a speech oE H t's to do, 

Wbere, mirabiU didu I a word or 
Two of hi* Latin Mr. H. recollected ; 

And he called that a "Horrible Mnrder." 

A Joke, too, by C r, catne into his hands. 

Bat it was too willy a brevity 
To be C- r's own ; so be beaded It 

"Extraordinsiy Longevity.'' 

However, he thought at a heading like that, 
Some persons might kick up a bobbery ; 

And, *« the joke was a decided Joe Miller, 
He called it a -'Daring Robtwiy," 

He set np a leading arlicte on 

The advantage 'twoald be to the nation— 
If Lord Grey would but make a new batch of peei 

Which he called "Beauties of the Creation." 

A iipeecb on Rofonn, too, by W 1, ha did 

So full of disjointed inelegance. 
And so far from the purpose, be beaded it 

With the title of " Foreign Intelligence." 

The debate on Pluralities nest be campos'd ; 

Bat, finding the incomes so large 
And the duly «o little^ he headed it 

" Extraordinary Charge." 

An extract from Satan Montgomery's poema 
Is the next thing I be Devil commences ; 

But he tees that it's humbug, and, when it's com] 
He pats it among the " OBences." 



Thb OsvtL's Dkum. 

Thb Devil, one day, lay down to sleep, 
Though the fact improbable^seem : 

(Mankind is so used to bit whip and rein, 
He knew he conld Iroat bia team I) 

And straightway, having a qniet miiM, 
The Devil began to dream. 

And a« dreams recall what beat is known 

To men lo their waking boor*, 
The Devil, of course, cnuld do no ten 

Than dream of this world of oura, 
Whet ft ifaongh the TontAmOi la H«-ffaif^^ 

Hit potent effigy towers. 

He first ima^aed himself in Franca j 

Bat bia stay bad been ao long 
Therein, with the godly Emperor-King 

And the Commanistie throng. 
That he flew hap-hanrd over the te■I^ 

With an execration strong. 

He lit bli 

That a mist 
And be knew ..„ ._ 

That an abseel Sovereign rule* ; 
For had be mistaken England's fogs, 

He bad recognised her fool* I 

And hereabout, he wandered at will, 
'Iklid sights that gUddeoed his heart ; 

For hi* friends seemed many fo eveiy places— 
The cbnrcb, tba camp, and the mart j 

And tbe foe* of himaeu and Ignoranca, 
Were few and weary at heart, 



The dnty of mental cedty. 
And of SOMB-ON> always abont j 

And tbe Devil amilad : for he knew mcb men 
Were certain to find thai ont 

He xaw a person, who wrote bnrlesquM, 

In the act of fbrdng puni; 
And thought be must be a man of wai|^l ; 

For be knew, though such things ba ifaaDi^ 
That the heada of perton* who write b ' 

Weigb ever so many Ioiul 



a Hiuister who told 

Hi* elector* all bi* mind. 
And he smiled in his dream, remnnberiag 

That tbe blind conducting tba blind 
Shall both be honsed m the well-known ditch 

For all mdi anions designed. 

He dreamed that he unelt a corpw-lika mall. 
And flying, by instinct, o'er to It, 

Discovered a Small-Pox Hosidtal, 
And, in high good humonr, awon to It^^ 
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A knot of penons axceediog wise 

Were trying > sailor brave 
Who, sent to sea, in a rotten ship, 

His crew had contrived to save ; 
And the devil bowed, — respectine the man 

Who had beaten both him, and the wave. 

fBia verttt omitttd.} 
TktHiinul, November, aa, 1871. 



The Djvilb Politio. 

Fkoh bit biimttone bed at break of da; 

The devil a walking Ii gone, 
To vitit Mt ume little raim, the eaith, 

And see how hii stock goea on. 

At St. James'* HaU, like a prophet of good 
He commences hamanity'i work— 

"Unsheathe holy Rnitia, thy lanctilied sword. 
Not spare the ' anipeakable Turk. ' '' 

With a twitt and a Iwiil, and a sulpborous smell. 
He depuU with appiauie at hit Aon/,- 

And sUndng at Bennet'a, he winds up his tail. 
And to Coulantinople spins off. 

At Berlin he stops for a mieule to breathe 
And to tell the good newt to his cootio : 
" The doling^' old woman ' to mt you may leave.. 
It rub up the Rusrian." 



ine ' old ' 



He pused by \^enna. Count Andrassysaw him. 

And asked him to stop for a chat ; 
Bnl the Devil replied, " Yon may keep on see-siwi 

I'll call on you when I come back.'' 

Arriving in Turkey, but changing bis dresi, 
Herepaired 10 the Russian Headquulert, 
And eavein hii tvA—" A. gentUman cffhtpraa- 
'-' I0 uritt t^ B^garian tljiught»r»." 



Of the three following imitations only short exlracti are 
given, with the dales on which they appeared, the complete 
Doemi un easUy be obtained at Funek office. Fleet Street, 






Tm FoKESTALLEK's Walk. 
(Jfltr 8oiilhq/—and afUr a bad niy«, ) 
T»OU hia reatlet) bed at break of day 

The Forestaller walking has gone. 
To visit the half-rained farms Ua his mirth. 
And >ee how the cn^ get on. 

And over the bills, and through the wet iields 

He walked, and over the plain. 
And antward or homeward he heard the long tale 

Of the tuin canaed by the rain. 

He saw a Widow with Orphans three 

Go up to a Baker's door, 
Bnt she had to leave the loaf untonched. 

For he wanted a peony more. 



Jnst then the Sun's brif^t burning face, 

He saw with constemaliou. 
And home pell-mell hi% way did take ; 
For the Foiestallcr thought 'twas a great mistake. 

And it iilled him with indignation 1 

Funeh. September 10, 1S81. 

The DsriL's Walic 

Frok hi* sulphurous realm at the sun goes down 

The Devil is walking once more. 
To vi^t his favourite vmeyard, the Town 

That stretches by Thames'* ibore; 

Over the bridges and through the Parks 

He strolls, and along the street*, 
A presence that fails to elicit remarks 

Prom the hurrying hundreds he meets. 

There is noaght to suggest that he cumes as a guest 

From regions torridand droalhy, 
He has slleicd hia ways since the aimpler days 

Of Coleridge and Southey. 

A jacket of red and breeches of blue 

He knows would be far too striking. 
And as for a (ail !— even Darwin's crew 

Would hold that in sore misliking. 

He sees a spectral scare-crow thing 

Slink into a slnm-fonled' alley, 
.ind he mutters. " With cowl and vrilh bcythe and wing. 

Me might lord it in Death's own Valley. " 

eu, muck-sodden den. 



To the gutter ready to tumble. 
Says be, " Well, if this be the dwelling of w 
We haven't much reason to grumble;" 



Foul tilth its cracked walls si 



He aee* commingling of Labour and Vice 

In joint contamination. 
Quoth be, " This, indeed, were a spectacle nice 
For Belial'a contemplation." 

Sees Childhood, broken with ill-paid toil, 

'Midit tin's contagious venom. 
Saya he, " For friend Moloch's favourite spdL 

this beata the VaUey of Hianom. " 

Then he sees a House-jobber grubbing for gold 

Amidst festering Vice and Poverty cold. 

And aays he, "I've one henchman more trusty and bold 

Than the ogre worshipped in Ammon 1 
Beeliebub's doughty, and Attaroth's good. 
As *narers of souls with a crown or a anood, 
But the grst, most ubiquitoui, beat of my brood. 

Is my ruthlet), rapatabh Mammon [" 

So Satan, seeing that all went right 
In his big branci)- Hades by day and night 
To his personal pleanre and profit, 
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Back to bndqnaTten iwtft wended hit way. 
" I sbill sicben," laid he, " if mncb loncei I slaf : 
For tbDogb iuIfJiut'e not pleasant, I leat^ must sajr 
' Maninioo's Rents ' are more cbokjr tban TD[)het." 

PhucK. November l7, 18S3. 



5 Latest Walk. 



Over the dly, the suburb, the ilum. 



At a fleetly noctivagact ghost. 

He peeped in the Houses of Pailiament, 

And foDDd but a factious Babel. 
To a imi1« he was moved, for he thought, " They've 

On the atbry of Cbid and Abel." 

Re taw Law trying a Viper for slander. 

And searching a mock-hrap tor truth ; 
And he held his nose, and he said, " I suppose 
That poison and filth in a duplicate dose 

Have medicJDil virtues for Youth." 

He went into a Bookseller's >bop 
Hard by to a learned College ; 
And there, peeping over the shoulder of Youth, 
He saw how new Elates played ninepins with Tiuth ; 
How neo-Greek noodles, in poem and fiction. 
Draped dirtiest Ihonebts in the daintiest diction ; 
How Art uninspired souKht some stimulant fresh 
Id chiumel conceits, and the lusts of the flesh. 
Cried he, " This is cultme I The gauntest vulture 
On garbage will fatten, allowed to batten 
On the fruit of Ihia tiee of knowledge." 

He saw huge Stores that small shopkeepers smashed. 
To whose portals cuh-psying patricians up dashed ; 
Big Companies, that piled lucre— and crashed ; 
And the eyes of the Devil they sparkled and flashed. 

And he capered with great ogiUly. 
Said he, " Big Monopoly's now all the go ; 
Mankind is enamoured of site and of show. 
Modest industry's stupid, small enterprise slow. 
No Toom now for trade's little fishes, oh I no. 
To succeed you mast be a big whale who can 'blow.' 
I shall re-anange all my alTaiis down below, 
And convert them into a Joint-Stock Co,, 

With 'Limited Uabitity.' " 

PhmA. Jane iS, 1887. 



The Devil's Excvrsion to Lonikin. 



That he tucked up his tail, took the UoderBraund Tul, 
Bonght a "SatnTdKy Sneer " and a " Onblui Mail," 
And went off to tha •cene of action. 

At he passed the palatial manaioiu and dabs. 

Be nodded to fumy a ftiend ; 
And ha feaated hii eye* on the fetid atyea. 



And his ean on tha brutal oatlis and eriei. 
Where tha poor were packed uid peiued. 

And it nada his table nu^atty grin. 
For it needed no prophet to tell 
■t tha eeede that aowu of (orrow and aln. 



He saw eiric Divst, and some of his brood. 

At a sybarite feaat in the City ; 
And he thought of the tfaotuand* pining fbr bod. 
And the Dsnl himwlf was klmoat in the mood 

To feel a ■ensatlo& of pity. 

t the Uaniion House, law tlia Lord Timpit, 



To the Honsea of Parliament next he went. 

Bat to stay he w*« qaite unable. 
For tha jabber and jaw nude him feel to qnear. 
That he awore to hia ftiand Hnghea-Hallett, " Oh dew. 

It is wona than tha Tower of Babel 1 " 

Bat as Balfour wan near, he aaid, " Arthnr, my dear. 

Never care far J. M, or Trevelyan. 
Your nncle'a bold policy joat please* ma. 
So stick to coercion, and soon we nuy tea 

Pat goaded right into rebellion. " 

At midnight he wandered around the Weat-end. 

And remarked, with a daab of protknity, 
'' It'a a terrible, dissolute, profligate aink ; 
It makea me laogh, and I wink at I think 

Of British Chriatiamty. " 

Bnt the London Sunday tickled him moat. 

And he itroked hia tail with glee ; 

" Shut np all ii ' ''- 

' id open yonr , , 

And ao pay nomage t< 

Looking in at a meeting of Brewer* and Biugt, 

He aaid, amidst deafening chaars. 
Such alliea deterve mj beat oonaideration. 
And if yoa'ra dittarbed withont full oompenaation. 

Come for it to XE, mj deara. 



The TBTj idea of another great war 

Amongst Enropa'a conntleaa legiont 

Made him chaeUe, and dance, and voll ; 

And he tent a aiipenny wire to hal^ 
" Enlarge the infunal region*. *' 



It gave him, he aaid, a moat pleaaant aantation 
To »9e how they tinkered at education, 
(D. atemly called hiat to ordei.) 
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jQrt ■* h« wu tliiuking wUcn neit heihooU go, 

For Diffidt bad o«u«d him ■ HanTi 
Wba thonloli* •»« bat hU Oraoe Uis Prinuta 
So " to oblin fiaiuan," and caning Uie olimate, 
H« want back to Hall io • hnrr;. 

WiLUAM Phillips. 



"Tbmi is aLvikc SnBtT Abroad." 
Thi ipirit ot\yiag and lawtnt miKht 
Flew out of tbe Cui'i dominioni. 
He DCilher iwerred to tbe left nor rig^t 
But tore Ibe ait in bii headlong flight 
Witb the ilroke of bis blood-sprent [UDionv 
For fat awa<r in th&t woeful land 
They toaited Wureti and Balfoui'i band, 
And he harried to offer a helping band 
To aalocialic opinioni. 
He flew right over Trafalgar Sqaare 
And looked at the crowded ureel. 
And taid to himself witb joyful ataie, 
I baldly leem to be needed heie I 
Ah, that WW ■ nllant feat ; 
Up witb tbe bobbiei and down with tbe Reds, 
Break ibeir banner! and tmuh Iheii headi. 
Men and women and boya and m^d*. 
And trample 'em nndei yoot feet 1 '' 
His beak was dashed with a blood-red stain. 

Am) his heart wu all lulow. 
As be bnrried to HalReld House amain 



Not long he tarried, but flew &om there 

Over the Irish sew. 
To where yoong Arthur ao debonaii 
Wu playing a Tot/ election air 
On TuUamoie prison keys ; 
With philosophtcal-donblful pose, 
EyeinE a bundle of stolen clothes. 
And chanting merrily through his nose, 
" My nncle deals in ihe*e." 
The ipirit of lying aod lawleu might 

la a master of ttimming and tackine. 
He sits on the Treasury bench all nient. 
And teaches tbe Tories to scorn all right 



He is band and glove with " my nephen 



He will flonriib a pen for tbe London Timet, 

And prove to his own content — 
Witb the faultless logic of pantomimes — 
That lawful actions ue legal crimes 
And landlords ue heaven-sent. 
Tilt a wrathful people takes its stand 
Shoulder to shoulder and hand to hand. 
And drive* him back to hii native land. 
With his ugly pinions rent. 

Eknist a. BlMBti. 
n« War. Febmaiy 14, 1SS8. 



WINTHROP HACKWORTH PRAED. 

Born July 26, 1801. Died July ij, 1639. 

THE CHAUNT OF THE BRAZEN HEAD. 

I THIHK, whatever mortals cn*e, 

Witb impotent endeavour, — 
A wreath, a rank, a throne, a giav^ — 

Tbe world goes round for cvei : 
I think that life is not too long ; 

And thetefote I deiennine. 
That many people read a stmg 

Who will not read a tetmoa. 

I think the ttadiei of the wise, 

Tbe hero's noisy quarrel. 
The majesty of woman's eyes. 

The poet's cherished laurel. 
And all that makes us lean or fat. 

And all that charms or troublei, — 
This bubble is more bright than tfiat. 

Bat still Ihxy all are bubble*. 

I tbink that friars and ihdr hood*. 

Their doctrines and thrir maggots. 
Have lighted up too many feud*. 

And Mr too many faggots : 
I think, while lealots fast and frown. 

And Rght for two oi seven. 
That there are fifty toad* to town. 

And rather more to Heaven. 

I think that very few have sighed 

When fate at last has found them, 
Tbonch bitter foes weie by their side. 

And barren mos* around them : 
I think that some have died of dron^t, 

And lome have died of dtioking, 
I think that nought is worth a thoo^ht. 

And I'm a fool for thinking I 

(T%t eompUUponu eonaitU ofihirtim ttrna.) 

W. M. Pbaed. 

Thk Chaumt or tiik Political Buzbh Head. 
(Mr. GfatbtixM'* vnivn.) 

I THINK, that power the Tories crave, 

With impotent endeavour. 
Though Stafford it serene and suave, 

And Randolph rode and clever. 
I think my Ihou^t* upon the Ihiong 

Fall sweet as dews on HermoD : 
And that I'll set Aem to a song. 

Though apler *i a sermon. 

I think that some are men of parts, 
Whilst some are vulgar fractions. 

That tome ate good at Liberals arts. 
And tome at litxtal action* ; 

I think that Harcourt— with a bit- 
Is not ao bad a neighbour. 

Though one who at, and with lu* wit. 
Will laboui, and belabour. 
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Fawcelt tea niore Ihui lome with CTca, 
And Fontet'i uge, thongli lorrd ; 

That Gr*Dvillc bai m feline pat. 
Which much bi( foemen trouble*, 

So soft they «c*Tce luaow wbal he's it 
Until it pdckt their bnbbles. 



I ihink that Leadeikhip'i a play. 

Now Entrance and now Exit, 
When fortune iinilei upon il, ny. 

And >ad wben failures vex tt, 
like vessels in a leawsy rough, 

To pilchii prone and tosses ; 
With little peace, paio quantum luff, — 

A game of noDgnls and crosses. 
1 think the mirld, though hard it be. 

Affords one conitaot pleuure, — 
The feiling of the forest tree 

When one has health sod leisure. 
One volume — Boritr — all delight, 

One comrade— a ripe scholar, 
Onecfaoice— when one can't talk, to write, 

One ease— a loose shirt-collar. 

I think all aged Chiefs have sigbei). 

When years at last h»e found them : 
New friends— though loyal— at their side, 

New foe* — though tittle — round them, 
I think that those who long have fought 

Grow weuj, though nnshiiDkiag : 
I think — that now you know ray thou^t. 

And that I'm tiled of thinking. 

(four vena omOftd. ) 



Punch. Deeemheir s, iSBa. 



PLUS DE POLITIQUE. 

No politic* < — I cannot bear 

To tell oar ancient fame; 
No politic* 1—1 do not dare 

To paint our present shame t 
What we have been, what we most be. 

Let other minstrels say ; 
It U too dark a theme for me : 

No politics to-day I 



W. H. PRAU>, 1831. 



A L.TKIC PKOU HtCHBOKV. 

Bji JoK^ CKamierlain. 
No polilica I— I cannot bear 

To tetl our fucient [ame ; 
No politics I — I do not dare 

To paint our present ahame. 
What we have been, what we must 

Lot other minstrels say ; 
It is too dark a tbame for me — 

No polilica to-day t 



But now they're biodiaiE mi^ht and main 

And screwing me ajid you. 
I cried, " Three acres and a cow," 

The cursed yokels say : 
They've ^ a ion of coDBdence now- 

No pnbtica to-day I 

used to think my happy home 

Wat bee from ransom's law. 
Though manor-house and church'* dome 

Were caught in Demos' maw ; 
I paid no bOTODgh rates — but yon 

And I must run away ; 
Wa cannot tell what Morley'Il do— 

No politics to day t 

It (e«m* I've mistod the proper lack. 

That jnstice holds the field ; 
That an orating platform quack 

Is bound in time to yield. 
That men are not of pocket made. 

As Schnadborst used to say : 
That politic* is not a trade— 

No politics 10-day 1 

Let's talk of Spurgeon and of Dal^ 
Of Connie Gilchrist's eyes. 

Say, why did "Jim the Penman" fail, 
EWspite hi* brass and lies } 

Let's take to racing, try to win 
A competence, at play ; 

Let's take to fiddles, rattles, gin- 
No politics to-day 1 

PaU MaU Oaalte. May z8, i3S6. 



A LETTER OF ADVICE. 
(From MU» Utdora TnnUian, at Padua, to JTiM Anc 
minta Vamitour, in London. ) 

You tell me you're promised a lover. 

My own Araminta, next week ; 
Why cannot my fancy diicover 

The hue of his coat and bis cheek ? 
Alas 1 if he look like another, 

A vicar, a banker, a bean. 
Be deaf to your father and mother. 

My own Araminta, say "No " 



A Letter of Advice. 
(On a ftHding SUriion at Ikt AtSenatum (Sub.) 
You tell me that Whal-yoo-maccollnm 

Is up for election this week, 
And reasons, convincing and solemn, 

For votinft agaioit him you seek. 
Though Pollock propose, Arnold second. 

And a duke and a marquis or so 
Sopport him, they need not be reckoned j 

My own Atbenaum say "No." 
Though Browoiog and Bright try to kindle 

Your teal, and their notions instil — 
'lliough Trevelyan, and Millaia, and Tyndall 

Should tempt you to keep backyoar"pUl|'' 



IJigilizoc by Google 



PARODIES OF 



If you think he would frown onr cigan on. 
Or to siipenuy vbi&l prove a fo«, 

If he'* only a Gladstonile parscD, 
My own AlbeoKQOi, say " No.'" 

If you don'l, he will cut some new caper — 

P'raps accuse the cominiUep of crimes ; 
He will ruin Ibe club in note-paper. 

And use it lo wrilfl to the rimM. 
So give bim (he cleanest of clean " sacks," 

Let bim wander lo far Jericho ; 
To an aDibropoDorphisi of bean sacks 

My own Atbena;om, say "No." 

•ne Otobe. February ^S. 1888. 



REMEMBER, I REMEMBER. 
(Mufie by Mrs. Kdaant Piligerald.) 
poem mubt not be confounded with the 



"a fiand architectniol and biilorical borletta," in two act* ; 
and the prologue was 10 have been spoken bf Mr, 
Widdicomb, as Timt. The two acts comprise the com- 
mencement and completion, and a lapse of twenty years 
is supposed to take place between them, in which time "the 
hoy, who is the principal chatacter, becomes a middle- 

Tbe f^lowing duel is introduced by the hoy and the imaii 
in the second acl : — 



t, I remember. 

When I was a little boy. 

On the column in November 

I was given some employ. 

I help'd the man to build it. 
And we laboured hard and long 

Bat the granite catne up slowly 
For we were not veiy strong. 

I remember, I remember. 



(Thi 



Thomas Hood, having the same title, parodies of which are 
contained in Volume I. of this Collection.) 
I REUEMBER, I remember 

How my childhood fleeted by. — 
The mirth of its December, 

And the warmth of its July ; 
On my brow, love, on my brow, love. 

There are no signs of care ; 
But my pleasures are not now, love, 

Wbal childhood's pleasures were. 

Then the bowers— then the bowns 

Were biyihe as biythe could be ; 
And all their radiant flowers 

Were coronals for me ; 
Gems to-night, love — gems to-night, love, 

Are gleaming in my hair ; 
But they are not half so bright, love. 

As childhood's toses were. 

I was singing — I was sinking — 

And my songs were idle words ; 
But from my heart was spiinging 

Wild music like a bird's : 
Now I sing, love, — now I sing, love. 



Alinell 



But it 



I was meiiy— I was metry 

When my little lovers came. 
With a lily, ot a cherry, 

Oi a new invented game ; 
Now I've you, love, now I've you, love. 

To kneel before me theie ; 
But you know yon're not so true, love. 

As childhood's lovers wetel 

W. M. PttAED. 
J, 1833. 



We remember, we remember. 
When St Martin's bells were 

In the laying of the first stone, 
We both were very young. 



To see our labour done. 

We remember, we remember. 

But we heard it on the sly, 
'Twon't be Gnish'd next November 

Nor the subsequent July. 

PvneA. November *5, 1843. 

The Nelson Column io Trafalgar Square was long nn 
finished, and it was not till January, 1S67, that the fou 
lions, designed by Sir Edwin Landseei, were placed il 
position, thus completing the monumeot. 



The Farmrr's Corn Law Song. 
I remember — I remember — when the price was very bi^ 
I'd my hunters for December, and my racers for July j 
On my brow, Peel, on my brow, Fexl. 

There are sad signs of care ; 

For the prices are not Dow, Pbel, 

What once the prices were. 



To say a word of cheer. 
For the Squire and 'leclioneerers 
They never come aneai. 



The Nelson Column Drama. 
The eailiesl announcements of the late Covent Garden 
management was a piece entilled "Trafalgar Squa 



About the Weather. 
(A Fragment.) 
I REMEMBER, I remember, 
Ete my childhood flitted by. 



izcdbyGoOt^Ic 



W. M. PRAED. 



It wu cold IhcD in Decemba, 
And was warmei in July. 

In the winter there we;e fieeiings — 
In the summei (here were thaws ; 

BdI Ihe weather isn't now ai all 
Like what it used to was I 
Tht Mm in the Moon. Vol V. 



The Bankrupt to the Commissionbi 



On my back, !)ii, on my back. Sir, 
Thougb my coat is not thmdbaie — 

Yet those iracy things I lack, Sir, 
Which of yore I used to wear. 

(Tuw vtrsa omilltd.) 
Thi Fupptt Shov. July I, 1S48. 



M1ST1.KT0B Anticipations. 
(By a young gentleman " who knows wbat's good. ") 



ER, 1 remember, 

We the mistletoe hung high 
On a cold night in December, 

W ben (he Christmas Eve drew n^ 
I remember, from the ceiling 

IIow its gleaming berries shone 
On the jHetly drls there squealing, 

As I kiss'd them e»'ry one t 



How the mistletoe hung high 
Oa that cold night in December ; 
And the tale that hangs thereby. 

Then Ihe dancing, then the dancing, 

And the waving hiir all tress' d ; 
And Ihe bright eyes brighter glancing 
When the little waist was press'd ; 
And the flirting, and the flirting, 

Oh I how well I can recall t 
And the lips their charms asserting, 
For I think I kissed them all 1 1 
I remember, I remember. 

Each pretlT girl and kiss 
Andljodg • ■■ " 
Of the ft 

I wa* merry, I was merry, 

When my pretty cousins came ; 
For Iheir lips were tempting, (very I) 

So 1 kiss'd them ill the same I 
Girls that night, sir, girls thai night, sir. 

As frolicsome as fair, 
Kan about in wild delight, sir. 
When Ihe mistletoe was there. 
1 remember, I remember. 

How they feign'd to hale a kiss ; 

But they kiss'd in that December, 

And— I think they'll do so this ! 

CUTHBKRT BSDE. 

This imilatiot) first appeared to The Montt, December 
l8jl, a small humorous magaiine edited by Albert Smith, 



and itiuslrated by John Leech, which is now exceedingly 
scarce. The poem was afterwards included in " MolUy, 
Prose and Verse," by Culhbert Bede B.A., London, James 
Blackwood, 1855, Many parodies which appeared over the 
same well known nom-rfe-pitune between thirly and forty 
jears ago have been, and tlill remain lo be, quoted in this 
collection. The creator of Mr. Verdant Onrtn, still wields 
a prolific pen, but on more serious topics than of old, as witness 
his numerouscontribulionslo " Notes and Queries " on Folk 
Lore, and his recent history of " Folhcringhay and Mary, 
Queen of Scots " published. by Simpkin, Marshall £ Co., 
London. 



GOOD NIGHT TO THE SEASON. 
" So runs the world away."— ffflmW. 

GooD-MiOHT to the Season I 'Tis over ! 

Gay dwellings no longer are gay ; 
The courtier, the gambler, the lover. 

Are scattered like swallows away ; 
There's nobody left to invite one 

Except my good uncle and spouse ; 
My mistress is bathing at Brighton, 

My patron is sailing at Cowes r 
For want of a belter employment. 

Till Tonlo and Don can gel oul, 
I'll cultivate rural enjoy meni, 

An angle immensely for trout. 

Good-night to the Season I — the obbiei. 

Their changes, and rumours of change. 
Which startled the rustic Sir Bobbies, 

And made all the Bishops look Strange ; 
The breaches, and battles, and blunders. 

Performed by the Commons and Peers ; 
TTie Marquis's eloquent thunders ; 

The Baronet's eloquent cheers ; 
Denouncings of Papists and treasons. 

Of foreign dominion and oals ; 
Misrepresentations of reasons. 

And misondersCandings of notes. 

Good-righl to the Season 1— the buildings 

Enough lo moke Inigo sick ; 
The paintings, and plasterings, and gildings 

or stucco, and marble, and brick ; 
The orders deliciously blended, 

From love of effect, inlo one; 
The club-houses only intended, 

The palaces only begun ; 
The hell, where the fiend in Us glory 

Sits staring at putly and slones. 
And scrambles from story to slory. 

To rattle at midnight his bones. 

Good-ni 



Thefil 



o the Season !— the dances. 



llie glancings of rapturous glances. 

The fancyings of fancy costumes ; 
The pleasures which fashion makes duties 

The praisings of iiddtes aud flutes. 
The- luxury of looking at Beauties, 

The tedium of talking to mutes ; 
The female diplomatists, planner* 

Of matches for Laura and Jane i 
The ice of her Ladyship's manner^ 

The ice of bis Lordship's champagne. 



, Google 



PARODIES OF 



J lb« chieri of the Ihronf, 
TTie Lady Matilda's new paees, 

Tbe Lady Eliu'* new long ; 
Mill Fennel's maciw, which at Roodle'a 

Was held to have something lo uy ; 
Urs Splenetic's musical poodTei. 

Which baik " Batti Baiti " all da; ( 
The pony Sii Araby iported, 

Ai hot and as black >■ a coal. 
And Ihe Lion hii nolher imported. 

In beankini and eiease, from the Pole. 

Good-nigbl lo (he Season )— theToto, 

So very majestic and tall ; 
Miss Avion, whose sioging wai lo-M, 

And Fasu, divinest of all ; 
The laboui in vain of the ballet, 

So sadljr deficient in stan : 
The foteigners thronging the Alley, 

Exhaling the bteaUi of cigan ; 
The logi whete some heiress (how killing !) 

Environed with exquisites lils. 
The lovely one onl of her drilling. 

The tUIy one* oalof lh«r wits. 

Good-night to the Seaion ! — Ihe iplendonr 

That beamed in Ihe Spanish Bauar ; 
Whete I purchased— my heart ww »o tender— 

A cnrd-case, a puleboatd guitar, 
A bottle of perfume, a girdle, 

A lithogiaplied Riego, full grown. 
Whom bigoliy drew on a hurdle 

Thai aitiits might draw him on ttooe ; 
A small panorama of Seville, 

A tcap for demoliihing flies, 
A caricature of Ihe Devil, 

And ■ look from Miis Sheridan's eyes. 

Good-night to the Season 1 — the flowers 

Of Ihe grand horticultural fite, 
When boud<nrt were quitted for boweri, 

And Ihe fashion was — not to be late ; 
When all who had money ai.d leisure 

Grew rural o'er ices and wines, 
All pleasanlly toiling for pleasure. 

All hungrily pining for [nnei. 
And making of beautiful speeches. 

And marring of beautiful shows, 
And feeding on delicale peaches. 

And treading on delicate toes. 

Good-night lo the Season I — Another 

Will come, with lis trifles and toys, 
And hurry away, like ill brother, 

in sunshine, and odour, and noise- 
Will it come wilharoseor a briar? 

Will it come with a blessing or cune? 
Will its bonneu be lower or higher ? 

Will ill morals be belter or wone t 
Will it find me grown thinner or fatter, 

Or fonder of wrong or of right. 
Or married— or buried ?— no mailer .- 

Good night lo ibe Season— good n^hl ! 

WiNTBROP Mackwoith Prabd. 



Goot>-ByB TO THB Commons. 
GOOD-BVK to Ihe Commons I Theit places, 



Rode slrangera will seek lo obtain, 



And many familiar face* 

We nerer may look on again I 
Good-bye to their hasly expreuions. 

Their wrangles, contentions, and figbls 
Their atwolute waste of Ihe sessioni. 

Their "personal '' wrongs, and their rights. 
'ITie bailie they're off to prepare for. 

And aome who away from us-fly 
Will never return to us— therefore. 

Good-bye lo the Commons, good-bye 1 

Good-bye lo the Commons I To speeches 

Wilhout either reason or rhyme ; 
To Irish Home Rulers ; lo breaches 

Of privilege, wailing our lime ; 
Good-bve to each wordy oration : 

To Blue Books consigned lo the shelves; 
To small men who speak for " Ihe nation," 

To great men who speak for themselves ; 
To voices once strong, now grown weaker, 

" " 'rs litlle and big — 



His chair, and his gown, i 






__, , _ lilent, and still ; 

Good-bye lo their vaiioDS hoblues. 

To molion, and queilion, and bill ; 
Their "Ayes" and their " Noes '* and Iheir prattle. 

Their sittings so early and lale — 
For the trumpet has called tbem to battle, 

And none can be sure of their fate. 
We breathe juit one ligh as they scatter, 

Yel, somehow, we cannot deny 
They've bored us immensely — no matter ; 

Good-bye lo Ibe Commons, Good-bye 1 

Ainnyfbtt*. MaKh =7, iBSo. 



Valk. 

GOOP-BTI to the Season, iu croase*. 
Its care, and caress, it* cabal, — 
Let ni drown both its gain and its losses 

In Slyx, or the Suet Canal ! 
Though pleasure be near, or too far be, 

We^ve kept it op eailv and Ule, 
From Ihe doM tui ihe din of the Derby 

To the Fair at the Kensington fWe. 
Let the deapenUe dog, or the dreamer 

Dividing his lips with a weed, 
Rectoss the sick sireah in a steamer, 

A travelling tourist — in Iweed I 



(IV«H 



d.) 



Good-b 



re to tbe Seston 1 but listen, 
Ime keeps reversing his sand, 
Fresh teara in loved eyelids will glislen. 

And hand will keep searching lot band. 
We shall come from Ihe i^ and the heather. 

Refreshed and with faces burned brown, 
To face life wilb courage ir^elher, 

Or find care in charge of ihe town. 
Though the past to the loved one and lover 

Be sorrow, snccess, or a spell, 
II ha* passed like a dream and is over, 

Good-bye to Ihe Season ! Faiewcll I 



July iS, 18S3. 
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W. M. 


PRAED. aoi 


GoOD-Bvi TO THI S&ASON. 


Are given to leaving behind them 
Of ■■ b*s " a welt-de6ned track. 




GOOMYS to the «Mon t Ti. ended! 




My fricDdi are all flitting away. 


Not speak of the year's recreations, 




lis billiaidi, its crickel galore ; 


From Goodwood, that last wearj- day. 


With breaks and wiih scotes-such sensatioiu 


Will no one invito me, I wondrr. 


As London oe'er looked on befpre t 


To join them in ihooling their moor. 


Nor talk of the lamp-Ill " Inventions," 


Or shall 1 be left here to ponder, 

While my chancei eet &«er and fower i 
Lord H. hu gOM uiling at Cowei, 




A sum of enonnous dimeosions 


Paid over to lUtle Herr Straus* ; 




Nor even allude to those icandalt. 


And ChwlWtgooe North with bis tpoaw. 


The which, it w^-uld certainly seem. 
That people with nominal handles 


Ah 1 Who ii there left to invite one t 




Their personal property deem. 


Good-bye to the uuoD 1 The HouMt 




Are leaving their Billi in the lurch, 


Yes, these are (he sign* of the season. 




And these are (he lesHias we'd teach, 


While BradUash looks after Ibe Church, 
And Watton has blocked his last measure. 


As, mingling with rhyming our reaaon, 


We Iry to a homily preach. 
And out of the season^* excesses- 


And Worms has forgotten the RoMian. 


And Granville chuckles with pleasure, 
And dreams of his ally the Prussian ; 


Its Ms, and iu follies, and loys- 


Pick out what our mind most impresses 


And Cairns in the Strand's ii»eet seclusioa 


Amidst all its notions and noise j 


I* blessing Oaimoylo and dear '■ Forty " ; 






'i'o those who its truths should apply, 
Cry again, as our rhymes we are ending, 


An joined for a sign to the haughty. 




"Good bye to the Season! Good bye 1 " 


fTteovtriaomiltal.) 


{Six vtria omilttd.) 


Good-bye lo the season 1 We care not 


2rulh. August 6, 1885. 


What the next may relinquish or brioe. 




11 low dresses wo wear oi we wear not. 




When green are the trees in the spring. 


Fakewbll to tkk Season. 


If tight laces and vile crinolettes. 




Disfigure the fotms of our girls, 


Fakewell to the Season I Not often 


We lake U so early as June J 


Or iron their hair into curls. 


8u[ Chamubklain nothing could soften. 


If the season is heavy or fast is. 


The Parties were all out of tune. 


If the beautie* are many or few ; 


And so dissolution confronts us. 


We don't care if this teasin oor last is, 


Ere roses are fairly in bloom, 


(For our sweetheart ii married) do yon ? 
Ufi. AoguM 33, 1883. 


And GLADSToua from Westminster buoU ni 


To challenge our fate, and his doom. 




Farewell to the Season t 'Twas scurvy 




Of William to pUy us this trick. 


GooD-BVE TO THB Season. 


Sets everything all topsy-turvy, 




And banishes trade to Old Nick. 


GoOD-BVB lo the season ! 'Tia over. 


The Shopkeeper sighs with vexation. 

The Aldliner moans in despair ; 
In the West there is wild tribulation | 


And London no longer is gay. 


To Perth, to Pentance, and to Dover 


(For Paris) all fantry away. 


Teeth grinding and tearing of hair. 


There's scarce a soul left in this hot land. 




Fo: >U (be world now, and hii spouse. 


Farewell (0 the Season ! The hunter 


If not making tracks up to Scotland, 


Ofhuibaod. ii Uulked of her fiame, 


Pretend to be yachting at Cowcs. 


There is grief in the bosom of GumteK, 


All Regent-Street's soul is a-flamc. 


Strove vainly for husbands in town. 


The Row is a wilderness utter. 




The Livery Subles look sad, 








And MsterfamiUas goes mad. 


To aU its chief items go through 




Farewell (0 the Season 1 How dlcgy 


Would lengthen our rhymes so unduly. 
We dare not the subject pursue 1 


The shirkers, (he stumped, and the stingy 


Nor dwell on those purse-proud preteodeis, 


May welcome the change lo be sure ; 


Who, ever >0 ill at their ease. 


But votaries of Commerce and Cupid, 


Give dinnen, whose shoddyith splendour* 


Young seekers of fortune or fame. 


Are far loo oppressive to please, 




And who. wheresoever we find them— 


And vote it a Ibundei1t« shame 1 




Pu«e*. July 3, .886. 
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PARODIES OF 



In Ihe tnmmec of 1S87 lh« Piuile Editor of Tralh offered 
■ pciie of two ^neas fot th« betl parody of Praed's poem, 
uid 00 August IK, and SqHenibet 8, 1SS7, he publiibed ■ 
doMD of the parodies aenl in for the competition. The priie 
wa* awarded to the following, written by Mr. G. M. tl. 
Flayfair, which is the only one worthy of reproduction :— 

So the Jnbilee'i over. Thank Eoodneu I 

I tcaice fancy, from all Ibal I hear, 
We could stand (be it laid without ludettets) 



IS fairlv well maoaged, we know. 
Since not eTen the critical Labby 

Could deny 'twas a mighty fine show. 
Such ■ crowd I Never saw I a larger. 

And what cheering. Of that was do lack. 
When tbey saw gallant Friti on his charger, 

Aod the Maiquis of Lonie on bii back. 

Never was such a Royal OTation 

Since the history of England began ; 
We had Princes of every nation. 

We had Daimios straight from Japan. 
There was soienesi, of course, and dissenuoa 

Haughty Uolkai was sparing of smiles, 
Feeling hurt he should gel less attention 

llian the Queen of the Cannibal Isles. 
Apsley House flew historical banoera, 

Mr. Smith spent a foiluoe in gas, 
V,R.I. praised her people's good manners, 

'-' - ^-'-'- ^tedMts: " 



And a bobby arrested 



IS Cass. 



Now the Jubilee season ii orer: 

There are met at Victoria no end 
Of Sereoitiei hasting to Doxer, 

Of Transparencies bound for Ostend 
While the Queen, with a thankful expression, 

Packs her bag and portmanteau for Cowes ; 
Albert E. leaves the cook in possession 

As he migrates from Marll»rough House. 
The bean monde copies Royalty's caper. 

And (excepting mere tradesmen and boors) 
Every soul shiouds bit window in paper, 

And is oGF to the seaside or moors. 

So the Park is deserted. The keeper 

Stalks alone where pricked rider and groom. 
All unswept is the crossing, the sweeper 

Standing idly at ease with his broom. 
Where but now rolled the Marquis's carrii^ 

The rare hansom crawls, hopeless of fare. 
And there is not one notice of mairiage 

On the books of St. George of the Square. 
All the noise and the glitter are banished 

That came in with the Jubilee ;reai ; 
Passed away into Ewigknt— vanished 

With Hans BreitmjuiD'* proverlnal beer. 

AWFtJL WARStOR. 



When rural boroughi 
Or lovely mudens sold ; 

When setl'^ia reckoned less than 
Or honour more than gold j 



i/Pratd.) 
not bcn^hl. 



When money does not make the man. 

Or gooseberries champagne ; 
When Poet Closes verses scan,— 

I may be yours again I 

When Tuisand's wax-works lean to Ibink 

Or Tories to be wise i 
When local rates begin to sink [ 

Or Spanish scrip to rise ; 
When German ptincei live at home. 

Or swells in Drnry-lane ; 
When Dr. Gumming goei to Rome, — 

I may be yours again I 

When knaves and ranters cease to preach. 

Or evening prints to lie ; 
When tyros do not try to teach. 

Or ully girts to dye ; 
When Oibme quite forgets to jest, 

Or Ireland to compTaJn ; 
When taxes are DO more assest'd— 

I may be yourt again I 

When law and justice both unite. 

Or Swan and Edgar part ; 
When London gas gives better light. 

Or Anton takes to art ; 
When Lncester-sqnare begins to smile, 

Oi " Bradshaw*' to be pl^n ; 



When Lord Feniance shall 
Or gaols no longer stand 






When want is banished from our shore. 

Or love is in the land ; 
When earth is rid of every woe. 

Or fools are blest with brain- 
Why then, my faithless channer, know 

I may be yours again I 

AMONVHOtJS. 



Sleep, Mr. Speaker, 'lis surely fair. 

If yon mayn't in your bed that you iboald in yont d 

Louder and longer now they grow, 

Tory and Radical, aye and no, 

Talking by night, and talking by day. 

Sleep, Mr, Speaker, sleep while you may. 

Sleep, Mr. Speaker ; slumber ties 

Light and brief on a speaker's eyes. 

Fielden or Finn in a minute or two 

Some disorderly thing will do ; 

Riot will chase repose away, 

Sleep, Mr. Speaker, sleep while you may. 

Sleep, Mr, Speaker ; sweet to men 

Is the sleep that cometh but now and thcn^ 

Sweet to the weary, sweet to the ill. 

Sweet to the children that work in the mill ; 

Vou have more need of repose than they — 

Sleep, Mr. Speaker, sleep while you may. 



Sleep, Mr. Speaker, Harrev will k 
Move to abolish the ton ana the m 



xc by Google 



"THE BEGGAR'S PETITION," 



Hnme wilt no doobl be taking the *eiiM 
Of (he HoDie on i queilion of sixteen-peoce j 
SlateimeD will howl and patriots brajr : 
Steep, Mi. Speaker, [leep while you mty. 

Steep, Mr. Speatcer, and dream or the lime 
When loyalty was not quite a crime. 
When Grant was a pupil in Canning! Mhool, 
And Palmenton fancied Wood a TodI. 



Then like the laik I sprightly hall'd the mom, 
But ah I oppiession forced me from my cot. 
My cattle died, and blighted was my com. 



WlNTHROP Mackwokth Pbaed. 

This puody is often refened to as being very devti, 
partly, no doubt, on account of its having been written by 
Piaed. It is certainly a very fair parody, and the original 
Lullaig, in the drama of Otiy Mannirinff, is Deilhcr so very 
pathetic, noi so very beaatiful, that a humorous imitation of 
It can give offence. The parody has, however, one defect, it 
is scarcely close enough in its imitation of the original : — 
O, HUSH thee, my babie !— the time will soon come. 
When thy sleep shall be brakcu by trumpet and drum I 
Then hash thee, my darling, take rest while you may. 
For strife comes with manhood, and waking with day. 



lly lender wife, sweet soother of my cue. 
Struck with ud anguish at the stem decree. 

Fell, lingering fell, a victim to despair. 
And left the world to wretchednest and me. 

Pity the sorrows of a poor old man, 

whose trembling limbs have borne him to your door ; 
Whose days are dwindling to (he shortest span ; 

Oh I give relief, and heaven will bleu your store. 

A Hebrew translalioa of this poem, by Mr, Willian 
Salater, appeared in Kottabci, VoL 3, Mo. tz. Ililatr 
Term, 1881. 



many talented young writers. 



THE BEGGAR'S PETITION. 
Tbotnss Moss, a minister of Drierly Hill, 
Staffordshire, who died in 1808, published ano- 
nymously in 1769, a volume of miscellaneous 
poems, one of which, " The fieggar's Petition," 
became immediately popular. 

Pity the sorrows of a poor old man. 

Whose (lembling limbs have borne him to your door ; 
Whose days are dwindling to the shortest span ; 

Oh I give relief and heaven will bless your store. 

These tattered clothes my poverty bespeak. 
These hoary locks proclaim my lengthened yean ; 

And many a furrow in my grief-worn cheek. 
Has been the channel to a flood of (ears. 

Yon bouse, eiacted on the rising ground, 
With tempting aspect drew me from my road ; 

For plenty (here a reudence has found. 
And grandeur a magnijicent abode. 



Oh 1 take me to your hospitable dome : 
Keen blows the wind and piercing is the cold : 



Should I reveal the sources of my grief. 
If sofl humaniiT e'er touch'd your breast, 

Vour hands would not withhold the kind relief. 
And tears of pity would not be repressed. 



The Goose's Petition, 

Pity the sorrows of a poor old Goose, 
Whose feeble stepa nave borne her to your door. 

Broke down with sorrow, tome, and past all use, 
Uh I give me com, and Heaven will bless your Itoie. 

My feather'd coat, once lily white, and sleek, 
By cruet ptuckings crown so bare and thin ; 

These ragi, alas; doth misery bespeak. 
And show my bones, just starting thro' the skin. 

Come, Biddy, come, that weli-known pleasing sound. 
Stole in soft murmurs from Dame Fartlet's farm ; 

For plenty there, in youthful davs, I found. 
So waddled on, unconscious then of harm. 

Soon as I leach'd this once blest, happy cot. 
Feeding the pigs, came Foitlet from the stye ; 

More kicks than halfpence 1 too surety got. 
She sds'd a broomstick, and knock'd out my eye. 

A bandy cur, sworn foe to all our race, 

Some few years past, when I was strong and plump. 
Who, if t hiss'd, would run and hide his face. 

Now boldly tears my breeches from my * ■ • 

The wall-eye'd brute nexl bit me Ihro' (he leg : 
A naugh(y bor too, out of wanton joke. 

For whom I've laid, aye, many and many an egg, 
Seii'd up a stone, and this left [anion broke. 

To eo from hence you see I am not able •, 



St Michael's fatal day approaches near; 

A day we all have reason sure to curse ; 
E'en at (he name my blood run* cold with fear, 

So inimical is that Saint to ui. 



IJigilizocbyGoO<^le 
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YoD hkvc oiisfortiines ; why should I repine ? 

We're bom foi food to maa, full well I know ; 
But nu; your Tale, ah 1 nevei be like mine, 

A pool old Gooie, or miseij and woe. 

A numaoas flock elected me their Queen ; 

I (hen wu held of all out race the pride ; 
When a bold Gander, waddling from Krnok Gteen, 

Declar'd his love, and I became his bcide. 

Goslingi we hid, dear comfoiti of my life; 

But a vile cook, by mme mad fancy bil. 
My pretty cacklers kill'd, then stufTd with sage. 
And their sweet formi expos'd upon the spit. 

The murd'resi next seii'd on my tender mate ; 

Alat r he was too fat to run or fly ; 
Like hit poor infanta, yielded unto fate, 

And with bis giblets. Cook she made a pie. 

Pity the sorrows of a poor old Goose, 
whose feeble steps have borne her to your door. 

Broke down with sorrow, laroe, and past all use. 
Oh I give me com, and Heaven will bless your sla 

7lu Bur«ptan Uagaiiitt. 1S04. 



The Third Class Tsaveli.eh's Petition. 

Pity the sorrows of a third class man. 

Whose trembling limbs with snow are whitra'd o'er. 
Who for his fare has paid you oil he con : 

Cover him in, and let bim freese do more I 

This dripping hat my roofless pen bespeaks. 
So does the puddle reaching to mjr knees ; 

Behold my pinch'd red nose — my shrivell'd cheeks : 
You should not have such carriages as these. 

In vain I stamp to warm my aching feet, 

I only paddle in a pool ot liuih ; 
My stiffen'd hands in vain I blow and beat ; 

Tear* from my eyes congealing as they gush. 

Keen blows the wind ; the sleet comes petting down. 
And here I'm standing in the open air 1 

Long is my dreary journey up la tavra, 
That is, alive, if ever I get there. 

Oh I from the weather, when it snows and ralni. 
You might ai well, at least, defend the Poor ; 

It would not cost you mach, with all your gains : 
Covet n* in, and luck attend your itore. 



Piuteh. March 1, 1845. 



rough wooden seats. 

The Stag's Petition. 

Fmr the wnows of a poor old Stag, 
Brought by the panic to the w^ikhouse door ; 

Whose Scrip has dwindled into worthless rag : 
Oh t give relief ; part of his loss restore 1 



1 cannot liqui dale the calls with tears. 



Von line, projected 01 

With templing pros 
For plenty there the I . 

And the Direclots grandly cut a dash. 

Hard is the fate of him who holds the Shares ; 

For when a slice of their rich gains I sought. 
The pimper'd secretary only stares, 

And tells me to go back to Capel Court. 

Oh 1 take me to your comfortable Board ; 

Down is the Scrip — the Times are veir cold I 
Some of your premium you might afford, 

For I'm let in, while you — for profits— sold. 



For to yourseWea you have done "good 1^ stealth," 
And even you might blush to And it fame. 

You sent allotments — and 'lis very fine 
That, spite of panics, vou unharmed should be ; 

Some of your premium should have been mine ; 
Why should the discount all devolve on me ? 

A litlle batch of ten you did allot. 

Then, like a trump, I my deposit paid 1 
Bui ah I the panic to the City eat. 

And not a sixpence now's to be made I 

My broker once hii friendship used to brag ; 

Check'd by the panic in his leal to pay. 
He casts me off, a poor abandoned stag. 

And sternly bids me think of settling day. 

My creditors, who know I've dealt in Shares, 
Struck with suspicion at the wreck they see. 

Tell me for worthless Scrip there's no one cares, 
But ready money Ifaey must have from me. 



From Oeorge Cruiitlutnli'M Tablt Book. 1845. 



the panic came the Stags got severely pinched, they could 
neither sell thdi scrip, nor pay the calls as they became 
due. Cope] Court is one of^lhe entrances In the Loodon 



The Lambkt of Westminster Beidce. 



Those falling stones my craiiness bespeak. 

My smok^ried aspect tells my lengihen'd years. 

And many a furrow, worn into a creek. 
The rain has made a channel for its tears. 

Von houses built on the adjacent ground 
Have upon me my linal doom beslow'd : 

The Commons there a residence have found ; 
The ruroge a magnificeat abode. 



c by Google 



"THE BEGGAR'S PETITION." 



Hard U the Tale of aa inGim old [mIc, 
While dailf sinkinEon a cold damp bed ; 

ir thtj don't move me in a little while 
I certain]; (hall tumble down iiutead. 

Hy wtetcbed lot yoai interfeieDce claimi, 
Hucfa longer I cannot together bold ; 

Some morning I shall drop into the Ttnmes, 
For I am weak and misernblj old. 

ritr the lorrows of a poor old bridge, 

Whole tottering ilate ha* made him quite a bore, 
His pier* hare innlc down to the river's ridge, 

Oh I cast him off, lett he thonld tumble o'er. 



The Bigoiho Impostor's Petition. 

Pity the Mxrows of a poor old man 
Whose bandaged limbs have broaghl him to yonr door 

Who rolls his eyeballs on a famous plui 
Which be has practised for a month or mora. 

This studied shake paralysis bespeaks— 
This shred of onion makes the best of tean ; 

And 'nealh the whiteniog plaster on my cheeks. 
The flush of last night's lushing disappears. 

YoD hooM erected on a rising ground, 

(A serious maiden lady's snug abode) 
I visited, and there with depth profound, 

A touch of first-rate pantomime I showed. 

Bat, ah I how merit in this world gets stopp'd 1 

Just as to groan and shiver I'd begun— 
A pamper'd peeler ronnd the corner popp'd. 

And made me shoulder up my crutch and run. 

Oh, stand a trifle (just one's throat to wet) — 

See how my eye with tears of anguish swims ; 
But make it something decent, or you'll get, 
Ahem ! — not blessings on your eyes and limbs. 

t^ty the sorrows of a poor old man. 

Whose bandaged limbs have borne him to yonr door I 
Who in these dreadful times — try all he can, 

Can only make two pounds a day— no more I 

Tkt Uan in fu Moon. Vol. V. 1849. 



Tbb Prince's Prtitioh. 

Prry the trouble* of a poor Tonng Prince, 

Whose costly scheme hai notne him to yovr door ; 

Who's in a fix— the matter not to mince— 
Oh, help him out, and Commerce swell your store. 



Yon house, whose walls with casements tall abonnd. 
With look of affluence drew me from the road ; 

But grumbling there a residence had found, 
I^ght was BO plaguy dear at tbat abode. 



, for a lark, I broach'd my plan, one mora ; 

But ah I Taxation to such height has got. 
That I'm afraid the thing will fait still-bom. 

The Income Tax, that burden of the a^e, 

NaiTowi the comforts of so many a home. 
That peoiJe can't affoid me (nitronage, 

And I am doomed for charily to roam, 

The limome duties that on Knowledge bear, 

Retained by Governmcnt'i nnwiie decree, 
A farthing will not lei the poor roan spare 

To aid all nations' industry and me. 

Pity the sorrows of a poor young Prince, 
whose coitly scheme has borne him to your dooi ; 

Who's in a fix— the matter not to mince— 
Oh, help him out, and Commerce swell your store t 

PanA. 1S50. 

Prince Albert was then begding for subscriptitms lor 
the guarantee fund of the 1851 Exhibition, in doing which 
he incurred almost aa much ndicule, sod opposition, as the 
Prince of Wales has recently had to suffer in connection 
with bis bivorite scheme, the Imperial Institute. 



The Young Lady's Complaint. 
(AdiraHdto itatri. Eat^nd Ji Bon, from tht Statidt.) 

PiTv the sorrows of a poor youug girl, 
(O, Rowland, great for oil and Kalydor ;) 

Whose tiresome ringlets will not keep in eurl, 
Tho' they're with hair-pins skewer'd o'er and o'er. 

In vain at eve I paper them with care. 

At morn releasing them in due array ; 
Ere breakfast's done all loose and limp they are. 

And I've to curl them twenty times a day. 

'Mid the parade's atlractions could I show ? 

Dank and disbevell'd will my ringlets be ; 
I know the Capiain doesn't tike bat^taax. 

Yet what resource beside is left for me 7 

O, Mr. Rowland, do contrive some charm 
Tbat by the sea may keep our hair in curl ; 

Call it the Bosiryk-Oceanic Balm, 
And take tbe blessings of each English girl. 



Diegma. September, iSjj. 



The Clerk's Petition. 

Pity the sorrows of a poor old Clerk, 

Whose trembling limbs have borne him to your door. 
Whose eyes are gone, his bands too weak to work. 

Give him a fair allowance, and no more. 

The Treasury hard masters seemed to be. 
And to the House with hopeful hearts we came^ 

Deeming with kindlier eye our case 'twould see. 
And lend more liberal hearing la our claim. 



IJigilizocbyGoO<^le 
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VaiD hope, alas t — the measure yon propoee 
But lerves to make oar hard lot harder itUl ; 

Leave ui untouched ; we'll bear our preMOt wo 
But save ui from the Civil Semce Bill. 



Punth. Augntl s, 1856. 



The Beggar's Petition, 
(nt Tiehtomt Claimanl.) 

Pity tlie sorrovi of an ill-used man, 
Ob wbom has closed the heavy prison door ; 

He only btat yoa'U give him all yoa can — 
Ob, give aim that, and fae'lt not ask for more. 



Is certain proof to tny convincing e: 

A batcher's cart wai oif paternal lol. 
Id Wipping Blood my proud ancestral halls ; 

Ambition made me spurn a humble cor. 
And lodged me where I am, in Newgate's walls. 

" YoD boose erected on the rising ground. 
With tempting aspect drew me from my road ; 

For Plenty there a residence had found. 
And Graodeur a magnificent abode.'' 

Hard was the fate, for one ss very stout ; 

Here, when I told my wild advent'rous tale, 
A pamper'd lawyer came and drove me onl. 

To gnd a shelter in a wretched gaol. 

Some people has mnch money and no brains ; 

Some olheri plenty brains and little gold ; 
Tbose who've the wit, the coin lake for iheir pains, 

From those who've not the sense their own to bold. 

Pitv the sorrows of an ill-nsed man. 
On whom has closed the heavy prison door ; 

Be generous, and give bim all yon can, 
To rescue him from Justice — I implore. 



Judy. April 14, 1S7Z. 



The Bar's Petition. 

FiTV the iOTTOwB of a poor old Bar, 
Whose trembling base is roiten to the core : 

For whose last day one scarce need Icok afor. 
Whose tollering frame unsightly limbers shore. 



These blacken 'd si 



Oh I take me down, and save me from the doom 
Of being shortly in lbs roadway roU'd, 

Sendmg some poor wayfarers to Ibe tomb ; 
For I am pitiably weak and old. 



Two centuries ago I graced this spot. 

When these old stories by fewer feet were worn ; 

But now stem Progress vows that I cannot 
Block up the street, or longer here be borne. 

Pity tbe sorrows o( a poor old Bar, 
Whose trembling walls unsightly timbers shore 

Whom Time has mark'd with man;r ^n XEly *o> 
Ob I take him down, and slick biro Dp 00 more. 

Judy. September 9, 1S74. 

-^ffcl Tlf 1^1*- 
-.BFI !>WV ^W.' 

MY NAME IS NORVAL. 
My name is Norval : on the Grampian hills 
My father feeds hii flocks ; a frMgal swain. 
Whose constant carei were tn increase his stnie, 
knd keep his only son, myself, at home. 
For I had heard of bmllles, and I long'd 
Fo follow (0 the field some warlike lord ; 
And Hesv'n soon granted what my sire denied. 
This moon which rose last night, ronnd as my shield. 
Had not jtt filled her horns, when, by her light, 
A band of fierce barbarian! liom the bills, 
Rush'd like a torrent down upon the vale. 
Sweeping our flncks and herds. The sbepberds fled 
For safely and for succour. 1 alone. 
With bended bow, and quiver full of arrows, 
Hover'd about the enemy, and mark'd 
The load he look, then hasted to my friends ; 
Whom with a troop of fifty chosen men, 
I met adrancing. The pursuit I led, 
'Till we o'erlooV the spoil-encumbct'd foe. 
We fought and conquer'd. 'Ere a sword was drawn. 
An arrow from ray bow had pierc'd their chief. 
Who wore that day the arms which now I wear. 
Reluming home in triumph, I disdain'd 
The she[%erd's slothful life ; and having heard 
That our good king had summon'd his bold peers 
To lead their warriors to the Carron side, 
I left my father's house, and took with me 
A chosen servant to conduct my steps : — 
Yon trembling coward who forsook his master. 
Joumeving with this intent. ! pass'd these lowers. 
And Heaven-directed, came this day to do 
I The happy deed that gilds my humble name. 

This speech occurs in Act ir of John Home's I raj^edy 
" Douglat." which was originally produced in Edinburgh, 
I and was afterwards brought out at Covent Garden Theatre, 
t London, on March 14, 1757. 

This tragedy gave rise to a work enbtled "Ihvsia$, a 
tragedy, by Jobn Home, reduced to rhyme in the broad 
I Bucban dialect," which few people of Ihe present day would 
I care to read, even if they could do so. 

I The Jew Stock-brokek. 

My name is Mosea :— In theft-famed Rag Fair 

My father sells old doatbes. — A bearded fitnotieA ; 

Whose constant aim was to humbug his buyers. 

And teach his only son, myself, — to Atat. 

But I bad beard of GambUng,— and I long'd 
I To lighten, with false dice, some sporting Lord. 
I Change Alley granted, what my fate denied ; 

, Google 



"MY NAME IS NORVAL." 



Tbii aicwD, which role last oight, ciooked like mj' fingeii, 

'Pui'd not i' tti' almanac, when in daik slieet, 

A band of lucky Bulb, from Gamw3j''a — hot, 

Rush'd like a torrent dowD chasle Goodman's Fieldi, 

SovMning and breaking lampg. The Baibia fled 

To fetcb their eanei biasi headed : — I alone 

With bieechei pack, and box of Indies' caxeni,* 

Shuffled about the jolly dogs, and filcli'd 

Their pocket-books j—I sought Ben Israel ; 

Whom with a troop of fiftypcrjuc'd Broken 

I Bank-ward fallmr'd : the notes vre parted ; 

Next mom we fac'd the Stock'eDcumber'd foe. 

We honsht up Consols, Ere a transfer made, 

A baigaiD from my tongue did \ip their chief. 

Who held that day the scrip since in my name. 

ReloniiDg home half-eioggy, I disdsio'd 

Th' old cloathes man's (lilcbing life, and having heard 

The financier had inmaionM all loan jobbers 



intent on li-i and lapioe, I have prowl'd, 

Till, hell -directed, I a Btar twcame. 

The acciused deed that dickies all my hopes t 



The following parody appeared in Tin Ntit Tory Quide, 
a small collection of political and satirical jeiix d'april 
published by J. Ridgway, London, in 1819. " The Doctor" 
was a nickname bestowed, by his political oppcmenla, upon 
Henry AddingtoD, first Viscount Sidmoalb, who was the 
son of a medical mnn, Anthony Addinelon, M. D. 

Henry Addingtoa was Prime Minister in iSoi, be was 
eiealed a Viscount in 1805, knd held several lucrative 
appointmeota. He was the gnbject of many bitter lam- 
pooni, and in 1817 he attempted by strong measures to 
limit ^e freedom of the Press, in which he signally failed. 
Hone's publications contain several caricatures of him by 
George Cruikshank, as well as the following parody, which 
is there ascribed to the pen of the Right Hod. George 
Canoiag, but without any mention of the paper in which it 
first appeared, Ii is alio quoted in Vol. VIII. of TSt Spirit 
of tkt Bvblic JDumaid far 1804, where it is stated to have 
been taken from the Onictf. 

" My name's the Dorifyr : on the Berkshire hilli 

My father purg'd his patients ; a wi»c man. 
Whose constant care wa* to increase his store. 
And keep his only »oa— myself— at home, 

" But I had heard of politics, and long'd 

To lit within the Commons' Home, and get 

A place ; and luck gave what my sire denied. — 

Some thirteen years ago, or ere my lingeti 

Had leam'd to mix a potion, or to bleed, 

I flatter'd Pitt ; I cring'd, and sneak'd, and fawn'd. 

And tho) became the Speaker. ' ' 



" Tir'd of the Cbaif , I sought a bolder flight. 
And crasmng at hit power. I ttrwk my friend. 
Who held that ptoet, which now I've made my o< 
'* Proud of my triumph, 1 disdaio'd to court 



The patron hand whi-h fed me, or to seem 
Grateful to him who rais'd me into notice. 
And when the King had called his Parliament 
To meet him here conven'd in Westminster, 
With all my Family crowding at my heels. 
My brothers, cousins, followers, and my son, 
I thow'd myself prime Doctor to the country ; 
My ends attain'd, my only aim has been 
To beep my place, and gild my humble name." 



My Naub is SCRivGGIU. 

My name is Scrafig'em. On famed MuttOD Hill 

My father sells hia piss, a frugal man 

Whose constant care it was to win the loss. 

Increase his storo, and keep my humble aelf at home. 

But I had beard of winning, and I long'd 

To follow to the bill, to call out head or tail. 

And Heaven soon granted what my sire denied. 

Yon gas, which blazed last night long as m^ stick. 

Had scarce burst into flame, when by its light 

A half-starved, hungry mortal, rushed lunously 

On my stall, devouring mince and multoa. 

The watchman fled for succour, I alone 

In Crib-like aititnde, bover'd about the enemy. 

Then pounced suddenly upon his meagre carcass. 

Aid drew a balf-munch'd pie from bis devouring jaws. 

I fought and couquer'd, ere a Charley came, 

I'd drawn the claret from his olfact'ry organ. 

Retnming home in triumph, I disdain'd 

The vulgar cry of apple, mince, or mutton : 

And having heard of one Sir Walter Scott, 

And Bernard- Barton, bard of broa j-brim'd beaver, 



My Name's Tom Dibdin. 



Whc 



:e bis St 



And keep bis only 'prentice, me, at home ; 

For I had heard of acting, and I long'd 

Ts mimic on the stage soma warlike lord. 

But fortune granted ine what trade denied. 

Yon moon, which rose one night across MoorGelds, 

Had scarcely SU'd her horns, when by ber light 

A band of merry mad-caps from Ifae town 

Rushed like a torrent to the water's edge 

Seeking the Uargate hoy — with them I fled 

For liberty and acting. Thns alone, 

With walking strides, and bundle thin of linen, 

Hover'd about the Kentish coast, and mark 

What trade I took— I hasten'd to Batt-Bovmt, 

Where SieMand,f and a troop of actor folks 

I met advancing. Merry Uvea we led. 

Till we had eased the cash-encumber'd clowns, 

* Thomas Dibdin. song-writer and dramatist, was bom 
in 1771. He was apprenticed to Sir William Rawlini, 
KnL, who then kept a broker's shop in Moorfieldt. 

t The manager of a strollfag companr. 
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I wTOle and acted, era Iddk line bad flowo, 
A idibble from my quill, produc'd a brce, 
Whicb bore thai 6»y ihe aaine that now il bean. 
Elated thence, with triumph I diidaiacd 
A country actor'a life, and having heard 
Thai MiHler Bamt wanted some bald bard. 
To lead hii aciorB to old Nilni' aide,* 
I left my manager, and took with ma 
A chosen fail one to console my iteps, 
Yon meny female who delights her muter. 



Journning to town from Kent, J paw'd the Tower, 
And, cfiance directed, came Ihii <Uiy to write 
Ad opera that's wormwood to the Jew*.t 



Address, 

T» b* tpaken £y Iht Autior, drttttd in Ihtgarli of a 

BntKr't P*rter, amtd m'tk a Spig«t, At. 

My name U Wbittsead. Upon Halford'i bill* 
My faibei kept hi* houie ; a biewei rich, 
wWe conitanl caret were to increue hia wealth. 
And keep his only ion, myielf. at ichool ; 
For I had heard of ipecclies, and I lons'd 
To follow in the House some Doiijr diief. 
And Bedford granted what my sire denied. 

This House which opes to-oicht, l>r{>e as my txewhonse, 

Had not yet lais'd its head, when on its site 

A band M Irish bricklayers, from the street, 

Rush'd tike mad dogs upon the luin'd walls, 

Wheeliag the bricks and stones ; the Renters fled 

For Shendan and Peake ; wbiUl I alone. 

With bended quill and book full of MbMribei*, 

Hover'd about the luios, and well mark'd 

The load they went ; — then hasted to some friend, 

Whom with a list of fifty wealthy men 

I met adTaDcing. Then the chair I took 

And soon o'eilumeJ the detl-mcHmfrered foe ; 

We talked and argued ; ere a pound was paid, 

A promise from my tongue nnsel the chief. 

Who had that day the Ivx which now I have t 

Retnioing home In triumph, I disdain'd 

A brewer's vulgar life ; and haviog read 

That our old King had summoned his good towns 

To send new members up to Abbot's sUe, 

I went to Bedford, and behind me left 

A chosen Lord to follow ia my steps — 

Yoa bald-head bigot who /n-woiAiisiMfer. 

(PoMing to Lord B"* box.) 

JonnwyiDg with that intent, I've 'scaped Ihe Tower, 
And, inide directed, come this nighi to hear 
The rabble shouts that greet my t^aicn name. 
Tht Jf»nu'H9 PmI. October 19, 1812. 



■ A Trip In (Ae Nit* w*a Mr. Dibdin's first production 
on Covcnt Garden boardi. 

f Familif Onairrf*, In which the Jews were attacked. 
Thomas Dibain died 00 September 16, 1S41. 



Tkt Jtilangt {Uverpool, 1834), also contains another 
parody on the same original It is an address supposed to be 
deliTered hya lad named William Leigh, who was wounded 
in the Telerloo oussacre in 1819, when Ihe Yeomanry 
Cavalry and Ilussan brutally charged into a public nteelinf; 
held to deliberate on the Reform Bill, and killed and 
wounded many people. The parody ia now devoid of 



Canninu's History of Hiusblf. 
(Writtm in AfHl iSll.^ 



My name is Canning 1 on the Thi 



My mother played ber part — a tbriRy di 
Wiioaa only care was to increase her sIoie, 
And teach ber hopeful son the "Rate of Three."' 



But I bad beard of sinecures, and long'd 

To follow in the track that leads to Court, 

And Heaven soon granted what I so desii'd : 

The Gallic sun rose from chaotic night. 

And by its biaie, a horde of San* Calotta 

Kush'd, like a torrent, o'er the aS^ighied world— 

Tbrealen'g all crowned beads. The Couritr wrote 

The Jacobios to succour, I, on place 

Intent, wrote, it) the Anti-J aecbi», 

Phillippica against France, and Pitt soon mark'd 

Thesquibbs I penned, and rank'd me with his friends, 

A chosea band of needy, hungry placemen, 

lu fortune all advancing. This life I led 

Until at Waterloo wa met the foe : 

We fought and conquer'd, Ihaok our lucky stars. 

The loitering Grouchv sest'd (be fata of Nap.,t 

Who wore that day the crown fat Louis wears. 

Exulting in our Inumpb, I disdain'd 

A rhyming puosier'a life, and having heard 

That Lusitania's king, called by bis peers. 

His coarse was bending lo the Tagua aide, 

I left my native land and took with ma 

The sum of fourteen thouaand pounds a year. 

Tlie Kiog came not ; but what cared I for Ihal ? 

I ate and drank, and then came back again ; 

And, HeavBo be prais'd, have liv'd to see the day 

When India hails me as ber Governor I 

YroniTK*MiUMgt, Uverpool, 1S34. 



Dr. Lardner'e CycloPjEDIA. 

My name is Laidner, in St. Paul's Churchyard 
My Cyclopsedia sells, a weighty book 
Whose coDslant pages do increase ray store 
And keep thdr editor, myself, at boine I 
For I was bom a jani\tt, and I longed 
For some two thouiaod pounds pet annum, and 
Hy book toon gave what Gower Street denied. 
From 7T\t Nattonitt Om*iba», May 37, tSji. 



proG lableplace. 

t Had Grouchy arrived at tbe appointed lime Napoleon 
would probably not have been liwten at Wsterloa. 

Jnlrrch, Google 



"MY NAME IS NORVAL." 



His occnpotion ti to shield 
Hii vhiak]' itiiti frte ihe e*oe«i chieJt ; 
And lu kMp hii ion it bune at wed, 
F&1, hi, &e. 

The moon wbicb sbooe lo ivighl lut night. 
Had icuceir Ml ilielf-~not qnile ; 
When a band o' gaiven o'er (he hilli 
Cud' tumbltn' down lilce Jacka and Gilli, 
And pounced upon ooi wbiskj ttilU. 
Fal, k), te. 



My bithet he w 



B libe B shot. 



And tumbled the gaugers o'ei 

And made Iheii bcadi play nick-ety-knock. 
Fal, W, &c 

Fall fifty fathoms Ihey felt. I think. 
And ipaKered the toaa all ovei with ink ; 
The first he fell down with a thgmp, Ihum]), Ihump, 
The neat be fell down with a dump, dump, dump. 
Whiie they all fell together in a clump, clump, dump. 
Fal, lal, &c. 



The Modern Norvai. 
BBait.~Tkt Trttuury BentA in Ihe Boutt of Commoot. 
At tki aeene opms. iht ntu Chanerltor of the Excktquer 
if ditanertd <m hit hft, and Jorthviith proettdt lo Una 
addrtu tUt HouM. 

Lord R. Churchili.: 
My nameU Randolph ; in the Blenheim fields 
Hv father fed his (locks ; a frugal duke 

Of ready money, hoarded for my sake. 

That I, although not heir, might have wherewith 

To help me in my fight for power and place. 

Fol I had suddenly (what lime I sat 

For Wooditock borough) eoined myself much fame. 

And finding that >harp wils, and darini; pluck, 

And matchless impudence were strangely rare 

Amongst the Tories, straightway resolved 

To raise mvself, as in the put men lakl 

Thai wily Het»ew and great Tory chief 

Lord BeaconsEield, loiv lime at Diuy known. 

Had laised himself to foremoit place and fame. 

Aye, I had read his doings, and I longed 

To follow in the path of such a chief 

And trade, *t he did, on the ignorance 

Of Ihoae who called themselves Conserrallre. 

What happ'd I need not lell you ; 'tii enough 

That Fate soon granted what my soul deaired. 

And that the chance I yeam'd for came full soon, 

I pass in ulence o'er those merry months 

when aided by three beocbmen (each of whom 

Has unce bad cause (o bless the day he helped me), 

I made notorions oui Foarih Puty't name. i 

Are nol its deeds in Hansard duly writ ? 

How 'twas I teased aikd " drew '' the Grand old Man ? 

How, too, I all but broke poor Northcote'i heart 7 

Theae things are recent, and men still recall 

How, like a treelance, li^i^ from my aeal. 



I made ny verbal spear thnuls right and left, 

An'l dealt deep wounds to friend and foe alike. 

Men still recall, I say, the ihiog* I did, 

When office came to crown my lawlessness, 

And Ihe proud Marquis bad lo own my mi^t ; 

How, cool and confident, I laid my plans, 

And, armed with weapons such as Diuy used, 

Made baste to wield them. Aye I whilst other* slept 

I hovered round Ihe Tory Camp and shot 

My venowed arrows till the air was full 

Of groaning, as Ihe wonnded Tory dolts 

Were borne complaining lo Ihe House of Lorda. 

Thos did I clear the palb that led me here. 

Thus paved the wajj to that great victory 

Which has been gained but lalelr o'er our foes. 

'Tis Irue that other leaders led the van. 

Whig! fought and won, but Tories claimed Ihe tpcnl. 

And I, iniisling on a lion's share. 

Am here to-day as Leader of that Home 

In which I've piiyed my pranks in sessions paat. 

And outraged precedent and party faith. 

Yes, Randolph is my name, I would repeat. 

And whilst my brother Blenheim doth denode 

Of all its treasures, to increase Ihe sum 

Accruing after mortgages are paid, 

I bring the House of Churchill fresh renown 

(My foes mill call it notoriety), 

And seated on this bench prepare to reap 

Those oalhsBO wild I towed below Ihe gangway 

Hul Ihitly -seven, ye( trusledt) control 

The realm's finances, and to have my way 

Despite the Marquii and hi; playeO-oul friends ; 

But thirty-seven, ysl filled wilh the belief 

That greater honour still will soon be mine. 

And that the liaser Tories, tickled by 

My daring tricks, my voluble command 

Of words abusive, and the ready way 

1 pelt my friends and foes with verbal mod. 

Will with one voice procee<l lo summon me 

To lead their parly lo fresh victories. 

E'en though il may be o'er Lord Salisbury's cone. 

Tht London Figaro. Augott ai, 1SB6. 



The Ihfaht Prodigy. 

Mv name it Balfour I On the Irish ills 

My uncle feeds his fioclc, a frugal swain 

Whose only care is to enforce the law. 

And keep myself, his nevvy, in the swim. 

And so, relinquishing a placid post — 

Thai it, (he ScoKish Secretaryship— 

I have t)een promptly thrust into (he gap 

Which the involuntary eiodus 

Of poor Sir Michael K. Hicks-Beach has made. 

Now must I urge a valiant atlempl 

To ihow my mettle, and, in constant fray 

With Ireland's Home Rule renesenlalivet, 

Or Ireland's agitating multiludet. 

To jnsiify my elevated ilale. 

Wherefore an' thetd the enemlea of law. 

Oppose the mandalet of oui Government, 

It shall be mine lo head Ihe countercharge. 

And bring (hem to theii kneet. My trosty iwotd. 

Albeit 'tit of wood, can deal hard kitocks ; 



izcdbyGoo<^le 



PARODIES OF 



Aod itishine, pioddiiig, wh&cking ligbl Ritd left — 

Ai thos — uid thus— qdIcbs 1 gieatl; en, 

I'll pretty soon assert mpremacr, 

Ana malie the vaileti mind theii P's. and Q's. 

Fun. March iG, 1887. 

-*i^i •*rnr t^y* 
'j^i 'Ju< 1^*? 

GO, LOVELY ROSE. 
{Eduund Waller, born i<5o3, died 1687.) 

Go, lovely Rose I 

Tell ner, that wutes her time and me, 

That aoif the koows. 

When I resemble her to thee. 
How sneet and fair she seems to be. 

Tell her that's young. 

And shnns to have her graces spied. 

That bad'st thou spmog 

la deserts where no men abidcL 
Thou must have uncommendea died. 

Small is the worth 

Of beauty from the light retired ; 
Bid her come forth, 

Sader herself to be desired. 

And not blush so to be admired. 

Then die I that she 

The common fate of all things rare 

May read in thee, — 

How small a part of time they share 
That are so wondrous sweet and lair. 

[Yet, though thou fade. 

Prom thy dead leaves let fragrance rise ; 

And teach the maid 

That goodness Time's rade hand defies, — 
That virtue lives when beauty dies,'] 

The last stanza was added by Henry Kirlte White, and 
Is the crowning grace of a beautiful poem, which would 
scarcely have beea complete without it 



Though passing nice. 

And swillow'd, at Ibe lime, with u 
Is ipl to lie upon the chest 

A fair oatsde, 

or lily whiteness, ne'er so much. 

May chance to hide 

A mass of black material, such 
As dainty palates feai to loock 



Then go, that he 

May le*m the fate ofbumbi^ past, 

IJkc him, and thee, — 

To be, thrir transient iplendoun past — 
Pitch'd into, and cut up at last 

Diojftnta, February 1S53. 



Tkk -Esthete to thb Rosr. 
(By WUdgooH, afltr Waller.) 

Go, flannling Rose ! 
Tell hei that wastes her love on thee, 
That she nought knows 
Of the new Cult, Intensity, 
If sweet and fair to her you be. 

Tell her that's young. 
Or who in health and bloom lakes pride. 

That bards have sung 
Of B new youth— at whose sad side 
Sickness and pallor aye abide. 

Smalt is the worth 
Of Beauty in crude charms attired. 
She must shun mirth. 
Have suffered, fruitlessly desired. 
And wear no flush by hope inspired. 

Then die, that she 
May learn that Death is passing fair : 
May read in thee 
How little of Art's praise Ihn share, 
Who are not sallow, sick, and spare I 

PuncA. October i, 1881. 



Tub Weddiho Cakb. 



The Messagb or 1 



And tell the Emperor, from me 
That no mistake. 

When I resemble him to thee. 
About his work and state can be. 

Tell him that's rich. 

And deck'd in jewels stars, and rings. 

That duties which 

Are faced by plaster tinsellinea 
Are not the wholesomesl of things. 



Tell them the new Secretaree 

Is one who knows 
His mind, and hath not a weak knee. 
How bland so'ei he seem to be. 

Tell them you're young. 
And in so hi^h a post untried ; 

But havmg sprung 
Into the saddle at one stride. 
You're grnng to sit down and ride. 

SmslI is the worth 
Of a " light hand " that soon gets tired 

Belter stand forth 
As the strong man so long desired, 
Abroad respected, here admired. 



izcdbyGoo<^le 



"WANTED— A GOVERNESS." 



Id Oiuivitle we 
The fsLte of ireakneu dtionair 

Miy cleaily see ; 
Put down youi foot, sit firm snd si 
And keep ns free from shLrk and si 



i^iitcA. February t3, i 



^^^^&<^ 



WANTED— A GOVERNESS. 
A GOVERNESS wanted— well filled to (ill 
The post of tuition with competent skill— 
In a gentlemui's family highly geotee). 

Superiot attainments are quite indispensable. 

With everything, too, that's eoneet and ostensible ; 

Morals of pure unexceplionabllily ; 

Manners well formed, and of stiieleit gentility. 

The pupils are live — ages, six to siileen — 

All as promising girls as ever were seen — 

And besides (though 'tis scarrely worth while 10 put that in) 

There is <in« little boy— but Se only learns Latin. 

The lady muil teach all the several branches 

WhereuQto polite educalioa now launches : 

She's expecttd to teach the French tongue like a native. 

And be to her pupils of all its points dative ; 

Italian she musl know aufond, nor needs baniih 

Whatever acquaintance she ma;/ hive with Spanish ; 

Nor would there be harm in a trifle of German, 

In the absence, that is, of the master. Von Hermann, 

The harp and piano — ee.'a va sans dirt, 

With thorough bass, too, on the plan of Locier. 

In drawing in pencil, in chalks, and the tinting 

That's called Oriental, she must not be stint in ; 

She must paint upon paper, and satin, and velvet ; 

And if ihe knows gilding, she'll not need to shelve it, 

Pancing, of course, with the newest gambades. 

The Po^sh mazurka, and best eallopadcs ; 

Arithmetic, history, joined with chronology. 

Heraldry, botany, writing, conchology. 

Grammar, and salin.stlteh, netting, geography. 

Astronomy, use of the globes, cosmography, 

' Iwas also as well could she be ealisthenical. 

That her charges' young limbs may be pliant to any call. 

Their health, play, and studies, and moral condition, 

Must be superintended without intermissioii ; 

At home, she must all habits check that disparage. 

And when they go out must attend to their carriage. 

Her failh must be orthodox — temper most pliable — 

Health good— and reference quite undeniable. 

These are the principal matters. Au resit. 

Address, Bury Street, Mrs. General Pesle, 

As the lalari/'a laoderatt, none need apply 

Whn mote on that point than on eornfort rely. 



Wanted — An Aldermaa. 

Wanted, an Alderman, fitted to fill 
His pott in the CUy with competent skill. 
If no judge of justice, a good judge of nine. 
Who knows how to ride and who knows how to dine. 
When needed to Time he must be in " the nick," 
And if he makes watches must not go on tick ; 
Who three limes on Sundays lu church does repair. 
Who knows how to feather the nest of a mayor. 



Who well the importance of beakdom can feel. 
For the Court is itself— oh I so very genleeL 

Wanted — an Alderman ! 

He mast not at Greenwich, with Radicals shout. 

Nor ^et to a lieanfeast wilh norkmen go out ; 

And if at a tavern to dine he doth please. 

Must not make a bel on the height of the cheese. 

He must vow Temple Bar still shall weather the stonn, 

And not say a word about City reform. 

He must swear vested rights are of all right* the belt, 

And not a chain cable wear outside his vest 

He his mind must not speak, whatsoe'er he may feet. 

For the Court is itself— oh I so very genteel. 

Wanted— BD Alderman I 

Wanted — an Alderman — portly and fat. 

To wear on occasions a gown and cocked hat ; 

To look sharply after the City police, 

And fine costermongeis his live pounds a[nece. 

To let out on bail each embeuling clerk. 

And lock up young swells who are "out for a lark ;" 

To vote for the Tories or not vote at all. 

To ride in his carrii^e, and cabs never call ; 

In short, " fit and proper " to be and to feel. 

For (be Court is itself-^ I 10 very genteel 1 

Waoted— an Aldennaa I 
Fuitny Falkt. 



Wanted an Editor. 



Neither a Radical, Tory, nor Whig, 

But able to please every party. 

He must not be squeamish, nor over nice 

Id tracing out jobs, root and fibre 

He must loathe every sinner, lash every vice 

But never offend a subscril>er. 

(This last is a process requiring great care. 

Since vices are pleDty, subscribers more rare.) 

Learned, yet practical, he must unite 

Natural talent with science. 

These, with that which can alone keep him right. 

Judgment, well worthy reliance. 

He must always be able to crack • good jok^ 

And ready to tell a new story 

Know all the authorities, Camden aod Coke, 

The Stud Book and Sir Peter Laurie. 

(He may have what be likes '■ his head; but beware t 

The latter authority don't fike long hair 1) 

He must know all the turns of the Turf and the tricks 

Which folks would involve in such mystery ; 

If a horse should be poisoned, be able to fix 

On the rogue— and relate the whole bistr'y. 

He must watch every dodge and deceit in the oddi, 

By discerning 'twiit better and hedger ; 

He must mark all the winks, and the nudges and nods. 

And PaOFHEsv Derby and Leger. 

(This last is a matter of lucky fortuity. 

Which when yon are "out" merely wants ingenuity.) 

And now as to terms, we already have shown 

How pleasant this Editor's place is — 

He must hunt, and of course keep a hone of hi* own 

Shoot— fish — and attend all the races ; — 

Thus his work is so light, yet 10 deaiont withal, 

Fron the honest fame he nra*t inberit. 



izca by Google 



PARODIES OF 



The Piopneton doa't wish lo pay him at all, 
Bat let his reward be— his menl. 
(Another announccnieQl will a,, 
DiiectiDG all caodidatM where ti 



xar br and 
o appfy.) 



From Smi^* ^ (ir Frtu, and other Potmg itUUint 
to Printing, collected by C. H. Timperley. London. 
FiihcT, Son & Co. 1S45. 



Villiam Makepeace TMckeray, 

Born, July 18, 1811. | Died, Dec. 34, 1863. 

^I^EPARTING from the plan hitherto 
3^ adopted in this collection, Thackeray 
will have to be considered not only as the 
author of many poems which have formed 
the bases of parodies, but also as himself 
the writer ot almost innumerable parodies 
and burlesques, both in verse and in prose. 
Having, indeed, such a natural penekaiU for 
travestie that he would rather parody himself, 
than remain long serious, or philosophical. 
One of his early friends and schoolfellows 
wrote of him, that, when quite a boy at the 
Charterhouse School, "he was known for 
his faculty of making verses, chiefly parodies. 
I only remember one, a parody on a poem 
by L. E. L. about 'Violets, dark blue 
violets,' which Thackeray translated into 



V101.ETS. 
Violet I— deep-blue violets ! 
April's lovcliat eoioneU I 
There are ao Bowers grown in the vale, 
Kiised by the son, woo'd by the gale, 
None with the dew of the twiliehl wet 
So sweet as the deep-blue violet I 
I do remember how sweet a tireatb. 
Came with the aiare liehl of a wreath, 
That hun£ round the wild harp's golden chords. 
That rung lo my dark-eyed lover's words ; 
I have seen thai dear harp rolled 
With gems of the east and bands of gold, 
But it never was sweeter than when set 
With leaves of the dark blue violet. 
And when the grave shall open foi me — 



Ici 



<□ that ti 



>e shall blow on my tomb, 
It breathes too much of hope and bloom I 
Bat let me have there the meek regret 
Of the bending and deep-blue violet I 

LSTiTiA Elizabeth I-anijon. 
In L. E. L.'i poetical works, " Excelsior " EditJoo, the 
above is called "3^ Violet," and lines 3 and 4 are- 
There aie no flawen grmt in (he vale 
Kiss'd by [he dtM, woo'd by the gale, 
■od the final lines are — 

Never a rose shall grow on tftal tomb. 
It breathes too mnch of hope and of bloom, 
BtU lAcre ht tkat fiwett'a meek rc^p^t. 
The bending and deep-bine violet ! 



•Cabbages, bright green cabbages,' and we 
thought it very witty." 

This parody will be given later on, but con- 
siderations of space render it necessary to be 
sparing of comment on Thackeray's work as a 
parodist} some of his best {poetical parodies 
will be given, as well as a list of his prose 
burlesques. But for historical details of these 
famous jmu d'aprit, with explanations of the 
allusions contained in them, the reader can be 
confidently recommended to turn to Anthony 
Trollope's charming volume on Thackeray, 
in the " English Men of Letters " scries, pub- 
lished by Macmillan & Co , London. 

Certainly, as Anthony Trollope therein 
remarks, no writer ever had a stronger pro- 
clivity towards parody than Thackeray, and 
there is no form of literary drollery more 
dangerous. The parody will often mar the 
gem of which it coarsely reproduces the out- 
ward semblance. 

But it must be acknowledged of Thackeray, 
that he has done little or no injury by his 
parodies. They run over with fun, but are so 
contrived that they do not lessen the flavour of 
the original. In the little set of verses of his 
own, called The WUlovt Tree, and his own 
parody on the same, we see how effective a 
parody may be in destroying the sentiment ot 
the piece parodied. 

But in dealing with other authors, he has 
been grotesque without being severely critical, 
and has been very like, without making ugly 
or distasteful that which he has imitated. 



Cabbages. 

Cabbages I bright green cabbages I 

April's loveliest gifts I gaesa. 

There is not a pIsDt in the garden laid. 

Raised by the soil, dog by the spade. 

None by the gardener watei'd I wsen. 

So sweet as the cabbage, tbe cabbage green. 

I do remember how sweet a smell 

Came with the cabbage I loved so well. 

Served up with tbe beef (hat so beantiful looked. 

The beef that (be dark-eyed KUen cooked. 

I have seen beef served wilh radish of hone, 

I have seen beel served with lelluce of Cos, 

Bu( it is far nicer, far nicer 1 guess 

As bubble and squeak. Beef and cabbagei. 

And when (he dinner-bell sounds for me — 

I care not how soon that lime may be— 

Carrots shall never be served oo my cloth, 

They are fai too sweet for a hof of my broth. 

But let me have there a mighty mess 

Of smoking hot beef and cabbages t 

W. M. Thackeut. 



This early parody has not hitherto been in- 
cluded amongst Thackeray's collected ballads 
and poems. It was printed in an article which 
appeared in Cornhill. Vol. XI., 1865, enttUnl 
" A Memorial of Thackeray's Schooldays," 
signed J. F. B. 



W. M. THACKERAY. 



Thb Willow-Tux. 
Na I. 
Know ye Ihe winow-tree, 



WboH grar love* qdver, 
WhiiperiDg Hoomily 
To jOD pde riTCT? 



Ladr, bI eventide 

WMldei DOl DMI II I 

They nj iti bnnche* hide 
A ud kut spirit 1 

Once to the wQlow-tiee 

A nuid came fcaiM, 
Pale teemed ber cheek to be. 

Her bine eyt teaifoL 
Soon M ihe mw (he tiee, 

Her ttep* moved fleeter. 
No one w«i there— ih me t — 

No oae to meet bn I 

Qnkk beat bet heatt to beai 
Tbe far bell*' cbime. 

Toll from the chapel-loirei 
The tiyitlng time. 

But the red ran went down 
In eoldeD flame, 

And UioDgb the looked lonad. 



Vet no one a 



el 



pKaently came the night, 

Sadljr to greet her, — 
Hoon in ber ritver light, 

Stan in theii giiller. 
Then unk tbe moon away 

Under the Ulloir. 
Still wept the mud alooe— 

There by the «ilk>w > 

Tbroo^ tbe long daikneta, 

B7 toe itieam rolling. 
Hoar all« hoar went on 

Tolling and tolling. 
Loi^ waa the darknett, 

Loiiely aod ttill^. 
Sbtill came tbe night wind. 

Piercing and chillj. 

ShillI blew the morning breeie, 

Kting and cold. 
Bleak peen the gnif dawn 

Orettbewokll 
Bleak over mooi and stream 

I»oki the gray dawn, 
Gr», with duhevelled hair. 
Still ttaodt the willow Ibet^— 

Tbe maid it gone I 

Domine, Domlne I 

Sliw we a litaOT— 
Sing IM poor maiden 

woken and weaiy : 

Daniinc, Domine t 

Sing we a litan j, 
W^ we and weep v 

WiUmiMrerel 



it Dfdir little ballad tlmidr that he 
i br hit own parod*, which li here 
at It WM when it Snt upeared in 



Tha^cny mote tUt p 
ndght lendet U abmid t 

printed dde bjr lUt, at it wm when it fint ippeared i 
9ram't Magtuitu for 1841, in Um WilfBMdU Papm. 



Thi WiLLoW'TuB. 
No. II. 
Long by the willow-tre« 

Vainly they tought ber, 
Wild rang the mother's screams 

O'er tbe gray water. 
" Where is my lovely one t 

Where is my daughter ? 
"Rouse Ihee, sir constable — 

Rome thee and look. 
Fisherman, bring yoar net. 

Boatman, your book. 
Beat in the lily beds. 

Dive in the brook," 
Vainly the eoastable 

Shouted and called ber. 
Vainly the Gihennan 

Beat tbe green alderi 
Vainly he threw the net, 

Nevei it haaled her I 
Motbcf beside tbe fire 

Sat, ber night-csp in j 
Father, in easy chair. 



Came a light tapj^Dg. 
And a pale conntenance 

Looked tbroi^b the casement. 
Loud beat the mother's h^rt. 

Sick with ■maiemeni, 
And at the vision which 

Came to inrprise bet I 
Shrieking in an agony — 



"Lor'l 



ITl" 



Yet, 'Iwai Eliiabeth ;— 

Vet, 'twat their girl ; 
Pale was het cbeet^ and her 

Hair oat of curl. 
" Mother t" the loved one, 

Blnshing. exclaimed, 
" Let not your innocent, 

Liity be blamed. 
" Yesterday, gcring to aant 

Mother, dear mother, I 

Fo^ot tbe door-key I 
And M the night wat cold, 

And tbe way steep, 
Mrs. Jones kept me to 

Brokfast and sleep," 
Whelher her pa and ma 

Fully believed ber. 
That we shall never know. 

Stem they received ber ; 
And for the work of that 

Cruel, though short night, — 
Sent her to bed without 

Tea for a foitnlght. 
Morel. 

Hey diddle diddlety. 

Cat and tbe liddlely. 
Maidens of Ei^land take 

Cantion by ^e I 

Let love and suicide 

Never tempt yon atlde, 
And always remember to take the dooHtey. 
W. H. Thacdut. 
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LITTLE BILLEE. 

fAlR, — 71 !/ avait un pttii navirt.J 
These were three sailors of Brislal diy 

Who took a boat and went to sea. 
Bui first with beef and captain's biscuits 

And pickled park they loaded she. 

There was gorging Jack and guuling Jimmy, 
And the youngest he was little Billee. 

Now when they got as far as the Equator 
They'd nothing left but one split pea. 

Says gorging Jack to guuling Jimmy, 

" I am extremely htingaree." 
To gorging Jack says guuling Jlmniy, 

" We've nothing left, us must eat we. " 



Says gorging Jack to guuling Jimmy, 
" With one another we shouldn't agree I 

There's little Hilt, he's young and tender. 
We're old and tough, so let's eat he." 

" Oh I Billy, we're going to kill and eat you. 
So undo the button of your chemie.'' 

When Bill received this information 
He used his pocket handkeichie. 

" Fint let me say my catenhism. 
Which my poor mammy taught to me." 

"Make haute, make haste," says guuling Jimmy, 
While Jack pulled out his snickersnee. 

So Billy went up the main-top gallant mast. 
And down he fell on his bended knee. 

He scarce had come to the twelfth commandment 
When up he jumps. " There's land 1 see : 

" Jerusalem and Madagascar, 

And North and South Anierikee i 
There's the British fleet a riding nt anchor. 

With Admiral Nelson, K.CB." 

So when they got aboard of the Admiral's ship 
He hinged fat Jack and flogged Jiminee j 

But as for little Bill, he made him 
The Captain of a Seventy-three. 

It ii staled that Thackeray first sang this amusing piece of 
nonsense txttmpore. When it first found its way mto print 
is not known, but it occurs at early as iSi)3 in an article on 
Tkadctrat/ which appeared in (he, now defunct, "North 
British Review." Prior to that date an incorrect version 
was printed in some American newspapers, and rumour at 
once fixed upon O. W. Holmes as the author. Perhaps 
Holmes may have written a parody on it, but if so, it does 
not appear in his collected poems. 



Tne Modern Men of Gotham 1 
(Who wml to »ta ia a Boat.) 
There were three dwellers in Gotham city 

Who look a bowl and put to sea ; 
But ftrsl with fallacies, and figments, 
And cooked statistics they loaded she. 

There was bumptuous 'Arry, and bouncing Jemmy, 
And the youngest he was little Randee ; 



And the bowl was crank as the crankest cockboat. 
It hadn't a keel, and its bottom was queer ; 

And it rolled and pitched like a tipsy ptnpoise. 
And it couldn't sail, and it wouldn't steer. 

They might have sailed in a genuine clipper, 

'Arry and Jemmy, and little Randee, 
But they'd had a row with the Free Trade skipper, 

And were tilled with the spirit of mutinee. 

Their craft—" Fair Trade " was the name they ch 



And the cocky urchin called little Kandee I 
And they had'nt got fat ftom the Prime Meridian, 

When they wished they were safe on a Seventy-three 
Says bumptiovs 'Arry to bouncing Jemmy, 



Says bumptious 'Arry to bouncing Jemmy, 

" I begin to fear that it won't help we 
It this blessed bowl takes us bang to the bottom. 

What do you think of it, little Randee P " 

Says he. " Out Free Trade Catechism 

We'd better repeat upon bended knee, 
And be more particular about the Ninth Commandment, 

Nor again go floating in a bowl to sea." 



So when they got back to the Free Trade skipper. 
He chivied 'Arry and he chaffed Jemmee. 

But as for little Randee, they made him— 

Well, they who live longest will probably see I 



Punch. November ij, 1SS4. 



s Lowthet, M.P., and Lord 






The Jolly CoMMisstoHBKs. 

There were aome Commiisionen of Norlhera Light" 

Who look a boat and went to sea, 

Who look a boat to see what they coald sm. 

There was Got^ioR Jack and Gnzzling Jimmy, 
With others, who ran up a little bill-ee 
At the Waterloo, Grieve's Hostelry. 



A very pleaiant trip it « 
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W. M. THACKERAY. 



-' Oh, ain't we ginng to drink and eat too 
When Iighthon»e» we come to see 7 
Oh, this air gives mch an appe-ti-(M." 

Say* Guzzling Jim to Gorging Jacky, 
" O Gorging Jack, what a fool you bo. 
Let's •tore tlie boats prarisioiialln." 

With dinners and desiert and Amontillado, 
And Chambertin they loaded she. 
With Sixty-foni Lofitte they loaded she. 



They'd Steinberg Cabinet ol Sixty-Eight too, 
And other wine* which were all hrsl-rate to 
Says Gaiiling Jim unto Jackee, 
"Oh, what a lot of lighthonsra I see I 

" Bnt they alt appear mas' dre'rully shaky, 
The Lighthouses appear mos' horrbly sbakyi 
Its very fortch-oaie that we came to see. 
Thesh Lighlhousesh are not sleadct. 



" Look at the lighlsh bow they're revolving, 
1 don't Ibiok they're w " ' ' 
The Board of Trade tt 

Before they finished their Waterloo Banquet, 
They drank the health of her Majeslee, 
And they <b«nk the Royal Jubilee. 



When next they want Lighthouse Commissioners 
To eumine the Scottish Coast, N.B. 
0( candidates what crowds there'll be 1 1 



ISmeL March 5, 1887. 



Wmthbk had a love for Charlotte 
Snch as words coaid never uller ; 

Would yoo know how first be met her ? 
She was cutting bread and batter. 

Charlotte wa* a married lady. 
And a moral man was Werther, 

And, for all the wealih of Indiei^ 
Would do nothiog for to hort ner. 

So be sighed and pined and ogled. 
And bis passion boiled and bubbled, 

Till he blew his silly brains oat. 
And no more was by it troubled, 

Charlotte, having seen his body 
Borne before her on a shatter, 

like a well-conducted person. 
Went on cutting bread and batter. 



PEG OF LIMAVADDY. 

LlMAVADDV inn"s 

But a humble baitbouse. 
Where you may procure 

Whiskey nod potatoes ; 
Landlord at the door 

Gives a smiling welcome 
To the shivering wights 

Wbo to his hotel come. 
Landlady within 

Sits and knits a stocking. 
With a wary foot 

Baby's cradle rocking. 

To the chimney nook. 

Having found admittance. 
There I watch a pup, 

Playing with two kittens ; 
(Playing round the fire. 

Which of blading turf is. 
Roaring to the pot 

Which bubbles with the murphies;) 
And the cradled babe 

Fond the mother nursed it t 
Singing it a song 

As she twists the worsted I 

Llpand down the stair 

Two more young ones patter 
(Twins were never seen 

Dirtier nor falter) ; 
Both have mottled legs, 

Both baveanubby noses. 
Both have — here the host 

Kindly interposes; 
" Sure you must be froze 

With the sleet and hail, sir. 
So wilt you have some pancb. 

Or will you have lome ale, sir P '' 

Presently a maid 

Eaters with the liquor, 
(Hair a pint of ale 

Frolhmg in a beaker.) 
Gods '. I did'nt know 

What my healing heart meant 
Hebe's self I thought 

Enter 'd the apartment 
As she came she smiled. 

And the smile bewitching, 
On my word and hoaour, 

Lighted all the kitchen. 

With a curtsey neat 

Greeting the new comer, 
Lovely, smiling Peg 

Offers me the rummer ; 
But my trembling hand 

Up the beaker lilted 
And the glass of ale 

Every drop I spilt it ; 
Spilt il every drop 

(Dames, who read my volumes. 
Pardon such a word,) 

On my what d'y call 'ems I 
Wiinessing the sight 

Of that dire disaster. 
Out began to laugh 

Misses, maid, and master ; 
Such a merry peal. 
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SpecUlly Miu P(«'a was, 
(At the ^l*u of ale 

Trickling down nij legs vat), 
That th« joyful lonnd 

Of (hat hDging Imnghter 
Echoed in mj ean 

Many a long dajr aftw. 

Such » tilvBr peal t 

Id the meadowi lisieoing. 
Yon who've haard the bell) 

Rinsing to a christeDiag ; 
You who ever heard 

Caradori pretty, 
Smiling lilce an wgel 

Singing "Giovinetti,'' 
Fancy F^ggy'a laugh. 

Sweet, and dear, and cheerful. 
At my pantaloon* 

With half a iHot of beet fnll I 



See her as the moves 

Scarce the ground she touches, 
Ainr as a tiy, 

Gracetni as a dnchoM : 
Bare her rounded arm. 

Bare her little leg is, 
Veatris never sbow'd 

Ankles like to Peggy's ; 
Braided is her hair. 

Soft her look and modest, 
Slim ber litUe waUt 

Comfortably boddiced. 



W. M. Thacumy. 

The ballad from which these extracts are taken first 
appSMed in Z%t IrM Shtch B«ok pnbliibed in 1843. 



A BEAimrtBD Biiho. 
(OU Lain SingB.) 

Oklv look at me. 

Fail in every feature ; 
Don't you think you see 

A fasdnstiiie creatare 7 
Venus, Beaatyi Queen, 

Looked so lovely never. 
Lo now, I have been 

Made Beantifol for Ever I 

Here are bait and biow, 

White as aUbastei ; 
Don't yon tell me, luiw. 

That I am cased in platter. 
Here's a cheek, whose loie 

Time shall never pluck— Oh 
Do not say il glows 

With nongbt but painted stucco 1 

Oh, forbear to chaS; 

Saying, Att doth trammel 
Featnrei, which a laugh 

Would cause lo crack enamel 
Freckles o'er thii face 



Where did Time's hand sprinkle 7 
Point me otil the place 
Or show me any wrinkle. 

I have undergone 

Renovatioo tboroo^ 
Loveliness, laid on. 

Has filled up every farrow. 
So, (a vrin my hand. 

Now, boys, who'll endeavoat ? 
Takemeaslltand, 

Made Beautifol for Ever. 

Published at the lime triien the trial of lifadame Radiel 
was in prtwras, and het dericei for making women 
" Beautifol for ever " were being exposed. 



Whiskey r Drink DiviHBt 

Whiskbt, drink divine I 
Why dioold driv'lers bote as 

With the praise of wine, 
Whilst we've thee before as I 

Were it not a shame. 



To 



It we couia not sing thee ? 
Whiskey, drink <Uvine I 

Why should driv'len bore tw 
With the prsiie of wine, 
WbiUt we've thee before as 1 

Greek and Roman sang 

Chian and Fatemian — 
Shall no harp be ttruns 

To thy pnise, Hibernian ? 
Ye«— let Erin's sons— 

Qen'rons, biave, and frUiy — 
Tell the world, at once. 

They owe it lo thai whiskey. 

If Anacreon — who 

Was the erape's best poet- 
Drank our Stoanlaiit doe, 

Haw his verse would show It : 
As the belt then known. 



He to 






Biicht as beauty's eye; 

when no khtow veUs It [ 
Sweet as beauty's sigh. 

When young love mhalet it [ 
Come, then, to my Up — 

Come, thon rich in blltaea— 
Every drop I up 

Seems a shower of luise*. 

Conld my feeble lays 

Half thy virtues number, 
A whole gravt of bays 

Should my biowi encomber. 
Be his name adored. 

Who summed up Ihy DMiit) 
In one litlie word, 

When he calM tlwB vMta. 
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W. M. THACKERAY. 



If we had not fouod 

Tbii encbaoting treuiirc ; 
And, when tnuil death'i 
Attow shall tnuuiii jc, 
Let jnnir Uteit bteatlu 
Be whltkey ( mhiakev 1 whiskejr I 
Whitkej I drink diTin* I 

Whjr (bonld diiv'len bor« ui 
With (be piaise of wine. 
Whilst we've thee before ni ? 

By JosEFU O'LsAKV (k parliamentarj' reporter for the 
Jlonung CkronieU). 1840. 



Hknkt and Ellin. 

O'lK Atlantic wave 

Comes a fcanome babel ; 
Zvetf sort of slave. 

Fact confused with bble. 
Henry tome assail. 

T'other side the ferry j 
Bat the western gale 

Blows k>»* of Ellen Terry t 
Black U Henry's piilt, 

Pai^2 all contrition ; 
For he mm atilt 

At a pet liaditiM). 
Wbea he seems to fail 

PhlliitiDet make toenj ; 
Bat the western gale 

Blowi love of Ellen Terry I 
Shylock it too tame 

rot a taste robnstioos ; 
Oracles acclaim 

Henry it " indnstrions I " 
Still the crafty Jew 

A^tates the icholan— 
Hebrew never drew 

Such a [rile of dolUn. 
Melancholy Dane, 

Why this erief abyimal i 
Democrats would fam 

See a Prince lets diimaL 
How can Boston praise, 

With this thought unnerving — 
Edwin's crown of iMyt 

On (he btow of Irving? 

For the Martyr Kiog 

CooDtleii checks are dewy t 
Critics sweetly ting 

Anthemt to the Louis. 
Many love bin be*t 

When his vein for tport {»-> 
Priic the ^lished jett 

That his Doriconit is. 

Mathias appals 

With bit conscience deatUeas 
Gallery and ttalU, 

Sitting mute and breathless. 
What though tanntiog scribe 

Write himself a noodle i 
Henry tains the gibe, 

WhUtling '■ Yankee Doodle I '• 



Bat when EHen smiles, 

Glows the mott sedate eye ( 
Lightly the b^nilet 

Boston literati. 
Never did the sword 

Win such wide mbmittion— 
Slavery restored, 

S[4te of AboUtioa I 

We who saw thy tomb. 

Pride of all Verona, 
Mourned thy pileoui doom. 

Sweetest Detdemona ; 
Gladly would we sail 

Ocean in a wherty. 
While the western gale 

Blew love of Ellen Tetry I 

Portia, we know 

What it is that talora 
Blest Battanio 

To vanqoiih otbet siritora I 
Beatrice might rail 

From Sandy Hook to Kerry, 
Still would western gale 

Blow love of Ellen Terry 1 
May red rose grow pale; 

Juice deaerl the beny, 
Ere the western gale 

Blow slight of Ellen Teny I 
Wbich of ut would quail 

Before the tiorst of thenr. 
To drink " Columbia, hail I " 

For love of Ellen Terry I 

Tkt SI. Jamta't OoMtttt. Jannaiy 10, iSI 



THE BATTLE OF LIMERICK. 

Ye Genii of the nation. 

Who look with veneration. 
And Ireland's desolation onsayiingly deplore. 

Ye sons of General Jackson, 

Who'd thiample on the Saxon, 
Attend to the thraosaction upon Shannon ihore. 

When William, Dake of Schumbng, 

A tyrant and a. humbug. 
With cannon and with thunder on our city bor^ 

Our fortitude and valiance 

Inslhrucled his battalions. 
To retpict the gallant Irish upon Shannon ahore. 

Since that capitulation. 

No dty in this nation 
So grand a reputation could boast before. 

As Limerick prodigious, 

Ttial stands with quays and bridges. 
And the ships up to the windiet of the Shannon shore. 

A chief of ancient lin^ 

'Tis WilUam Smith O'Brine 
Repdtints thii darling Limerick, this ten yean or more ) 

O the Saions can't endure 

To tee him on the Bure, 
Aitd Ihiimble at the Cicero from Shannon shore I 

This valiant son of U 



Had been to visit Par'^ 
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Thkt laod of RevolatioD, that erows the tricolor ; 

And to welcome his retum 

From pilgiinnges fott'n. 
We invited him to Uy on the Shoonon shore. 



When full of la; and cake, 

O' Brine becan to ajjafce ; 
But juice a one could hear him for a snddeo roar 

Of a ragamuffin rout 

Began to yell and ihoul, 
And fiighlen the piopriel; of Shannon ihore. 

Ai Smith O'Biine harangued, 
They bathered and they banged ; 
Tim DooUn'i doori and windies down they tore ; 
They smashed the lovely windiea 
(Hung with muslin from the lodiesj, 
ing of their shin "' 



I*nrshDing ol 



ir shindici upon ShaoDOn shore. 



With throwing of brickbats, 

Drowoed puppies and dead latii, 
These mSin democrats themielves did lower ; 

Tin kettles, rotten eggs. 

Cabbage-stalks, and wooden legs, 
They flung among the patriots of Shannon shore. 

"Col down the bloody horde 1 " 

Savs Meagher of the sword, 
"This (»nduct would diserareany blackamore ;" 

But the best use Tommy made 

Of his famous battle blade 
Wu to cut his stick from the Shannon shore. 

Immortai Smith O' Brine 

Was raging like a line ; 
'Twould have done your sowl good to have heard him roar : 

Id his gloiv be arose, 

And he rushed upon his foes. 
But they hit him on the nose by the Shannon ihore. 

Then the FutI and Dthragoons, 

Id squadt horns and platoons, 
With their music playing chunes, down apoo us bore ; 

And tbef bate the lallatoo. 

But the Feelers came in view. 
And ended the thaloo on the Shannon shore. 

W. M. TlIACKERAV. 



THE HjUin-ON 



OCH, the glorification of bicydeation. 

What is't in the nation can ever compare. 
With all of them fleeting to Hampton, and meeting 

Like temperance preachers all in the open air. 
Och, for the numbers with bingers and Humbers, 

Piling their initniments up by the gates ; 
And patent Eclipses, and pDlicemen, and gipsies. 

And boys with the programmes all eating of iwates 

Their bicycles shining all standing a line in, 

'Twos done by designing, and splendid to see ; 
With people all flocking, and each other knocking, 

And all of them happy as they could be. 
Then over the couries two policemen on horses, 

A-dancing and prancing, decipher the line ; 
Qiuckjiiimo I steady I the riders get ready 

To jump in their saddles when they get the sign. 



Then the bogle sounded, and all of them bounded. 

Right on to the lop of their lovely machine* ; 
Only some of them hopping too hard took lo flopping, 

And mixed themselves up by all manner of mane*. 
Then the first couple dodges nght in by the Lodge*, 

At the Lion Gates, into Bashy Park. 
Their club was the Pickwick (which wanst had a picnic 

In Epping Forest and got back before dark.) 

And next comes the Snrrey np all in a hurry. 

With nice Mister Budd, 'kase he thought they were late} 
And Mister Oxx laughing lo wide at the chaffing. 

Be bad lo *top tmiling to get through the gat& 
And then came the Temple, a pleasant exemple 

Of teetotal members who never drink beer ; 
In front of them " Maccy,"wborodeoD his "jacky," 

And yonng Charley Liles bringing np the rear. 



To watch him a-spiling his beantiinl 
In such a sad manner, just by the Diana, 

As only a knocker could make such a grimace. 
And H. Liddel Corlis, who'd only jnst bought his 

New Surrey Machinist a couple of weeks ; 
And being a novice, 'twas bard luck of his. 

To have a great wapse get inside of his breeks. 

The next was the London, and may I be undone. 

By faith, if they vi-asn't the belt of them all. 
With Handicap Rucker in front, on a duck o' 

A beautiful Hnmber from 'Cultural Hall ; 
And then came the Saturn, a worthy pattern, 

With lace on their jackets, and gould on the front ; 
And R. Vazie Simons, all shining like di'mon's — 

The sun be complalely put oot of the hunt. 

(Tlmt vtrtit omitUi. ) 

Then the eggs and the cresses and the ladles' dresses. 

And all other things which are good for to eat, 
Witb tea lo delight 'em all ad it^ftmtull\, 

And waiters to cut up the olatea full of meal ; 
There was punch acd toddy lor everybody. 

And anyone else who could only get in - 
But poor Mister Sopper eat more than w 

Which made him so fat that he'll nevt 

Then the crowd disperses — the sojera and nurses. 

And dames with their parses Iti to catch the train, 
Wid all of them boring, each other assuring 

It's the grandest sight they'll never sea a|^n. 
And now tDat I've finished my tale and diminished 

The beautiful nagus ye mixed before, 
I'm dhnt as a dragon, so band me the flagon — 

Sore It can't hurt to drink oim glass more. 



proper, 
itibio. 
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Thi Battli of O'Dkine. 

GSEAT jaynius of the nation, 

Ould Ireland's veneration. 
Come over, Mr. Gladstone, most honourable sorr ; 

And sling your grand old axe on. 

To slay me tricherons Saxon 
Thai raised that dridfnl shindy on (air Ontario'* shores 
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W. M. THACKERAY. 



At bould u any line 

CameW. O'Brine 
(A pBlhriot aa eminent as ever Irdind bore), 

Topiache Home Rule Salvation 

To this benighted nation 
That giope in degradalion bjr fait Onlario'i ihoie. 



To meet Toronio citiiens— some twenty bhoys or more— 

To purge the foal poltulion 

Of the toirant Constilntion 
By a pathiiot lisotation from fair Ontario'* shore. 

And the blaBgart Lansdowne trimbled 
At our gallant bhoys assimbled, 
Though his craven crew disstoiblcd all the fears their liosoms 

When,' Will Mulligan beside. 
Did the bould O'Brine ride 
With Dan Cahill and Kilbride to fair Ontario') shore. 

For the toirant thrailhors knev 

What She bould O'Brine could do : 
So with rage and imulation in their black heart's core. 

They hired a bowlln', shrakin'. 

Mob to interrupt the spakin' 
That would else have bought trae freedom to fair Ontario's 

With an illoquence most takin' 

O'Brine b^;in the spakin' ; 
Bnl juice a one could hear him, for a sudden roar 

Of the ragamufRn rout 

Began to yell and shoot, 
And frighten the propriety of fair Ontario's shore. 

W, O'Brine harangued ; 
But they battered and they banged. 
And they stormed the palhriot's plallbrm and the pathriot's 

Till through all (he shout and shindy 
He retreated by the windy 
With on angry curse at paTling upon fair Ontario's shore. 

That infuriated curse 
Only made (he ihraithots worse 
And the bowling mob in hundreds after bould O'Brine did 

As with cat'<:alls, shrieks, and whistles. 
And (he most unginerous missiles — 
Rotten eggs, sticks, stone and carrots— they disgraced 
Ontario's shore. 

With throwing of brickbats. 

Drowned puppies and dead cats, 
These ruffian democrats themselves did lower. 

"OchI a national disgrace," 

Cried O'Brine, and with quick psce 
Boolled down into a friendly and coavanient 'cycle "s(cir&" 

And there i>ale the bould OBrine 
Hailed, raging like a line : 
'Twould have done your lowl good to have heard how he 

Then he pinned up his trunk hose. 
And, retreating from his foes, 
B7 the back door, turned for ever from that tticherous 
thiaithor thoie. 
Tke Gl«be. May 11, 1S87. 

When Lord Ljinsdowne was appointed Governor General 
of Canada, Mr. W. O'Brien went over lo the Dooiinion to 



expose the harsh manner in which the 1 
on the rack-rented estates of Lord Lii 
Mobs of rioters attacked Mi. O'Brien, w 
and the Canadian police proved 
with the disorder. 
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\i were treated 
ne in Ireland. 
IS nearly killed. 



LOVE AT TWO SCORE. 

Ho I pretty page, with dimpled chin. 

That never has known the barber's shear, 
All your aim is woman lo win. 
This is the way that boys begin. 

Wait till you've come lo forty year T 
Curly gold locks cover foolish brains, 

Rilling and cooing Is all your cheer. 
Sighing and singing of midnight strains 
Under Bonnybell's window panes. 

Wait till you've come to forty year I 

Forty times over let Michaelmas pass, 

Gtiulinghaii the brain doth clear ; 
Then youlidow a boy is an ass, 
Then you know the worth ofa lass. 

Once you have come to forty year. 
Pledge me round, I bid ye declare. 

All good fellows whose beards are grey r 
Did not the faiiesl of the fair 
Common grow and wearisome, ere 

Ever a month was past away ? 

The reddest lips that ever have kissed, 

The brightest e^es that ever have shone. 
May pray and whisper and wc not list, 
Oc look away and never be missed. 

Ere yet ever a month was gone. 
Gillian's dead. Heaven rest her bier. 

How I loved het twenty years syne I 
Marian's married, but I sit here. 
Alive and merry al forty year, 

IK[^ing my nose in the Gascon wine. 



Love at Sixteen. 
In anaieer to W. M. TAocieray, Eaq. By a Prelfy Pagt. 
The affections, when yonng, are more prone to unite. 

As the flowers of the forest together entwine, 
Than when age with her vigour has frozen our might. 

And manhood has gone past the bounds of its prime. 

Forty years — ah I why wait for enjoyment so long. 
For a home with the bean and the hand of the fair ? 

Why cheat expectation while time circles on. 
And marry a girl, in yoat fortieth year ? 

With DO one to share life's troubles and crosses. 
Or cheer yon with smiles when sickness is near. 

Or console you amidst your privations and losses. 
Would you wait for a bride till your fortieth year ? 

Why not taste of the fountain of pleasure while beaoty. 
Lends grace 10 tbe features now withered and sera ? 

Oh I lose not the chance, for numbers will suit yo. 
Unless they're put oQ to (he fortieth year. 
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To »of(en ear tttn wbeo hope h bit vainog. 
Are to mxDUi allotted, sad taslu 1 to be ifciie. 

°w»i?.Tf ^'5,''°?" ]"','' ^ ^"^ Engliih mftideo, 
WmTm "f^lt "■"?"" '*'»^ "^ "y «>)ODn.ing here • 
I II lean othen to wed in their fortieth year. 



January. 1850, 

Thi SKoB'a Vbbbion of thb C«««-Boto>md Chair, 

Cbarch on the day of his arrival » C?Dnei, slipped S 
«noog .be footmen and ladies' maid,. One of hTSt" 

marked the ch«r he occupied, and after evening ^ w 
her m.slre^ ,he wife of a Liverpool cotton .brSkeTiS 
^^d„appomted at no. being aWe to bn, if?^ X 

Was ever a woman so wretched as I, 

To long for a Ireaiuie that wealth cannot bnv I 

That sexton h*t mrely U>e hear, of a bear. 

Or else he would >eU me that cane- bottom 'd chair. 

•Tis DOthiog to look at, yon cmsly old man I 

Bo. dnce Ae fair eveninc when Albert lal there. 
I yean, and I bnni for that cane-bottom" c?S? 

To think I have seen him as yet hnt in dreams, 
And hat he >ho«]d sit between M«y and jSS„ , 
Wl«t rapture *.|h Albert , prayer-book to rf^' 
H«l I been as close to that catii-bottomd ch^ 

O sexton, how can you compel roe .0 oine 

A^;i' *f" '^'i*"". "*"" ^ "'"'« '" design f 
And yet conld I wm you, no Chippendale me 
ShouWwean my heart from you, my eane-bottom'd 

rd w«k yon a coshion j I'd dust yon mvielf— 
No Liverpool rivals would da» m ™n. "™Pn ' 



Their stalebric-k-brac 



i my cane-bottom'd-cbalr. 



And oft iQ the twilight my fancy would see 
My Frmce in that seat sitting smiling at me '— 
V ^I"","' H'"^ *Won, eivefieed to my praver 
And take aU I have for Qiat a 



THE KING OF YVETOT. 
TlllE« was a King of Yvetot. 

Of whom renown hath little said 
Who let all thoughti of glory ao. 

And dawdled half hit days in bed 
And every nijht as night came round! 
By Jmny, with a niehtcap crowned 

Slept venr sound : 
Sing ho, ho, ho I and he, he, he I 
That's the kind of King fo^e. 

W. M. Thackbeav, 



Th« Gkeat Nkws-uaku. 
It was the "crack" news-maker. 

The champion of the gang 
A knowing wide-a-viaker. 

Who would without a pang 
Supply strange stories without stint. 
Shoot emperors, blow np the Hint— 

H^ha,ha.hal Ho,ho,ho.bol 
Where find the match of Uus hero ?— 
Ho. ho I 

He every week discovert 

Fresh dynamiten' schemes, 
And scores of sighing toven 

He's drown'd in Lediean streams : 
He knows the Ministerial mind. 
Whispers that Gladstone has, we'll find. 

Resided. 
Ha, ha, ha, ha I Ho,lio, ho, ho I 
The whale world's secret* he does know— 
Ho, ho I 

For loven of sensations 

Who Uke news dashed with " spice." 
He'll hint at revelations, 

Hatch scandals in a trice. 
And when he sees the gaping crowd. 
He'll laugh— he* of h5 wit so proud— 

Ha,ha.ha,hal Ho,ho,ho,hot 
This it the age of shams, you know. 
Ho, ho I 
Amny FaUU. June 5, 1886. 

Thackeray's translations, or imiiationt, of someofBeraa* 
ger s •^np "re well known, it is interesting to compare 
ihern with the versions writlen by nthtr PreW (the Rer 
Francis Mahony), who has not only followed the originals 

TJh- r"K?'K*^'j"°* ''•" ^ 1»« preserved *,Dore 
of their light-hearted gaiety, thui did Thackemy. When 
Thackeray projected '■ Tht Cor»kiU MagatiJ" Father 
Front tent an '"Inaugurative Ode to the snthor of 
Toni/y «Mr." Thackeray was loo FMtidiout to allow It 
to appear eiactly in the form [n which it wai written, bat 
having considerably altered it, and added two rtaiiol 
=?" PI!?*™ '" ""= "'*' number of the ComhilL lunar* 
186a pe two versions will be found in the^SendTto 
rasJIfaclMS P<ttfrBi( Oaa«™ by WUliam Bates. aZfLoL™ 
ChattoandWindus, .M^fheve^Shlne H^ 
c/FMh^Fr^ut. published by Messrs. iKSTl^K 
jasirorfy a repnntofthe Ode as It appeaiedlSer It h^ 
been altered, and art about, by Thacketijr 



In his " Memoirs of C, leamet de la PInche. Esq ■• and 
■'■nie BaUads of Policemui X" Thackeray idloir'ed his 
fondness for eccentric orthography to become some ' 
tedious, but they contain many gemi of humour, such m 

song of the lote sick Jeames : 

Whkh moonlike ore the haznrc teas 

In soft efliilgence swells. 
When silver jews sod balmy br^te 

Bend down (he Liiy's bells ; 
When calm and dean, the rosy sleap 

Hat lapt your toil in dieems, 
R Hangeline I R Udy mine 1 
Dost thon remember Jeames? 



izcdbyGoo<^le 



W. M. THACKERAY. 



I mark the« in the Huble AU, 

Where EngUnd'i IotUcsI ihiDe — 
I uj the hireit of (hem hall 

Is Ladjr Hwigeline. 
My Kml, Id deioUle eclipse. 

With rccollecllon teemi— 
And then I huk, with weejune lipi, 

Dott thou icmsmbei Jttmett 

bmletqne ttrtti, such m lhe*«, mar he imitated, bat (bejr 
eanaoi be parodied, uid.lDdeedilmiiii be admitted that few 
of the Imitaiioni ate reaU; bumoroo*. 

The Akcana or Cabin kt-makikg. 
(An tpittU /r«n Jamti de la FUtck*, Jv»., Etq.) 
" Lady Frederick CaTCndiih'i bonie, CailtoD Houie- 
lenacc, and DeToaihlie Houfc, the town reudeoce of the 
Maiqnis of HuUngtoD, weie Ibe centre* of interal on ihe 
Oppo)ItiDD lide. Mr. Gladitone, who ii at pretent the 
nat of Lad]t Frederick, at half-pail ten received a vliit 
from Mi. Godley, a former private leccelirji. Lord 
GTanville walked acroii from hii reiidence aboat eleven 
o'clock, and had a long taterriew with Mr. Gliditone, 
Sit Henry Jamet, ex-Attomey-Genend, alio called od 
Mi. GUditone, and remained with him foi about 
half an hoot. He wat fallowed by Lotd HailiiiEton, 
who walked to Cailioo Hoote-tettace from ibe Rdbm 
Club. He and Mr. Gladilone remained in conver- 
lalioa ibt ovei an hooi. At the cloie of the inteiview hit 
loidahip croaied the itieet to Loid Gianville's leiidenc^ 
and ID a few minntei they came out togethei in eameit 
convenation. Lord Haitiogton left the leader of the Hooie 
of Lotds at the coinei by the AtbenKum, and tlrolled back 
Id the direction of (he Duke of York') Steps, where he was 
shon1]r joined by Loid Roiebeiy, who had called on Mi. 
Gladstone in ihe meantime. IaIct in the afienioon Mr. 
and Mis. Gladstone weot fot a drive in the Patk, altet 
which the formei wa* again visited b; Loid GranviUe and 
Lotd Derby. "— Km«. )initaiy a8, 1886. 
You Mtibblin' fellcrt'make* a show 
Of bein' rcg'Ur " in (he know," 
On pollTliK an' pollytishns 
Haffeclin' habsohmt hoonishns- 
Bat wen there comet a cryiis*, who's 
The whery fiiil as knowi (be knoos ? 
Who's heB kiiffltho on the spot 
To let yoo pies(-<hap« know wot's wot ? 
Who's plaitt by F8te in itch a stasho 
As qtdte commands the ntiwalbn? 
Who tells you penyalinin' lyres 
The tuna an' houli of wot penpltei ? 
In short, who knows the lime of day, 
Is hup to snoHgh, hall Iheie, he /ay t 
Who 'oldt (he pulse of UtenjJ 
I faansen oKily, V, ME I— 
He, an' a few ih>nji/Varf> as well 
Wot wal(s upoo the Front Door Bell. 

The wnld is pantin' for to know 
The goins on of WEG. an' Co.— 
His bedtime an' the time he lii. 
His begsits an' his bentiaocea, 
His hax each mionit of the day, 
Who eawld on 'jm, who itade awhey. 
Wen Herbert wisited Ibe Guv, 
An' wen he wawkt, an' wen he druv, 
An', most of hall, wot lucky fellei 
He last look bundet his hambrellei', 



■riQ pop acrou (he stieat 
I' WenwaAikitmeat? 



HesU 

WotoL „ .. ^__ 

Who were it wiang the bairey bell 
An' slipt in privit ?— Not F-m— U ? 
Wen came ue daitia' of (he Corco*. 
His ba(D0le gorjua with a hotchn* ? 
Wile he enjyd a laleytalt, 
Wete Rowsbein ablidied tc ' ' 
Who was Incited? Who 
An' who with who went tuu 
For tips on sich [nnti King* an' Doox 
An' Huili is on the tenleiooa — 
From Galway to Hifganislan 
Hall lie U on the Grand Old Man ; 
The Zai'i gone oph his sleap at night. 
Prints Bismark'i lost his bappylight. 
The Gieax for biafamubn long — 
An' who, pray, keaps 'cm Jlo JtOOTWHf r 
Who plays, in Unnitch mettyforacle. 
The mit^ roll of Yewnip's Horacle i 
Who lets you scribblers suck hit branet 
An' gits a quid, praps, foi hit panes ? 
R I Sich the lot ('ow 'aid it seams I) 
The kly, lophty k)l of Jkamcs. 

n* Pott MaU QoMttU. Jannaiy 30, tg86. 



The Ballad op a Rubal Pliciiiah. 



Toby gents of Lincoln county, 
Lincob famed for minttei giand. 

Whence a "patty," as ii nameless. 
Looks ihey say aciosi the land. 

I'm a bold and luial Pleceman 
Keepin', ai in dnty boon', 

Hi't on all them poacbin' rasklet 
At infestcs Spaldin' (own. 



In this hex'leiil town of Spaldin' 
Lives a gent of whom I speak. 

Most respectful,— as a Kev'renI,— 
And a most Intet'gent Beak. 

And thU Rev'ient Beak afbic Mm 
Had a g^ — of cracktei mm. 

Caught most flagiaot in the hact like 
Piiggin' a Genuieam, 

And hei pievui hantecedants 
(Which the law they couldn't teach) 

Bad they wat, — I'd o'mmoit wairent 
She'd not heeid that ReVrcnt preach, 

NWet been to Skool and dch like, 
Niveicuitsy'd, I'll be bonn'. 

When she met that Rer'ient part; 
Walkin' loeek In SpaMlii' town. 
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PARODIES OF 



So h!i Rev'reat Wajhnp heuin* 
All the hx to which I ipeaks, 

Sent thit most owdacious huuy 
Info quod for leveral weeks. 

When Ihftt wicked gtX was quodded 
(I wish mote w»s, on my sowl) 

All them penny Radikle papers 
Hade a most iofuDDil 'uul. 

And Ihey s*id as this ete Rev'ient, — 
<B1ess his gentle 'oil — for yean 

I have heeara 'im for them 'ethens 
Pieach till ever/ hi waa lean). 

Ves,— they said this pious geo'lm 
(Which I knows the coals he give) 

Was a cruel 'attiess tyrant, 
O'mmost 'acdiy £t to live ; 

When ihey knme as 'e's as kind like 
As his little boyi wot sings. 

Alius geltia' good old ladies 
To be givin' of 'im things. 

Now 






rileful 



Then this ere 'Ome Secerticy 
(Which of (his I now complain) 

Spoke quite (tern-like to this Rev'rent, 
And released Ihnt gal again. 

And what's wus,— another Conviclion 

Of ihishei'lrntj. P., 
Though not 'aif what I'd 'a given. 

Was just squashed like, d'ye see. 

And this Radikle 'Ome Secertary, 
Speakin' in a public place. 

Hinted as this Rev'rent party 
Woin'l quite fitted for his place. 

This I call a i 



Who I 
To hinsult a Rev'rent Beak? 

t on'y wish that Rev'rent bad 'iNt 

Afore him with a fairish tale, 

I don't think that cheeky party 

Would too easily get bale. 

And I call on all ihem ladies 
Which his church and sich-like give. 

All Ihem gents upon hii Boards like, 
And them lawyers, as must livt. 

Now to jine in this remonstransh 
At the Ii-Jth which now I told. 

And in gen'ral hindignation. 
With a rural Pleceman bold. 

From Ortnt and Orcan», iSSi. 



Old Fashioned Fvs. 
When that old joke was new, 

It was not hard to joke. 
And puns we now pooh-pooh. 

Great langhler would provoke 



True wit was seldom heard. 

And humour shown by few. 
When reign'd King George the Third, 

And tlut old joLe was oeir. 

It passed indeed for wit. 

Did this achievement rar^ 
When down your friend would u^ 

To steal away bis chair ; 
You brought him to the floor. 

You bruised him black ani blue. 
And this would cause a roar, 

When your old joke was new. 

W. M. Tkackeiay. 
The original of this parody will be fouaJ on p. 167 vol. iv.. 

In the fourth volume of this collectioo several parodies, 
written by Thackeray, were given, amongst them being tvro 
upon Wapping Old Slain "Untrue to my Uiric I never 
eould be " and " The Almack's Adieu," also one, on page 
173, commencing : — 

Dear Jack, this white mug that with Guinness I fill." 
and "Larry O'Toole" on page 35a 

In a future volume, devoted to prose parodies and burletques, 
those written by Thackeray will be fully described. 



Edward Biilwer Lytton. 

Born, Miy 25, 1805, Died, January 18, 1873. 

Lord Lytton's poetry does not appear to 
have offered much temptation to the parodists, 
probably because none of it became truly 
popular. Many years ago the late Professor 
Aytoun wrote some satirical verses on Lytton, 
entitled A Midnight Meditation, but this, and 
Tennyson's attack upon him in Punch,, are the 
only important burlesques on his poetry. 

Several ot his plays have, however, been the 
subject of burlesques, and many prose parodies 
of his novels have been written. 



Fill me once more the foaming pevrter up I 

Another board of oysleri, ladye mine I 

To-night Lucullus with himself shall sup. 



LS Miltons are divine \ 



shppen 



These mute ingloi: 

And as I here la s 
QuifKng of Perkins' Entire my 611, 
I sigb not for the nymph of Aganippe's rilL 

Bui these remarks are neither here nor there. 
Where was I? Oh, I see-old Southey's dead I 



, Google 



LORD LYTTON. 



More fit with lurel (o be guluided 
Than Uiis, which, cailed in many b rrastinl ctul. 
Btealhes of Cutalia's stiEimi, and best MacaitM oil ? 

They throne aTonnd me now, thoie thin|!$ of air 

llial fiom my fancy took their being's itamp : 
There Pelham sits nnd Iwirts his glossy hair, 

There Clifford leads his pils upon the trunp ; 

There pale Zononi. tending o'er hi> limp. 
Roams through ihe ilarry Kilderness of thought. 
Where all is everything, aad everything is nought 

Vcs, I am he who xang how Aram won 

The genlle ear of pensive Madeline I 
How love and murder hand in hand may run, 

Cemented by philosophy serene. 

And kissei bleu the spot where gore hat been 1 
Who breathed [he melting sentimenl of crinie, 
And for the auusin waked a sympithy lablime 1 



'i as good as any other bam. 



And, worth a plum, not bays nor butt desires. 
But these are things vrould suit me to the letter, 
For though the stout is good, old sherry's greatly belter. 

A iico for yoor small poetic ravers, 

Your Hunts, your Tennysons, your Milnes, and these I 
Shall they compete with him who wrote " Maltravers " ? 

Prolc^elo " Alice, or the Mysteries " ? 

No I eveo now my glance prophetic sees 
My own high brow girt with the bays about. 
What ho I within there, ho 1 another pint of Stout ! 

{Smtral vtria omitftd.) 

William E. Aytoun. 

But this prophecy wa* not to be fulfilled, for on the deati 
of Wordsworth, in 1S50, Tennyson obtuned the office an< 
penuon of Poet Laureate. Some years before that even 
Tennyson had also received a giant from the Government 
which aioased the jealousy of bis btother poets. 



" I seek no purfled prcttiness of phrase, 

A soul io earnest scorns the tricks for praise. 

If to my verse denied the Poet's fame, 

This merit, rare to verse that wins, I claim ; 

No tawdry grace shall womaniie my pen 1 

Ev'n in a love-song, man should write for men 1 

Not mine, not mine, (O Muse forbid t) the boon 



Of borrowed notes, the mock-bird's modish ItUM, 

The Jingling medley of parloin'd conceits 

Out babying Wordsworth, and outglitteringKeatei («tc) 

Where all tne airs of patchwork-natlotil dime 

To drowsy ears in Tennysonian rhyme I 

Am I cntbrHU'd but by the sterile rule. 

The formal pupil of a frigid school. 

If to old laws my Spartan tastes adhere. 

If the old vigorous music charms my ear. 

Where sense with sound, and ease with weight comtrine. 

In the pare silver of Pope's ringing line ; 

Or where the pulse of man beats loud and strung 

In (he frank flow of Diyden's lusly song? 

Let School-Miss Alfred vent her chastedelight 

On " darling little rooms so warm and bright ! " * 

Chaunt, " I'm a-weaiy,'' in infectious strain. 

And catch her "Blue fly singing i' the pane," 

Tho' praised by Critics, Iho' adored by Blues, 

Tho' Peel with pudding plump the Pnling Muse, 

Tho' Theban taste the Saxon's purse controuts. 

And pennons Tennyson, while starves a Knowlet. 



The New Tiuon, a 



1 THB POBTS. 

We know him, out of Skaiaptare't art. 
And those fine curses ivhich he spoke ; 

The old Timon. with his noble heart. 
That, strongly loathing, greatly broke. 

So died the Old : hers come* tba New. 

Regard him : a familiar face : 
I Iheugkf we knew him. What 1 it's yon. 

The padded mtu— that wears the slayt-' 

Who kill'd the fi^rU and ibrill'd the boys 
With dandy pathos when yon wttM, 

A Lion, yon, that mads a noise. 
And sbcwk a mane en papiUotet. 

And once you tried the Muses, too ; 

You fail'd Sir : therefore now yon turn, 
You fall on those who are to yon. 

As Captain is to Snbaltem. 

But men of loog-enduring hopes. 
And careless what this hour may bring. 

Can pardon little would-be Pape» 
And Bntmtiid*, when tbey try to aliug. 

An Artist, Sir, should rest in Art, 

And waive a little of bis claim. 
To have the deep Poetic heart 

Is more tban all poetic fame. 

! •Inafootnotetheaathorof TWeJTfleKmonwtote "The 

I whole of this Poem (,' .' .') is worth reading, in order la see 
I to what depths of sillioesi the hnman intellect cao des- 

I "0 Darling room, my heart's delight 

Dear room, the apple of my sight. 

With thy two couches sift and while. 

There is no room so eiquisite, 
I No little room so warm and bright. 

Wherein to read, wherein lo write." 

i {There were two other verses, but in later editions of his 

r works Tennyson has omitted the entire poem. Messrs. 
I Harper and brothers, of New York, have however recently 
I poblished an edition containing all Tennyson's early and 
suppressed poems. This is invaluable as a book of reference 
I for lilerary men. Ed. P.] 
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Bat you. Sir, jron tre bard lo pious ; 

Yon never look bnl half coatent : 
Nor liks a gMHlesun at «aa«, 

Wiih moral breadth of lemperameat. 

And what with (pitea and what with b*n. 

Yon cannot let a body be : 
Ii'i alwaja ringiag in yonr cut, 

" The; call tbii man as good ai nr." 

What profits now to onderttand 
The merits of a spotless shirt — 

A dapper boot— a little hand — 
If half the little toal is dirt ? 

Tou talk of tinsel I wbj « 



A TiMon ]K>a t Naj, Day, Ibr shame : 
It look* too arro^t a jett — 

The fieTM old nan— to take hU name 
Yog bandbOK. Ofi; and let bjm rest. 



AhmA. Febnaijr 38, 18^ 

Tbere is little reason to doubt that Tennjraon wrote 
these lines, althoogb tbcy are not louladed in bis works. 
Lady Lytlon's description of ber future husband, as be 
first appeared lo bei, jaalifiea this charge of foppery 
brought against him. 

"He had " she wrote, " jnst ratamed from Paris, and 
was resplendent with French poliib, so far as boots 
went. His cobweb cambric shirt-front was a triumph of 
lace and embroidery, a combination never seen in this 
conntiT till aii or aoreo years later, except on babiea' 
frocks. Studs, too, except in racing stables, were then 
nea ssf. bat a perfect ^alsxy gtitierea along the milky way 
down the centre of this rairy-like Ungerit. Poor D'Orsa*'s 
linen aannilets bad not yet burst upon the London world, 
bnl like the little source of a mighty liver, Mr. Lytton 
Btilwer bad three inches of cambric encircling his coat 
cuffs, and faitsDed with jewelled sleeve-liaki. And tboagb 
It then wanted full five years till every man in society was 
caned, he also dangled from bis ungloved and glittering 
right hand, a somewhat gorgeously jewel led- headed ebony 
cane, and the dangling was of the scientiGc kind that bad 
evidently been 'leami, marked, and inwardly digested.' 
Miss Laodoo and I both laaghed as I exclaimed : 
'Sir Plnme, of amber snufl-box justly vain, 
And the nice conduct of a clouded cane.' '' 



Lord Lytton's most successful drama "TKt Laiy of 
Lftnt, ot Love and Pride," was produced at Covent 
Garden Theatre, London, on Febroaiy ij, 183S, when Mr. 
Macready played Claudt Mtlnolle, and PauUnt was im- 
penonated by Miss Helen Fiucit, now Lady Theodoie 
Martin. The plot of the play ii abiurd and prepoilenns 
in the higheit d^ee, yet Lytton acknowledged thai, luch 
as it was, il had been suggeiled to him by a pretty little tale 
called "The Bellowa Mecdn." Possibly the succeu of 
Lyltoa's [day put others on the scent of his original, for on 
Fcbmaiy 7, 1B43, a domestic drama in three acit, entitled 
"Perovreu, the Bellows Mender, and the Beauty of 
Lyons," by W. T. Moneiieff, was produced at Sadler's 
Wells Theatre. Stilted in taegoage, full of clap-uap senti- 



A hvonrile piece of dap-tr^ in Lyttoa's drsma is 
MELNOTTES VISIONARY HOME. 
Nav, dearest, nay, if thou would'st have me paint. 
The home to which, could love fnlGl its prayen 
This hand would lead thee, listen — a deep vale^ 



And whispering myrtles ; glairing softest skies 

As cloudless, lave with rare and roseate shadows, 

As I would have thy fate I 

A palace lifting to eternal summer 

Its maiUc walls from ont a glassy bower 

Of coolest foliage muiical with birds. 

Whose song should lylUble thy name I At noon 

We'd lit beneath the siclung vines, and wonder 

Why eaith could be unhappy, while the heavens 

Still left u( youth and love I We'd have no friends 

That were not lovers, no ambition, save 

To eicell them all in tore ; we'd read no books 

That were not tales of love — that we mi^ smile 

To tiiink how poorly eloquence of words 

Traoilates the poetry of hearts like onrs I 

And when night came, amidst the breathless heavens 

We'd guess what >tu ihoald be our home when love 

Becomes immortal ; while the perfumed lig^l 

Stole through the miiti of alabaster lamps. 

And eveiy aJr was heavy with the sighs 

Of orange groves and music from sweet lutes. 

And murmnrs of low fountain ■ that gosb forth 

r the midst of roses 1— dost thou like thefnctiire? 

This hss been frequently parodied. In " CindereUa," by 
Albert Smith, the book of which is now exceedingly scarce, 
the following was spoken by Alfred Wigan, in the part of 
Pn'ttM BodolfK : 

Say dearest, say, if thou wouldst have me paint 

'I'bc lodging whither, but not till we are wed. 

The bus shall lake thee, listen, 

A cottage making to external splendour 

But small pretence, passed cve^ half an hour 

By omnibuses musical with cads 

Who'd set us down at our own door. At noon 

We d dig OUT early brocoli, and wonder 

Hnw the slave trade could flourish, while the heavens 

Send down such loads of blacks. We'd liave tw friends 

That were not jolly, no ambition save 

How lo make both ends meet. We'd keep no bool^ 

'Csuse we'd psy resdy cash that we might smile 

To ibink how thoroughly long Cbristmss bills 

Would take the poetry out of love like cars. 

And when night came, beneath our pea-green acbonr. 

We'd guess whence came the earwigs that like frieoda 

Drop into tea, while biased the camphine light. 

Or Vesta, or some other patent lamp. 

And all the streets were echoing with the cries 

Of orange girl^ and muric from cracked flutes 

And murmurs of low organs that grind forth 

One endless polka. Dost thou like the picture? 

To which Cinderella (Mrs. Keeley), replied : 
Oh don't I just. Lord, 1 could walk and walk. 
For evei so long, to hear you talk and talk. 
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LORD LYTTON. 



"The Mry latest cditlm of Ihc Ladj of l^roni," > Btir- 
laqnc Extravinma, in ooe ict, b^ H. J. Bjftoii, wu 
noduced It the Stiud Thnlie, London, on Jnir i ith, 1859, 
ID which Mill M. Oliver, Miu Chulolte Smunden, and 
llenn. H. J. TnnieT^amei Rogen aod J. Clarke took the 
leading parti. Hiu C. Sannden, ai Gavdt SlOiutU, ipoke 
the foUowing parody : — 

.PouIi'iM. — Deicribe to me ■{»■], ]>onr h^hneii, do 

That Crjpital PaUcc jKm would take me to. 
Child*.— If thou wonld'»t ha»e me paint— 
PanftiM.— I woald— be quick I 
Oaiula. — fatide) Then I mnit laj it on extremely thick, 

(atmid) The home to which conid love fnlGl ill 

praven, 
Thi* hand woold lead thee — (a*idt) up no end of 

A. flight orteant]' inch at ne'er did moo ttt — 

(atidt) But In thii iniunce qaite ■ Bight of fancy ; 

A palace in the winler and Ibe lammer, 

Open to every decently dreued comer, 

who with the humble shilling can come down ; 

(On SatDrday* the charge i> half a crown) 

With marble halli — each end ■ glassy tower | 

(The liaini start every quarter of an bout) ; 

At noon when cooler mach the air tieeomes, 

We'd lit amongst Ibe megatheriums 

And olhen with hard names— I scarce can tell 'em 

One from the olbei — nobody can spell 'em ; 

We'd have no friend with as the live long day 

Third Mrtie*, dear, ate always in the way, 

And when nighl came, down at the railwayUatiMi 

Mid'st hundicdt id a state of aritatloo 

We'd guess which eatritge should ooawej us bone 

As to the platform's side (be train would come — 

Say doit tbou like the picture 7 

J^HliHe. — As the bee 

Upon the flower hangi — I hang on thee 
Sndi honey have thy charmed accent! got 

Ctaiidt.—fa»ida bUttrlfJ Alas I no keneg for it ii mdiwt. 



At Glondleii-~sa*e finr "tiffs" and patting 

shadow! — 
At I would have thy fate. 
Pau^tne.— Myows Hygela I 

aiibu>a*.—A mansion lifting from the triple archei 
lit perforated walli, iti itaitcate tower 
Diiiinct, ■ ventilating shaft, a liR 
For dull and other objects, and a roof 
Of coolest foliage, musical with tdrdi, 
Whose song! thinld syllable HV name. At noon 
We'd sit benealb the arching glass and wonder 
What 1 photograpber would pay per annam 
Pot such a ilndio. We'd read no books 
That did not treat of drainage — dng no tong* 
But lanilary lays, that we might imile 
To think how poorly otheri felt the need 
Of hygienic altilndes like ouri ; 
And when nighl came, in lesielated roomi 
We'd guess what ityle would be oui home when 

Became unbounded, while Ibe newest light 
Stole through the patent economic lamps. 
And every air-hole in the hollow bricks 
Whistled and moaned in ghostly dissonance. 
With coughing and the ineeies that guth forth 
I' Ibe best Q' noses. —Dost thou like the pklote? 
fuHHy FeUi. February 3, 1877. 

Another burlesque was produced at the Gaiety Theatre 
London, in Oclober 1878, entitled The Lady cf Lfont 
Uarritd and StUUd, by Herman C. Merivale, with Mils 
Nelly Fairen, and Meiira, Edward Terry, Royce, Maclean 
and Squire, in the princini characters. In this, Claude Mel- 
Dotle, instead of describing an imaginary palace, sings a 
patter tong to hii wife, Pauii'iM, in ptaise of Ibe iJarwinian 
theory of the evoloiion of ipecies. At might be expected, 
the humour of this it somewhat ponderoat. 



Thi Modii. Palace. 

"When I-ord Lytton •nW.t Tlit Lady tf Ly»N«he wat in 
ptofound ignorance of one of the bleiainp in ttote for the 
boman race. Nothing had then been heard of health-towns 
or model bonie^ and when Claude Melnotle sought to 
daixle the mind of Pauline with a jncture of the retreat love 
wonld conjure np foe her, he could think of nothing better 
than ■ Tamihaclue old palace by the Lake of Como. 

Now, had Lord Lytton enjoyed the advantage of Dr. 
Richardson's accjtialntanee, bow much more sensibly he 



JMnoflA— Nay. deaietl, nay. If Ihoa wouldsl have me 

The home to which— if paint were not anwbole- 

TUt hand wonld lead thee- listen. A deal (pace. 
Guarded by thelteiing hilts from the cati wind), 
X.aid out bi geometrical designs, 
Around a guden fat the generid use. 
riansed to secure — on toondetl prindplet— 
Accord among the variovs families ; 



THE SEA CAPTAIN; 

oa, n« BirOirigltt. 

A Drama in Eve Acts, by Sir E. L. Bolwer, was Srit 
performed al the Haymorkel Theatre, London, October 31, 
1639, with the following cast : — 

Mr. J. Webster 
Mt. SiticklMid. 
Hr. Macready. 
Hr. Howe. 
Mr. Phelpt. 
Mr. O. Smith. 
Hr. GallolL 
Mit. Warner. 
Mitt Helen Fandt. 
Met. CUffotd. 



Lord Albdale ... 
Sir Maurice Beevor 

Notman 

Falkner 

Lake 

Lady Arundel ... 

Violet 

Mistress Prudence 



Notwithstanding all the effort* of theae famous actors and 
actretses the play had liltle iDCcesi. When Sii E. L. Bulwer 
pubUthed it, be atlempted to excuse its comparative failare 
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CH-l V-LL WPL-3H, ESQ., TO SIR 

Hay fair, ym. 30, 1S39. Midnitt. 

HoHKABBLR Bakhet!— Rclired from Ihe litleiy world 
■ year or moar, I didn't think anjflhinj; would iojuice me 
lo come fomrdi agaJD ; for 1 was conleni wilh taf thiat of 
repatation. andpiopoai'd to add nothink to those immoctiBl 
wux which han rendered Ihii Magaieen 10 ullybrated. 

Shall I (ell Ton Ihe reuB of my re-ippearanls ? — a desire 
for the benefiek of my fellow-creatures? Fiddlestick 1 A 
mighty truth with which my busm laboured, and which I 
muit bring forth or die? Nonsince — ilutf : money's the 
lecret, my dear Sarnet— money — L'argang, g^, spieiinia. 
Here's quarter day coming, and I'm blest if I con pay my 
landlnd, unless I can id hartilicially to my inkum. 

Tbii ii, howerei, belwigst you and mc. There's no need 
to blacard the streets with it, or to tell the British public 
that Fitiroy Y-ll-wpl-sh is short of money, or that the silly- 

braln) hauthor of the Y Papers is in peskewoiai)' 

diffickltiei, or ii fileagued by bis shupeihuman littery labors 
orbybii famlysuckmslansies, or by any other pusnal matter I 
my maxim, dear B., is on these pints lo be as quiet as 
posbile. What the juiee dues the public care for you 01 
me } Why must we always, in preliues and what not, be 
a-talking about ourselves and our igstrodnary merrals, wou, 
andinjaiies? It is on this subjick that I porpies, my deat 
Bantet, lo speik to tou in a frendly way ; and praps ]n>u'll 
find my advise tolrabbly holesum. 

We brew, and we love our own tap — amen ; but the pint 
belwigst us is this slewpid, absudd way of crying out, 
because the public don't like it loo. Why shood Ihey, my 
dear Bamet? Yon may vow that they are fools; or thai 
Ihe critix are your enemies; or that thewuld should judge 
yonr poams by your critticle rules, and not their own ; yon 
may beat your breast, and vow you are a mailer, and yon 
won't mend Ihe matter. Take beiit, man I you're not so 
miirabble after ill : youi spirits need not be lo very cast 
doim ; you are not so very badly paid. I'd Uy ■ wiger 
that you make, with one thing or another — plays, novvles. 



Why should'nl you i 
1 nree ijiuwbuu ■ yni im uv HuciL uad thing— Lei alone the 
bametcy : it must be a great comfort lo have that bloody 
hand in your skitching. 

Us littery men I take lo be like a pack of schoolboys — 
childish, greedy, envius, holding by our friends and always 
ready to ^hL What mnit be a man's conduck among 
such ? He mail either tike no notis, and pass on myjastick. 
or else turn round and pummie soundly — one, two, righl and 
left, ding dong over the face and eyes ; above all, never 
acknowledge that he is hurt. Years ago, for instant (we've 
no ill-blood, but only mention this by way of icsarnple), 
you b^an a iparriDg wilh this Magaseen. Law bless you, 
inch a ridicklui gaym I never see : a man so beliyboid, 
bellusteied, bewoUoped, was never known : it was the laff 
of the whole town. Voui inttUckshal natut, respected 
Barnet, is not tiuickly adapted, su to speak, for encounters 
of this soil. You must not indulge in combats with us 
course bullies of the press : you have not the itaming for a 
teglar set-to. What, then, is your plan f In the midst of 
Ihe mob to pass as quiet as yoo can t you won't be undis- 
lubbed. Who is? Some stray kii and bnSitE will fall to 
you— mortial man is snbjick to such ; but if yon begin to 
wins and cry out, and set up for a marter, wo belide yon I 



These remarki, posnal u 1 confcu them to be, are yet, 
I asiura yon, written in perGck Go°<l~'>*t"^ "^^ '"'*' 
been inspired by yonr play of lh« Sia Capting, and pr^i 
to it ; which latter is on matters intirely pusnal, and will, 
therefore, I inist, igscuse this kind of ad koim'nain (u 
they say) diskcnshion. I propose, honrabble Bainit, 10 
cumsider calmly this play and prephii, and to speak of 
both wilh that bonisly which, m the patntry or studdy, 
I've been alwavt pluimous for. Let us, in the first 
place, listen lo the opening of the " Preface lo the Fourth 
Edition." 

Now, my dear sir, look what a pretty nnmber of please 
you put fomudi here, why your play should'nl be good. 

FiriL Good plays are almost always written by actors. 

Secknd. Yon are a novice lo Ihe style of composilion. 

Third. You may be mistaken in yoni effects, being 1 
novelist by trade, and not ■ play-writer. 

Fourthly. Your in such bad hellh and ipenilt. 

Fifthly. Your 10 afrud of the crilix that tbey damp 
your aider. 

For shame, for shame, manl What confeihni is these — 
what painful pewling and pipng t Your not a babby. 
I take yOD to be some seven or eight and tbutty years 
old— "in the morning of youth," as the flosofer says. 
Don't lei any such nonsince take your ream prisoner. 
What you, an old band amongst us'-sn old soldier of 
our sovring quean the piess — you, who have had Ihe best 
pay, have held tbe topmost rank (ay, and deatntd Ihem 
too 1 — I gif you leaf to quot me in sasialy. and say, 
"t am a man of genius: Y-ll-wpl-sh says so")— yon lo 
lose heait and to cry pickavy, and begin to howl, because 
little boys fling stonet at you I Fie, man I lake courage; 
and, bearing the lerrows of yonr bloodied hand, ai the 
poel says, punish us, if we've ofended yon ; punish us 
like a man, or bear youi own punishment like a man. 
Don't try lo come off with such miirabble k>dgic as that 

What do you ? Yon gire four satisfackaiy reams that 
the play is bad (the lecknd is naught- fill your no such 
chicking at play-writing, this being the forth). Von 
show that the play must be bad, and Iken begin lo deal 
with Ihe critix for Ending foil I 

Was there ever wuss generalship? Tbe play it bad— 
your right— a wuss I never see 01 read. But why kneed 
you say so? If it was so vtry bad, why publish it? 
Bttauie tfou wit\ lo itrve Ihi drama I O fie I don't lay 
that Haltering function to your Sole, as Milton observes. 
Do you believe that this Bta Cafting can serve the drama? 
Did you never intend that il should seive anything, 01 
anybody iltif Of cots you did ! You wrote it formoney— 
money from the maniger, money from bookseller — for the 
same leason (hat I write this. Sir, Shakespeare wrote fiii 
the vciy same reasons, and I never heard that he braeged 
about serving the drama. Away with this canting about 
great motifs I let us not be too prowd, my dear Barnet, 
and faosy ourselves marters of the truth, matters or 
apostels. We are but tradesmen, working for bread, and 
not for righteoDsncss' sake. Let's try and work honestly ; 
but don't let us be prayling pompisly about oui "sacred 
calling." The laylor who makes your coats (and very well 
they are made loo, with (he best of velvit collars) — I lay 
Siulte, ot Nugec, might ciy out that thtir motifs were 
but lo assert the elumle (ruth of Uyloring, with juit as 
much reasn ; and who would belive (hem ? 

Your apinion aboni the actors I shan't here meddle 
with. They all acted exlently as far as my hnmbile 
judgment goes, and youi write In giving them all pos- 
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■ibte praTS. Bat let'i conudet the last icntcnce of the 
prelii, niy deat Buoet, ind lee what i pieltj set of 
spiaiunt fou lay down. 

1. The ctitix aie your inymies in this age. 

3. In the nex, however, yon hope to Rnd 



pofitticle dilfrances, jqu have found frendly uujences here' 
My dear Bamet, do you luppoac thai paUtlieU dif- 
/rarun prejudice pepple against j/ou? What art yuur 
polilix ! Wig, I presume — »o are mine, anlri/ noo. And 
whal if they an Wig, oi Raddiccle, nr Cumjuvvitive ? 
Don any mottial man in England cue a phig for your 
palitix? Du you think yourself such a mily man in 
pailymint that crilix are to be angry with you, and 
aujences to be cumiidered niagaanamous because 
they treat you fairly? There, now, wal Shenidn, he 
who roat Ihe S'JUs and ScAooJ for Seaitdlt (I law the 
Btfitt after your play, and O, Barnei, if you intw what 
ft relief il was f)~lbere. 1 say, was Shertidn — he was a 
politticle character, if you please— he could mnke a ipitch 
or two — do you *p9»e thai Pitt, Purseyvall, Castlerag, 
old George the Tbiid himself, wooden go and see the 
Sivlti — ay, and clap hands loo, and laff and ia>, for all 
Sherry's Wigjery ? Do you ipoie the critix wouldn't 
applaud to? For shame, Bamet 1 what ninnis, what hart- 
less raikles, you must beleave them to be— in the fust 
plase, to fancy that you are a politticle genus ; in the 
secknd, to let your palitix interfear with their aotiams 
about littery menits. 

And then for the nex age. Respected sir, tbis is 
another diddlusion ; a gross mistealc on your part, or my 
name is not Y — sh. These plays immoitial ? Ah, parry- 
tamplt, as Ihe French say, this is too strong — the small 
beer of Ibe Sta CapNng, or oF any snxcsior of the Sea 
Capting, to keep sweet for sentries and senlriet I Barnet, 
Bamet I do you know the nalur of bear? Six weeks \i 
not post, and here your last casque is sour— the public 
won't even now drink it ; and I lay a wager that, belwigst 
ibis day (the thuttieth November) and Ihe end of the year, 
the bail will be off Ihe stoi allogelhei, never, never to 



Narman. 
" The eternal Flora 
Woot to ber odorous hauats the western wind : 
While cirrline round and upwards from the boughs. 
Golden with fruits that lure the joyous birds. 
Melody, like a happy «iul released. 
Hangs in the air, and from invisible plumes 
Shakes sweetness down ! " 

Sarman, 
" Hark I sbe has blessed her son ! I bid ye witness, 
Ve listening heavens — thou circnmambienl air : 
The ocean sighs it back — and with the murmur 
Rustle the happy leaves. All nature breathes 
Aloud— aloft -to the Cieat I'arenfs ear, 
The blesiing of the mother on her child. " 

The fast spissymen has been going the round of all the 
papers, as real, regiar poatiy. Those wicked critix I Ihey 
mull have been laSng in their sleafs when they quoted it. 
Malody, inckling round and uppards from Ihe bows, like a 
happy soul releaied, hangs in the air, and from inviuble 
plume) shakes iweetnesi down. Mighty line, truly I bvt 



let moTtial man tell the meanink of the passidge. Is it 
mjuicku sweetniss that Malody shakes down from its 
plumes- its wings, that is, or tail— or some pekewliar scent 
that proceeds from happy aouls released, and which they 
shake down from the trees when thry are suckling round 
and uppards ? It this poalry, Barnei ? Is it poatry, or 
sheer windy humbugg, tnat sounds a little melojous, and 
won't bear the commanest test of common sence ? 

tn passid^c number 2, the same blsniss is going on, 
thnugh in a comprehensable way : the air, the leaves, the 
otion, arc fild with emocean at Capting Norman's hap[N> 
ness, Pott Nature is dragged in to partisapate in his joys, 
just as she has been before. Ooce in a poem, this nni- 
versle simlithy is very well ; but once is enuff, my dear 
Barnet , and that once should be in some great suckum- 
slans. surely — such as the meeting of Adam and Eve, in 
"Paradice Lost," or Jewpeler and Jewno, in Hoamer, 
where there leems, ns it were, a reasn for it. But sea- 
capiings should not be eternly spowting and invoking gods, 
hevni, Starrs, angels, and other ^lestid influences. We can 
all do it. Barnet ; nothing in life is easier I can compare 
my livry buttons to the stars, or the clouds of my backopipe 
to Ihe dark Valiums that Ishew from Mount Helna ; or I can 
say that angels are looking down from them, and Ibe 
tobacco stlf, like a happy sole released, is circling round and 
upwards, and shaking sweetness down. Ail this is as esy 
as drink ; but it's not poatry, Bamet, nor natural People, 
when their mothers leckonlie them, don't howl about the 
suckumambint air, and paws to think of the happy leaves 
l-mstling- at least, one mistrusts them if ihey do. Take 



" Look up, look up, my Violet— weeping ? lie I 
And trembling loo — yet leaning on my breast. 
In tmlh, thou art too soft for such rude shelter. 
Look up 1 I come to woo thee to the seas, 
My sailor's bride I Hast thou no voice but blushes ? 
Nay— from those roses, let me, tike the bee. 
Drag forth the secret sweetness 1 " 

" Oh what thoughts. 
Were kept for apttA when we once more should meet. 
Now blotted from the page ; and all I feel 
Is ihoit art with me t" 

Very light. Miss Violet— tbe tcentiment is natrat, affeck* 
shnit, pleasing {it might have been in more grammalicle 
languicfgc, and no harm done) ; but never mind, the feeling 
is piitty, and I can fancy, my dear Bamet, a prilly, 
smiling, weeping lass, kuking up in a man's bee and 
saying it. But the captiag I — oh, this capting I — diii 
windy, spouting captain, with his priltinesses, and con- 
seated apotlogies for the hardness of his busm, and hii 
old, stale, vapid simaliel, and his wishes to be ■ bee ! 
Fish I Jfen don't make love in this Gnniking way. Il'i 
the part of a leatymenlle, poelicle taylor, not a galliant 
gentlcmaD, in command of one of ber .Madjisty'i vetsel* of 

Take my advise, honrabble air — listen to a humtde 
footmin; it's generally best in poatry to understand puf- 
rickly what you mean yourself, and to igsprcis your 
meaning clearly afleiwoods- in the simpler words the 
better, praps. You may, for instans, call a coronet a 
coronal, if yon like, as you might call a hat a *'awail 
sombrero," " a glossy four-and-nine," "a silken helm, to 
storm impermeable, and lightsome as the breeiy goua^ 
mer ; " but, in Ihe long run, it's as well to call it a h*L 
It M • bat, and that name is quite ai poetticla at anotbei. 
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Minel. doD'l fon long to call 



I rbbk it'* PUrto, or ct* Huryitotlle, wko abttntt lb>t 
«bu «« cdl a tOM br an* olber dudc woald tmell i 
*«*M. Conftu, now, deai B»d 
It • Poljruithni } 

I BCvei Mc a pUv more cvelcHir wiilien. In iiicb a 
hnnj' JTM Mcm to ha*t bean, llul jron bav« KctnMy in 
•OOM MCtmcM fbrgDl to put io the lence. What u tbii, 
for lutaac* ? 



Ibcp>tten Ibc dr]r, qdec itoOaij at the lata Mr. Coniptoo, 
or tlie admirable manner in whicb Mr. ICoidal m i nl i ckcil 



"Glflb 



■ CHAtWI IT GILD! 



JES;,", 



All which are at wnuble at the rmt puMgt." 

Probabljr no hiIoui literary productioD had ever htfote 
reealMd toeb a Mvere CMIigitlon ai wai contained in ttiii 
burlttque of erlllelim, m»i$ t'ul l» ridieuU fui tv4. 
Bttlwer wa) a vain. lentlKve man, keenly alive to hoilile 
eiilleltm, and morbidly afraid of being laughed at. 

H* tiled, by every meani In hii uouer, to luppceu the 
printed eopiei of TA* 3tt Captain, it i> now very icarce, and 
a tingle copy hat been lold tor a> much ai ten poundi. 

Many yean later Lord Lytlon remodelled the play, and 
under (ha new tllle of Tht Si/ktfitl B*ir it wu produced 
at Iha Lycevm Theatre. London, on October 3, tS6S, bat 
It wai only moderately luccetifiit. and hat never been 
*lnc« revived. The part of the hero, renamed Fyvian, 
wu performed by Mr. Bandmann, an actor chiefly renark- 
abU for hli itrong German accent, and for bit great profu- 
ilon of woolly- looking hair. The play wat generally pro- 
noanced dreary and tedlon*, and the acting commonplace, 
with the one cacepiiaD of the very line imperaonation of Sir 
Gray da Halpat by Mr. Hermann Vedn. A hnrlcaqna wa* 
Intvltable, and telalng upon Mr, Bandmann'* perional 
MCDllarily, It wai chriitaned 1%4 FHUt/U Hair ; ar, ma 
Bh»tUMDoft ThiawaawritleobyHr. F.C. Dumand.and 
prodnced at iba Haymarkct Theatre, under the management 
of Ml. J. B. Bucktione, «o December a6th, )86l; with th^ 
followlni Itrong ea*l >— 

Vyvlan (with a Htmtndoui wig), Mr. KcndaL 

Lord Baan (bit ... ... Miia. F. Gwynn. 

Sir Grey de Malnai »•- »- — 

Wnckctfl 



Sir Grey deMalpai... . ,-— 

Wnckclvfl* (a melodntmatk aeoaadre!). Mr. Co«. 

Falknet . Hr. Weathenby. 

Udy Uoatravllla Mlt* Ion* Bntke; 



a bomatoat production <tlU not have 



Another barletqoe wai written by Hr. H. T. Arden, 
entitled "TheBigU-Fktl Htir; or, the Sea-iover aod Ibe 
. Fall oTcr," but the printed copy doei not mention when, or 
at what theatre, Ihii burletque was ptodoced. 

' " The Very Liut Dayt of Pompeii I" Being a eanplete 
' BultKr-timtiit of the clauic drama, by R. Recce, wai pio- 
I duced at the Vaodevitle Theatre, London, on FebrnarT 

I3lh, 1872, with Mil* Nelly Power, David Jamet, and 
I ThoBUu Thotne in the leading paiti. Thii, of coute^ wai 

foonded on Lyttoa't novel " The Lait Dayt of Pompeii," 
' bat eonlaini no pauagei which can be quoted at paiooiet of 

the original. 
I LrxTON. 

The " Ltut Dag» ^ Pempeii." 
o dull were 






At IhcK 

And had been etui nj 

Rocketi that iuued i 

They would no more have reached Pompeii 

Than Rome or Tuicnlum or VeiL 

W. S. Lax DO*. 



Hrs.EMbetli6arrettBro¥niiig. 

Born March 4, 1809. Died Juoe 39, i86t. 

THERE has lately been considenbte con. 
troverey as to the dale, and place of 
birth of Mrs. Browning. 

Mrs. RichtDond-Ritchie, in the " Dictionary 
of National Biography," states that Mrs. 
Browning " was bom at Bum Hall, Ihtrham, on 
March 6, 1809," whilst Mr. J. H, Ingram in a 
brief memoir prefixed to the " Poetical Works 
of E. B. Browning" (Ward, Lock and Co., 
London) asserts that Elizabeth Barrett Barrett 
was the eldest daughter of Edward Houlton 
Barrett, and was born in Lmtdott on Saturday, 
March 4, 1809, as shown by an announcement 
in a contemporary newspaper. 

Mr. Robert Browning contradicts both these 
statements, iu a prefatory note to a small volume 
ot his late wife's poems, published by Smith 
Elder and Co. in 1887. He contends that she 
was bora on March 6, 1&06, at Carlton Hall, 
Durham, the residence of her father's brother, 
and that she bad an elder sister, who died in 
childhood, ifhis statement is the more peculiar 
as Mr. Browning hadprenoosly wiittea to Mr. 
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iDgram (in t886) " 1 eogaged to verify any 
dates Mrs. Ritchie fuinished, and I did so. 
Onlff thott are to he dtpended vpon," Yet it is 
clearly impossible that both Mrs. Ritchie and 
Mr. BrowDiDg csd be correct, and it seems 
very probable that both are mistaken. 2ke 
Athetutntm, February 4, 1SS8, published a letter 
Jrom Mr. Ingram in answer to Mr. Browning's 
ifote, showing, firstly, that there is no such 
place as Carlton Hall, Durham, nor any record 
of Mrs. E. B. Browning's birth in that city ; 
secondly, that the newspaper announcement of 
the birth stated " London, MarfA 4, 180Q, the 
wiie of Edward M. Barrett, Fsq.,o[ a daughter," 
so that it was obviously impossible for that 
lady also to have given birth to a daughter at 
Bum Hall, Durham, on March 6, i8og, as stated 
by Mrs. Ritchie ; and thirdly, that as in 1806 
Mr. Barrett was a student in Cambridge, and 
only about twenty years of age, it was unlikely 
that he would then be the father of two children, 
(as Mr. Browning asserts), although it is ad< 
mitted he married early. To this letter Mr. 
Browning briefly replied, disclaiming any "certi- 
tude in the matter u-om knowledge oi his own," 
which reads like a tacit admission of the 
accuracy of Mr. J. H. Ingram's statements. 

That there should be some doubt about an 
event which occurred eighty years ago can be 
readily understood, but it is difficult to explain 
the discrepancies which exist in several des- 
criptions of Mrs. Browning's personal appear- 
ance, thus Nathaniel Hawthorne wrote :— 

" It U woodcrfal to *c« bow small the is, bow pale her 
cbeek, bow bri^bl uid dark htr eytt. There it not incb 
BDOtber figure m the world ; and ber tloct rmgM»c\ialtt 
down on her neck, and make ber (ace look the whiter bjr 
their sable profnsioii. " 

Two Other observers give very different 
details : — 

"Bnl it wai Mrs. Browning's face'upon which one loved 
to gate—thai bee and head which almost lost themselves 
in the tkiek eurl* </Acr dark (rewn hair. . . . Her 
larga, ftrotm tyt* «ere lieantiful, aod were, in truth, tbe 
windows of ber sodL Tbey combined tbe confiOinftDess 
of a child with tbe poet-passion of heart aod intellect; 
and In gaiiag into tbem it was easy lo read why Mrr. 
Brownins wrote," Katb Field, 186:, " Letter from 
Sltnnet.'' — AtUmitc tfonlhly, Srptember. 

" She was slight and Ersgile in appearance^ «ilb a pale, 
wasted bee, shaded bv matteM oftofi ehatnut eurli lAiich 
fell on her cheeks, and serion* eytM of bluu\-frag. Her 
frame seemed lo tw altogether diapropoiiiooate to ber 
■onl." Batakd Tavlor, " At Hopw and Atroad." 

Mrs. Browning's poetry, though highly 
praised by critics and literary men, has not yet 
attained Uiat popularity which engenders many 
parodies, being, as Charlotte Bronte wrote, 
somewhat wordy, intricate and obscure. 



THE CRY OF THE CHILDREN. 
Do ye hear the childreo weeping, O my brothen^ 

Ere the sorrow comes with years 7 
Tbey are leaning their young beads against their mothers— 

And thai cannot stop their tears, 
Tbe young iambs are bleating in the meadows. 

The young birds are cbirping in the nest. 
The fonng lawns are playing with the shadows^ 

The yoang flowers are blowing t'warda tbe west : 
Bnt the yonng, yonng children, O my brothers. 

They are weeping bitterly I — 
Tbey are weeping m tbe playtime of tbe others. 

In the country erf the free. 

Do yon question tbe young children in their sorrow 

Wby their tears are falling so f 
The old man may weep for his to-morrow 

Which is lost in Long Ago. 
The old tree is leafiess in the forest. 

The old year is ending in tbe Frost, 
The old wound, if stricken, is tbe sorest, 

Tbe old hope is baidest to be lost : 
Bnt the rooog, yooog children, O my brothers I 

Do you ask them why they stand 
Weeping sore Iwfore tbe bosoms of their motben. 

In onr happy Fatherland ? 



And their looks are « 
Foi the man's boary angoiib draws and presses 

Down the cheeks of inbncy. 
*'Yoor old earth," ifcey say, "is very dreary j'' 

" Our young feet," Ihey say, "are very weak 1 
Few paces have we taken, yet are weary— 

Our grave>rest is very far to seek. 
Ask the agid why they weep, and not the children. 

For the outside earth is cold, 
And we young ones stand without, in our bewildering. 

And the graves are for the old. 

" True," say the children, " it may happen 

That we die before our time. 
Little Alice died last year — the grave is thapen 

Like a snowball in the rim& 
We looked into the pit prepared to take her ; 

Wa* no room for any work in tbe close clay ; 
From the sleep wherein she lieth none will wake her. 

Crying, 'Get up, little Alice I ilisday,'" 

If yon listen t^ that grave, in snn and shower, 
with yoor ear down, little Alice never cries t 



The shroud, by the kirk-chime I 
"It is good when it happens," say the children, 
"That we die before our time." 

Alas, alas, the children 1 tbey are seeking 

Death in life, a* best to have ; 
Tbey are binding np their hearts away frtnn breaking, 

With a cerement from tbe grave. 
Go out, children, from the mine and from the city — 

Sing out, children, a* the little thrushes do — 
Pluck your bandfuls of the meadow cow-ilips pretty 

Langfa aloud, to feel yonr fingers let them through I 
But they answer are yonr cow-ilips of the m — ' — 



irthem 



e? 
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" For ob,'' say the cbildren, " we are wearf. 

And we caonot ruo or leap ; 
If we cared for any meadows, it were merely 

To drop down !□ ihem md sleep. 
Our kneefl tremble sorely in the stooping— 

We fall upon our faces, trying to go ; 
Aod, UDdenieath oar heavy eyelids drooping, 

Tbe reddest flower would Icok as pale as snow. 
For all day we draft our burden tiring 

Through the coal-dark uuderground. 
Or all day we drive the wheels of iron 

In the factories round and round. 

" For all day the wheels are droning, tnming, — 

Their wind comes in our faces, — 
Till our hearts Inrn, our heads with putsea burning. 

And the walls turn in their places, — 
Tarns the sky in the high window blank and reeling,— 

Turns the long light that drops adown the wall, — 
Turn the black Qies that crawl along (he ceiling,— 

Alt are turning, all tbe day, and we with all. 
And all day, tbe iron wheels are droning. 

And sometimes we could pray, 
" O ye wheels '■ (breaking out in a raad moaning), 

" Sl5p ! be silent for to-day 1 " 



E. B. Brown m 



Thb Wail of thb Children, 
' ' To look at these half-starved children in London Schools 
is to be'full of pity.' Very touching is it to think of the 
quiet heroism with which, wben hunger b gnawing within 
and the dull misery of want overflows them, they sit un- 
complaining at lheirlitiledeski,(otlingat their allotted tasks, 
wondeiing, no doubt, sometimes what it all meant, but 
beating their burdens patiently." — Dr. Cruhtan-Bnwnt't 
Stport on Qvtr Pretaurt. 

E>o you hear the Cbildien wailing in the daytime. 

And the watches of the night : 
Far too sad are they for pleasure in their playtime, 

Oi far laughter and delight. 
They ate old before iheit age and worn and weary 

And their little heads ate liowed upon their books ; 
"For this life at school," they say "is very dreary," 
And theie's listleasncss and languor in their looks. 
And all day, the Wheel of Education, 

By the orders of the State, 
Whirlelh round in every school-room in the nation, 

Uke the direful Wheel of Fate. 

It is hard to see the Children growing older, 

With such heavy eyes and dim. 
As yos mark the pallid cheek and rounded shoulder. 

From this stern pedant!': whim. 
They are suffering ftam a sempiternal dead ache 
In the torlnred brows that know so little rest. 
And they By toease the eOQJlant " School-Boird head-ache," 

On a mother's or a sister's kindly bteait. 
For all day ihey Iiil on in their classes. 

With an earnestness too sad ; 

It is well that we should educate the masses, 

Bui not drive the Children mad. 

They come breakfastless from alleys in the city, 

Undersized and Underfed, 
They are starving, and we give them — more's the |rfty I 

Education, and not bread. 



And we work their brains through every changing season. 

Till the ceaseless labout stupifiet and nnmlu ; 
They are sleepless, and they give the childish leason — 

" 1 can't get to sleep for thinking of my sums I " 
For all day the labour seems quite endless. 

In this philanthropic land ; 
Oh, je Women ; ate the wastrels then so friendless 
That ye will not lend a hand ? 



Hi] 

But the horror of each long eiamination 

Haunts Ihe little ones at nighL 
Here are Children born 'mid London's toil and tiaRic, 

They are bloodless and half-itaiving we can see ; 
And we feed them with statistics geiwraphic. 

And, in the place oflneid, we give them "Rule of Three." 
How long then, we ask it in all sadness. 

Can such laws be deemed the best ; 
While the Children, through brun-fever and thtoo^ mad- 



Seek tbe graveyard — and their rest t 
Punch. October 35, ■SS4. 



The Bitter Cry of Agriculturl 

Do yon hear the cry from Fanners, O my brothers. 

As tbe toilsome years go by ? 
Tis a cry that should be beard above all otbsrs 

A continuous and bitter cry. 
The shipping may be crying with its grierance. 
The factory as each spindle slowly turns 
Home competition with its do^ed keen adherence 
And labour for employment daily yearns ; 
Bat the cry from Agriculture, O my brothers, 
Comes up from English Homesteads wearily 
And aSects the Nation far above all olhen 

In this Country of Ihe free. 

It you question Farmers why this land depressioii, 

Why this weary, bitter cry 
You will bear their quick and ever aad eipras»OD, 

We are being ruined, thejr reply. 
We've toil'd against successive cfotidy aeasoni 
And competed with the trade of every clime. 
Whilst Manufacture for her obvious reasons 
And her lalraur market filled from time to time. 
Cares naught for Agriculture, O my brothOT, 

Or if its Capital shall fall or stand. 
But piles up wealth, and has 00 care for otbers. 

In this our Fatherland. 

They look on wastit^ stock from land' and pocket 

And the sight is sad to see 
For tbe strain upon each Agtictiltaral socket 

Presses hard and heavily. 
Landlords, th^ tay, have met Ihe questioa bravely 
As the value of their land has slipp'd away. 
And our diminished income presses gravely 
This sad question " How long will depression slay V 
Can no Economist, Philanthropist or Statesman, 
Solve this great problem, to our hopes forlorn, 
Befcreour land becomesabontlng^neld for great mon 

Dependent on foreign com P 



cbyGoogle 



Mrs. E. B. BROWNING. 



11 m]' brothen. 



Onr old Homesteads are as dear t< 

As yoot Factories are to yon. 
And w« cannot starve onr ^ildren with their mother* 

For quack maxima preacbed as tme ; 
Our pilfcrim fathers leil the land that bore them, 
And their Agricultural sons must do the same, 
Aod with a foreign banoer waving o'er them 
Forget the native land from whence they came. 
But when war or trooble meets the EoRliah nalioo. 
And the foreigner commands his price for coin, 
Yon may wish you had given consolation. 

And yonr bdp instead of scorn. 

J. D. Bbeeton, 



lad eondilioD of the children of the poorer clergy, who are 
in worse plight than the thousands wlio recently illendcd 
Drniy Lane from the naliooal and orphan ictiools and 
Mylums, seeing that they are never invited to witness a 
pantomime. Quite ready wilh his response was Guuy, who 
bai now istued an invitation for Thursday morning next to 
' the families of curates and ministers of all denominalioos 
who are not in a position to pay for leati. ' 

Church or Staob ; 
Or, the Cry of tht CUrgymtn't CkMren. 



They want to go to theatres, like the others, 

And hence their trickling tears. 
All the lagged •scliDolt have seen the clown's hat poker— 

They have watched him steal the sausages with test. 
They have seen his face all bismuth and red ochre. 

They have seen the fairies benalifully dressed. 
But the children of our clergymen, my broihen. 

Are " boo'hooing " bitleriee. 
They want to see a panto, like the others. 

And the; want to fio b free. 



s letter— full of 



'which 

Did you see who tried publicity to borrow 

From that note — not long ago ? 
'Twas written by a well-known London preacher 

(For parsons Harris seems to have a craie). 
And that letter lold of many a little creature 

Whose pa is much too poor to go to plays. 
That parson said hit youngster — O my brothers !- 

Had complained in accents grim 
That, Ibough he was as poor as lotf of others. 

No lessee mviled him. 

" We are worse off than the children from the alleys " 

(Thusf ■ - . 

•'Theyci_„- .. 

And tbe fairies — ah, what joy 1 
They give these etildren buns, and even verses," 

Said tbe parson's child (or words to this effect), 
" But oar pa's have little money in their purees " — 

" Which, alai 1" exclaims that parson, " is coRcct. 
Then have pity, Mr, Harris, on the children 

Of all parsons short of cash." 
(Mr*. Browning for a rhvme here ha* " bewildering " 

BdI for me that'* much loo rash.) 



To pay [or seats my pantomime to see. 
Shall anon to Drur^ Lane have free admission, 

If they send in lull particulars to me." 
Such as (probably) their date of ordination. 

And what their "plates" collect ; 
And if they have their bishop's amnobation ; 

And if "chapel," of what sect? 

Thus Harris, in a patronising fashion. 

And all hy way of trade. 
On the offspring of the clergy take* compastion. 

And essays the Church to aid. 
Such a splendid chance was not to be rejected— 

II would make a grand advertisement, forsooth 1 — 
And probably young Harris recollected 

That to parsons he owed puffs for "Pluck'' and " Yonlh." 
But what about that clei^yman's su^^tion 

To tbe Lessee of the Lane ? 
Was it written (Gussy, [Jease excuse the question) 

By friend Pennington again? 

Carados. 

He BtffTM. Febrnaiy 14, 1884. 



" Down East.'' 

Would you know the tin and crime, that your educated lime 
Endures within your clime unchecked, uneeaied ? 

Take in omnibus with me ('tis a shilling carries three). 
And the scene* yon shall see " Down East." " Down 
East." 



Iq a miserable shed, with an old rug for a l>ed. 

As the dreary days on sped, her want increased. 
And he who should have thought of the famine that be 



IS of that wild dronken crew that prowl when the day 



One night — life's long«sl needs but 
and all was done, 
From sorrow, ere tl 



Edhund H. Vates. 
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GWEHDOUHB. 

An Imitation. 
■TwAj Dot the brown of chestnut bought 

Thit ihadowed het «o finely ; 
It WM the h»ir that >wept her browt. 

And framed her Face divinelf ; 
Her tawnjr hui, her puiple eyes. 

The ipirit »u eosphered in. 
That look you with luch iwift tiuprii^ 

Provided yoa had peered in. 

HcT relvel foot aroid the mou 

And on the daiiiei patted. 
As, querulous with (enie of loss. 

It tore the herbage matted ; 
" And come he early, come he bte," 

She uith " it will undo me ; 
The sharp fore-speeded shaft of fate 

Already qniveri through roe. 

" When I beheld hii red-roan steed, 

1 knew what aim impelled it ; 
And that dim seaif of silver brede, 

I guessed lea whom he held it ; 
I recked not, while he flaunted by. 

Of Love's relentless vilence, 
Yet o'er me crashed the lummei sky. 

In tbondeis of blue silence. 

" His hoof-prints crumbled down the vale, 

But left behind their lava ; 
What ihonlil have been my woman's mail, 

Grew jellied as guiva ; 
I looked him proud, but 'neath my pride 

I felt a boneless iremoc ; 
He was (he Beec, I descried. 

And I was hut the Seemer 1 

" Ah, how to be what then I seemed, 

And bid him seem that is so I 
We always tangle threads we dreamed. 



I see the ted-roan steed again I 
He looks, as something sought be ; 

Why, hoily toily!— A« is fain. 
So rU be cold and haughty !" 

From DioeraioHa oftht Echo Cl«b, by Bayard Taylor, 



A Tool or Trade, 
(Imitatal from Mrt. Brovning't "A Xiuieat Intlru- 
naU. "J An AlUgory on (A« Banit oj the — Paeloliu, 
dtdicattd to tht London Water Campania. 
What is he doin^ the Middleman, 
Down by Trade's Goldeo Kiver ? 
^>ieading ruin and scattering ban, 
Cirubbing up grain with the greed of a goat, 
And swamping the tiny shallops afloat 
On the golden Sood of the Kiver. 

He tore up a leed, did the Middleman, 

A flouriihing reed, from that River. 
The tronbied water turbidly ran, 
And the brokea reed all hdpleii lay 
In the cunning hand which tore it away 

From ill root in the Golden River- 



High oi 

While turbidlT fli 

And hacked aad hewed, as your hnckstei a 

Wiih hii cruel steel, at the severed reed. 

Till there was small sign of life indeed 

To ptove it fresh from the River. 

He cut it short did the Middleman, 

(How iNg he swelled by the Rivei '■) 

Then drew oat the |Hth, on a patent pUa 

Devised by his like of the cruel Trade King, 

And leeked thiough the poor dry empty thing 

Deep draughts from the Gulden River. 

" This is the way," langhed the HkhUeman 

(Laughed as be sate n the Rivet t)i 
" The only way, since Rings began 
To sock Trade's blood, th^ could folly toccced." 



Neat cheat, O Middleman I 

Vampire-ghonl of the River I 
Blind MMt neat, O Middleman t 
Von idly^ sit as the stream Sows bj. 



Yet a bloated brute is the Middleaun 

To laugh at be sits by the Rivet, 
Playing [he leech on hit patent plan, 
Trade's heart depleting, suckiu its brain. 
And bruising and breaking to puimp kit gain 

The myriad reeds of the River t 

Puarh. April 33, 1887. 

The Okigih of Pah. 

A liuaical Jtufmmmf, 
What is he doing, thii crookrhank'd Fan 

Down in the nids by the river ? 
You're welcome the puule to tolre — if you can. 

Kit fancy him stroke in an Oifoid boat, 
is mixture of athlete, and Pan-[up^ and goat. 
What a charm he'd lend to the rivet I 

He's clastic-contorted, thit Dondetcript Pan, 

In the itaitled reeds by the river ; 
And therefore he's built on the oeo^ireek j^aiL 
An artist who's bent on the mystical lay 
Conld haidly do better, at this time of day. 

To give one the neo-Greek tbiver. 

"Thit is the way." laughs the great god Pan 

(Laoghs as he lits by the river). 
The only-way, since rtnaie^na bcgm. 
To prevent a poor god being left on the tbdf : 
How can one do better than "puffins '"''* "Vf " 

And he puffs, as be squats by the river. 






Unfortunately the hamonr of thll parody greatly depended 
on Mr. Fumiss's funny iUostration of the great god Pan, m 
de^aiiiU, u an artist's model. 
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PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY. 



A long ■nd ntba Ktloai poem written in 
Mn. Browning'! style, Bppeui in 3A« Book oj Jiauaat, 
edited by Bon Gaullier. publiihed by BUckwooa & Sons, 
Edinbnrgli. It commencei tbiu : — 

The Rhvuk of Sik Launcilot Bogle. 

A ttgad of Qlaagof. 

Thbbe'S a pleuant place of rot, near a Citjr of the Weit, 

Where ili bravest and its best find their gnve. 
Below the willowi vcep. and tbdr houy branchei iteep 
In the waters itill and deep, 



Like a |Hie*l miveying all, standi beyondi 
And the nnging of its bell, when the ringeis ring it well. 
Makes a kind of tidal swell 

On the pond I 

And there it was I Uy, on a beaateont nmnier't day. 

With the odoiu of the hay floating by ; 
And I heaid the blacklMids ting, and the belli demniely 

Chime bjr eliime, ting by ling, 

Dioppingly. 



Percy Bysslie SMey. 

Born, August 4, 1793. DRowNBD.JulyS, 1822. 

has not been extenuvely parodied, nor 

jngs been burlesqued, unless, indeed, the 

forged letters pnblislied in 1S51 by Mr. Edward Moxon, 



London, may be considered in (he light of a burlesqut. 
This little volnme was entitled " Letten of Percy Ilysshe 
Shelley, with an Inlroducloiy Euay by Robert Browning." 
The essay, d^ed "Fuii, December 4th, 1851," occupies 44 
pages, and the letters, which were 2j in number, occupy pp. 
47 to 165 inclusive. 

This was one of tbe most ingenious literiLry forgeries of 
modern times, so clever, not only in its irnilalion of hand- 
writing, but in style and circumstances, as to have deceived 
the very elect. 

The genuineness of the letters was first called in question 
by Mr. F. T. Palgrave, who saw the book at Lord (then 
Mr.) Tennyson's nouse, and accidentally opened it at a 
passage which he recognised as taken from an article con- 
tributed by Ml falher i the "Quarterly Review," Other 
tests were then ai^lied, the post marks were carefully 
examined, and little by liltle the network of fraud was 
uatavelled. 

In February, March, and April, t8«], a great controversy, 
concerning these letters, was carried 00 in literary drclei, 
but it was praclicollf decided by a series of artides pub- 
lished in the AthtMium, that they were forgeries. 

The book was rigidly suppressed, and as only a few 
copies had fpl •bcoaa, it now very taiely occurs ht sale. 



In 1886^ Ibe Shelley Sodety prodaeed Shelley's stoomj 
tragedy "The Cend," at the Grand Theatre, Islington, 
when they also ilsned printed cojdes of the trae«dy con- 
taining the revolting '- Relation of the Death of the Family 
of the Cend," which Shelley bad suppressed. For this 
offence against decency, and good taste, tne Shelley Sodety 
was severely reproved bv the press, and TVttU, May 13, 
1BS6, coDlaioed a satirical poem, entitled 

TKt Baladoiu BhttUy Sodety 
O, 3HAMB npon yon Shelleyiletl Aye, shame on ererrooe 
Who helped to do the torry deed which wa* last Friday 

And fired by heedless self-conceit, and covetous of fame. 
Has made known acts of fiendish lust too terriUe to name. 



TO A SKYLARK. 
Hail to thee, blithe sjarit 1 

Bird then never werl. 
That from Heaven, or near it, 

Pourest thy full heart 
In profuse strains of nn premeditated art. 

Hisheratil], and higher. 
From the earth thou springest 

Like a cloud of fire ; 
The blue deep thou wingest, 
And Paging still dost soar, and soaring ever, singeit. 

In the golden lightening 

Of the sunken sun. 
O'er which clouds are brightening. 
Thou dost fioat and run. 
Like an embodied joy whose race it just begun. 

All the earth and air 

With thy voice is loud, 
A*, when night is bare. 

From one lonely cloud 
The moon nlns out her beams, and Heaven is overflowed. 



Teach me half tbe gladneu 
That thy hroin must know. 
Such hirnonious madness 
From my lip* would Sow. 
The world should listen then, a* I am listening now. 

P. B. .Shbllry. 

To A BlCVCLB. 

("Mr. Buihby sud he could not conriel a pecion of 
' furiously driving * a tncycle under any clause of the Police 
Act, except in cases when the macbuie had been driven 00 
the footway.") 

Hail to thee, blithe roadster t— 

Spnrr'd thou never weit. 
But «in« stripe, or goad-stir, 
Pultest on thr spurt, 
In profiiie rains, or unpremeditated dirt. 
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And "line' 



Ni|!hn ilill and nicher 

Down the hill ihou tpiingest ; 
Lik« I flash of fire, 

O'ci the erouad ihon wingesi, 
'-ing Mill doil speed, and ipeeding < 



Id the golden lightening 

Of the sunken tun. 
And when dij? is briehlenlng 

Thou dost niih and run. 
Likes lilk'bodied "jock" whote race it just be|>UD. 

The hale " peeler " even 

Pelt* from out thy fligh^ 
Like a ilu of heaven 

On a muiky night, 
Thou an unieen, but yet I heai thy bell's delight. 

Swift as bow-sped arrow 

Spins thy lilvei sphere, 
Wbose intense lamp, narrow, 

'Twixt thy spokes hang* dear — 
So that we, doubly, see and near that thov art Ihefe. 

All the earth and ur 

With a voice is loud 
As, bebmised and bare, 

Circled by a crowd, 
A girl rains ont bei screams, and thou lie*t in Ihe road. 

We ache before and after 

And pine for what ii not ; 
Oar sincerest laughter 

With some pain is fraught : 
Our deepest sighs are those that tell of some bniis'd spot. 

Yet if we could sconi 

Fain and pride and fear, 
If we were things born 
Not to shed a tear, 
[ know not how thy Bushby lo us could tie too dear. 

Better than all measures 
In [he " Commons" found. 

Better than all treasures 

Here, or underground. 

Thy wheel to pilot 'twere, Ihou sconiet of the ground 1 

Teach me half Ihnr sadneii 

Who thy sore pains know — 
Such outrageous badness 



Motniihint. August S, iSSj. 



THE CLOUD. 
I BRING fresh showers Cot the thirsting Sowers, 

From the seas and the streams ; 
I beai light shade for Ihe leaves when laid 

In their noonday dreami. 
From my wingi are shaken the dews that waken 



n their mother's brewl. 



The SI 
When rocked k 



I wield the iiail of the hthing bail, 
And whiten the green plains under ; 

And then again I dissolve it in rain. 
And laugh as I pass in thuodei. 



I sift the sr 

And their great pines groan aghast ; 
And all Ihe night 'tis my pillow while, 

While I sleep in Ihe arms of Ihe blast. 
Sublime on the towers of my tkiey bowers 

Lightning, my pilot, siti ; 
In a cavern under is fettered the thunder. 

It struggles knd howls at Rls ) 
Over earth and ocean, with gentle motion. 

This pilot is guiding me, 
Ijired by the love of the genii that move 

In Ihe depths of the purple sea ; 
Over the rilli, and the crafts, and Ihe hills. 

Over the lakes, and ihe phuns. 
Wherever he dream, under miniDt^ or stream. 

The f ■ ■ ■ ■ 
And I 



Whilst he it dissolving in 



P. B. SIISLI.KY. 



A long parody, entitled The Cloudy, appeared in the 
Christmas nambei of TS» World, 1885, but il would be 
utterly uninleltigible without long extracts from the prose, 
and very proij context. 



The Cloud, 
(A nolhtr Ytraion oj SJitOeg't fitrIM new of ttu Stiijtet. ) 
I BKING cats and dogs, and November fogs. 

For the (oiks of Cockney land ; 
And I brew the flood of slush and mud 

In Fleet Street and the Strand. 
From my watery bed spring colds in the head. 

And highly inflamed sore-throals ; 
And I'm the Mama* of Ihe had Catarrh, 

And Ihe mother of waterproof coats t 
t gave birth lo goloshes and maeiniosbei. 

The clog, the corksole, and the patten. 
And t act as wet Nus' to each omnibus. 

For 'tis on my moisture they falteiL 

I come down pretty thick at every i^cnfe, 

And Ibrow my cold water upon it. 
And delight at each fSle that is called a Chimptttc, 

To spoil every new silk bonnet ; 
I'm more kind to each jarvey than was Wittle Haivey 

When he was Coffimiss'nel of Stamps, 
I'm Ihe foe of Vauxhall's Grand Fancy Dreii Ball*. 

Where I love to eitinguish the lamp* ; 
And whenever a fellow leaves at home his umbrella. 

Oh Lord I how I chuckle and grin I 
For then you may warrant I'll come down in a torrent, 

And soak the poor wrclcb lo Ihe skin. 

Trom Qearft Oruiishatii'i Comic Alnanatk fir 1S47. 

A correspondenl, wriiing from Norwi:h, sent a c-^ of 
this parody, in which Ihe second verse was alterei^, and 
improved, as follows : — 

I'm as kind to each beau in his brand newchapean. 

Who sports not his silk or his gamp. 
My delighl U 10 tall al ■ fancy di ' " 
■ idtloi - ■■ ■ 



And 1 love li 



alamj. 
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PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY. 



And wbenem' > fellow leavM tl home his umbrella 

Oh| wj I how I chuckle Bod grin, 
Foi then jrou may waitant I'll come down a loncol 

And loak the pooc wtelch to tbe skin. 



FioiD the H 

it reeks and thiver; 
FRnn mj skirts aie shaken the Hoods that waken 

Poor Cits Willi the morning light ; 
I ahowet mf best till ihey go to rest. 

Aod I keep up (he game all night. 
Bj the bucket and pail, like a walety flail, 

I lash the wet world under 
With occasional spurts of hail (which huits) 

And frequent claps of thunder. 

My pall of grey from day !0 day 

Hangs over the dripping lands, 
And from hour (o hour of the night I pour 

Unceasing as Time's own sands. 
Tbe dreamer waking hears windows shaking. 

Whipped by my lashing flood, 
It splashes and spotters from spouts and gaiters. 

And chnms the poor earth into mud. 
When the morning breaks the world awakes 

To another day of drench. 



The dainty maiden, with tennis-bat laden, 

In vam prepares for sport ; 
For with heavy wet I have soaked the net, 

And utterlv swamped the Court. 
Simbeim-proof, I hang like a roof 

O'er the sodden cricket-ground, 
Kee[nng all things damp as a dripfHog lamp 

All the sammer season round, 
Until most mankind goes half out of its mind. 

And the damp euth seems half drowned. 

I am the daughter of smoke and water. 

The child of a cheerless sky j 
Atl, save ducks and pumps, must 'oe down in the 

In a world that is never dry I 
For after the rain, when my victims fain. 

Would believe in Mgn " ' " " 
And ginghams are furled, on 

I silently lanch at my own cruel chaff; 

And deriding man's hopes so vain, 
From a sky all gloom, to an earth like a tomb, 

/ come dtten a dnndur again t 



md waterproofs hurled 



re coaling. 
The inn bells arc ringing. 
The Niggers are singing — 

The sea and the ocean 
Are both in commotion : 
ButCK. White, Green, and Brown 
Have all vanished from Town- 
Get away I 

Take a dip, take a sail. 

Never mind turning pate — 

A bold fellow, I trow, 

Who daie blot paper now 

We are free- 
Let him feather his oar. 

Let him flirt on (he shore. 

Observe mollusks and shells, 

But not the blue belles 
In the sea ; 

And from cliff, cove, and rock. 

At the sound of the clock. 

Hurry home fleet and fasi, 

To that wholesome repast- 
Shrimps and tea. 

And crabs too, and prawns too. 
And croque( on lawns loo. 
And drives on the sands. 
And those terrible Bands, 

Lovest Ihon ? 
Thy for(Digh( a( Dover 
Too soon wdt be over. 
At Boenor thy pleasnre 
Shall be beyond measure. 

By [ha( great saline lotion, 
The blue briny ocean. 
Which a( res(, or uplifted. 
Is sketched by the gifted 



At (he " Crown " or the " Royal, " 
Where sojourn the loyal. 
Crowds of tourists are meeting. 
Hosts of tourists are eating 

At seven ; 
White all down tbe Ubies, 
In white ties and sables. 
Pass the grave solemn waiters 
To hand the potatera 

And with napkin in band. 
In the coffee-room stand. 
To extinguish the gas. 
When to bed you diall pass 
At eleven I 



FunA. November 37, 1S80, but equally appropriate i 



Putuk. August 2B, 1869. 



Seaward. 

The bathers are splashing, 
The spaniels are dashing. 
The darlings are dancing, 
Thdr bright eyes are glancing— 



Thrown Oi;t. 
Bg a badly nounltd l$sloner. 
Horse's hits clashing. 
Huntsmen's whips lashing ; 
Soft sunbeam glancing. 
The sight's most entrancing 
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936 PARODIES OF 


lo DDmben incTeuing, 


Thi Tale or the Si»«iti»b "Fkeak." 


With munanr aDccuing, 


(A P«fWl|r <(/ Bkdlty; "H. Awn'Mn FUnd.") 


There'* no need of uying 
The houndi ue all bayins 

Away. 


Where the houn were ahoil and Ibe taluj goad ; 


He was tattooed red, while, and blue. 


Smait icarlet and topi, 
VooDB and old fo» 
Twi«Tng and tnnilng, 
ThTOu^ the blnemSl *ti11 yetraing 
ToiUy. 


likewiie Ibe tkeleton tall and Ibin, 


And be boDted a moit claitic ikin : 


He'd grown hit feel lo abnormal ilie. 
And Aliened hi> hair Albino wiii^ 




Off we itait down the vale. 




U (tk eaty lailiDE 




Yet he wai unhappy whibiling there. 

For down in bin W.I lurked a poignant care. 


Yoakaow. 


He luffered deeply and oft beou*e 
He wanted to be far more than he wu ; 




But though not a coward. 


Hit leniilive nature could not brook 


I alwayi feel loiiied. 


That the public at anyone elie ibould look. 


When I heai the icent'i strong 


Ht wanted lo be the " Leopwd Boy," 


And old Reynajd not gone 


And the " Phantom Lady " cold and coy. 


LODBago, 




II meani qnicldih pace, 
A raih and > race ; 
And, when heavily preued 
Von aee, at my bat 

I don't *how. 


And the lair "Circauian," from Mnllingul 


He bated ibe linooiu " Human Snakes" 
Whote [dcturc* told Uke the bolten cakei, 


Though it wai laid that he prucHted lot* 




TVing himielf into awful knoll. 

He punched the ■' What It it ?" in the head, 

AnifcBltbe-CRpiElarySitten'* dead; 


Ther are now on hU track. 
And bang It. the pack 
Siteamapthehmilde, 


Placed Ibe " Midget '■ under the ban 

And wouldn't ihike feet with the "Armleu Man" { 


And «e'*e nt to ride 


Frombebm. 


Kicked the " Cannibal " out of bit road, 




Andtaidtothe"GlM»-Blower," " Von be Uowed 1 '■ 


Each taking lui line^ 




Up bank and incline 


■Till bit bead at length began iwelting loo. 


In the diiltnce ■ lout 


Begin, loudly to .bout 


When olhert were noticed he lereamed and cried. 


TaUy-hot 


'Till hit head exploded, and to be died ; 


Ai o'er ploughed fieldi we gallop. 
And our jaded Heed wallop, 
The fieldis fatt thinning, 
And my iteed't banning 

To blow. 


And Ihey Hid, u they watbed off the g>r Ultoo, 
And bmig up bit beard where the wind tie* tbrougb, 
That it was amaiing be should be dead. 
Simply became he had k»t hit head ; 
Bui that 'twRi a warning, hit awful fale. 




With the honndi out of tight, 
The proipect ain't bright. 


From Vu Umpin. 


And. juit like my fate. 




Locked or baned ii each gale, 




What • ihame. 


"^^^S^^ui^ 


Nothing more to be done, 


^^pa^^-^BT 


Bat to give np the mn ; 




Then (truck with a tbooghl. 
Vole banting a ipoit 


ADDRESS TO AN EGYPTIAN MUMMY 


Rather Ume. 


IN BELZONrS EXHIBITION. 


(A FrittuP$ AitoAw Afiemarit.) 




"On the whole, better lay 
Yon-d have had a good day. 


For a proof of this we have only to turn to the lact of our 

viewing at this day the bodiei of peraona who lived threa 


That if— if your nag 
I»dD>t linger or Ug, 

Or go lame 1" 


thousand yean since. Thii ingenious people applied the 
powers of art to the purpMet of Ibeir rehRion, and did all 
they could lo keep tlio human frame entire after death. 


From OnVai»9»fi>m »« P«(*, by Hugh Cayley. Dun- 
bridge. Jone. k Piggolt. .883. 


fondly thinking th»l if it proved a fit dwelling, it* former 
and animate it afreah, even upon earth. 




And Ibon hast walked about, (bow (tiange a Uory 1) 




In Tbebet'a ttreel thwe thouMad yaan igo ; 
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HORACE SMITH. 



"WhMi the MmiDoniam wu in ftll Iti glory. 
And time bad not begoD to orcrtlirow 

ThowtMoplei^ pKlkces, --■* -" ' 

Of which Uw T«i7 mini 

Speak 1 for Ihon long en<M^h bait acted dnmmj, — 
Thoa haat a tougoe, come, let Qi hear it* tone ; 

Tbon'rt nandiDg od tb; \tgi, above gronod, Hammr I 
Renajiiog the glimpse* of the mooa. 

Hot like thm glxnti or disembodied creatnrei, 

Bat with Ib7 booes, and flesb, and limbs, and featons. 

Tell ns, for doubtless thoa canst recoiled. 

To whom sbonld we aangQ the Sphinx's lame ; 

Was Cheops or Cepbrenes archilecl. 
Of ather prramld that bears his name ? 

'- "- ■- Pillar really a misnomeT ? 

a bnadred gatM^ as song by Homer? 

Perb^w thoa wert a nawo, and forbidden, 
B]r oUb to lell the mjrstMies of tby trade ; 

Tlwn saj what secret melody was hidden 

In MemnoD's statoe which at snnrise played } 

Ferbapj Ihon wert a prieai, and bast been dealing 

In human blood, and boirors past levealing. 

Pcrcfaance that very hand, now pioioncd flat, 
Ha* bob-a-Dobb^ with Pharaob, glass to glass ; 

Or drD;mcd a halfpenny in Homer's eat. 
Or dtrfled thine own to let Queen Dido pass, 

Or held, by Solomon's own invitation, 

A toccfa at the great Temple's dedication. 

I need not ask thee if that band, when armed, 
Has any Roman soldier mauled or knuckled. 

For Ihon wert dead and bnried, and embalmed. 
Ere Bomnltts and Remus bad been snckled ! 

Antlqnity i^pears to have begun. 

Long after tby primeval noa was rnn. 

Tbon conld'st develop, if that withered loogne 

Might tell OS. what those sightless orbs have seen. 
Row the world looked when it was fresh and yooag. 



o record of its early ages ? 



Art sworn to secrecy ? then keep thy v 
Bit prithee tell ns something of thyself,- 
_ Reveal tba secrets of thy p ' 



thy foiT 

B, u>ove ground, seen some strange 
The Roman empire has b^nn and ended. 

New worlds have risen, we bave lost old nalioos. 
And countless kings have into dust been humbled. 
While not a fiagmenl of tby flesh bas crumbled. 

Didst thon not bear the potber o'er tby bead. 
When the ^lesi Persian conqneror, Cambyses^ 

Marched armies o'er (hy tomb with tbondenng tread, 
O'fsthrow Usiris, Oium, Apis, lsi% 

And shook tba Pyramids with bar sJid wonder, 

When the gigantic Memnon fell asunder ? 

II tba tomb's secret* may not be con f eesed, 

Tbe nature of thy private life unfold i 
A heart has throbbed beneath that leathern breast, 

And tear* adown that dnsty cbeek have rolled. 



""S.S 



Statue of flesh — Immortal of the dead I 

Imperishable type of evanescence 1 
Posthnmous man, who quitt'il tby narrow bed. 

And ttandeil uodecayed wiibin our presence^ 
Tbon wilt hear nothing till tbe Judiiment-moming, 
When the great Trump shall ibrill Ibee with its warning 1 

f sbonld this u-orthlfss tegument endnre, 
it* undying guests be lost for ever ? 
Oh, IM ns keep the soul tmhaloui and pur* 

tn Uving virtue ; that, when be th must terer, 
Altbongh corrnptioo may our frame consume, 
Th' immortal s^rit in the skies may bloom I 

HoKAci Smith. 
(One of the Authors of " Rejected Addreue*.") 



ThX AnIWEK of tub EoVFTtAH Mpmut. 

Child of the tatter days I thy words have broken 
A spell that long hu bound these lungs of clay. 

For sinca this smoke-fried tongue of mine hatb spoken. 
Three thousand trdious years have rolled away 

Unswathed at length, I ' stand at ease ' before ye, — 

List, then, oh t list, while I nafold my story. 

Tbebe* wa* my birthplace — an unrivalled city, 
With many gates ; hut here I might declare 

Some strange plain troths, except that it were pity 
To blow a poet's fabric into air ; 

Ob, I could read yon qaite a Theban lecture. 

And give a deadly finlsfa to conjecture I 

But then you would not have me throw discredit 
On grave historians — or on him who sung 

The Iliad — true it is I never read it. 
But heard it read when I was very young ; 

An old blind minstrel, for a tridtng profit. 

Recited parts — I think the author of it. 

All that I know about tbe town of Houir, 
Is, that they scarce would own him in his day ; 

Were glad, too, when he proudly turned a roamer. 
Becanse by this tbev saved their roriM pay ; 

His lowosmeo would bave been ashamed to flout bim. 

Had they fcreseen the fuss nnce made about him. 

One blunder I can lairly set at rest. 

He says that men were once more big and bony 
Than now, which is a bouncer at (be best, — 

I'll just refer you to our friend Belzoni, 
Near seven feet high 1 in sooth a lofty figure t 
Now look at tat, and telt me, am I higger ? 

Not half the size : but then I'm sadly dwindled ; 

'Three thousand years, with that embalming slue, 
Have made a serious diflerence, and bave swindled 

My fsce of all its beauty — there were few 
Egyptian youths more gay, — behold the sequel ; 
Nay, smile not— yon and I may soon be equal I 

For Ibit lean band did one day hurl tbe lance 
Wiib mortal aim — Ibis light fantastic toe 

Threaded the mystic mazes of the dance : 
This heart baui throbbed at tale* of love and woe. 

Tbeea shred* of raven hair once set the fashion, 

This withered form inspired the tender passion. 
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PARODIES OF 



Id yain I the ikilfal hanil, and feelii^ wum. 

The foot that fignred in tbe brJRbt qoadrillc. 
The palm of gniui and the manly form, 

All bowed at once to Death's myaterioiia will. 
Wbo aealed me up where MuiniDies loiuid are sleepinfi. 
Id cere<Ioth, uta in tolerable keeping. 

Whara cows and monker* aqnat in rich brocade, 
Aod well-dreued crocodilei in painted cmcs. 

Rata, bats, and owls, and cats in maaqaerade. 
With scarlet flounces and with Tamiahed faces ; 

Men, bird*, bnites, reptiles, lisb, all crammed together. 

With ladies that might pass for well-tanned leather. 

Where Rameaea and Sabacoo lie down. 
And apleodid Psammis in his hide of crust ; 

Princes and heroes, men of high renown, 
Who in their d*y kicked up a mighty dust,~ 

Thwr swarthy Hurniuiefc kicked np dust in number*, 

When hnge Belioni came to scare their slnnbers i 

Who'd Ihink these raity hams of mine were seated 
At Dido'i table, when th« wond'rous tale 

Of " lono's hatred " w«i so well repealed ? 
And ever and anoD the queen turned pale ; 

Meanwhile the brillisnE gas-lishts, hung above hei. 

Threw a wild glare upon her ihipwrecked lover, 

Ay. goM-tigktt .' mock me not ; we men of ynce 
Were verted in all the knowledge you can mention ; 

Who hath not heard of Egypt's peerleii lore? 
Her patient toil ? Acutenew of jnvenlion } 

Survey the prtmfs — nvir Pymmitli are thriving. — 

Old Memnon still looki young, and I'm surviving. 

A land in arts and sciences prolifir. 
On blocks ginnlic building up her fame ! 

Crowded with signs, and letters hieroglyphic, 
Temples and obelitki her skill pmclsim ! 

Vet though ber art and toil unearthly seem, 

Tkoit Motif trei-e brought on kail-roads and By steau 1 

How, when, and why. our people came to rear 

The Pyramid of Cheops, mighty pile ! 
This, and the other sectels thou shall hear ; 

I will unfold if thou wilt stay awhile. 
The hist'ry of the Sphinx, and who liegan it, 
Onr mystic marksi and monileis made of granite. 

Well, then, in grievous limes, when King Cephrene*^ 

Bat, hal wlut's that? — the shades ot bards and kicgi 
Press on my lips ihcir fingers 1 What they mean is, 

I am Dot to reveal the«e hidden things- 
Mortal, fsrewell ! Till Science 'self unbind them. 
Men mast e'en lake these secrets as they Rnd (hem. 

MUHMIUS. 

From Tke Satardaj/ ttagatine. Vol. IV. 



I THE Western Mumhv. 
. whose repose piofimnd 
These latter ages dare to break, 
And call thee from beneath the Rronnd 
Ere Nature did thy slumber ^ake, — 

What wondeis of the secret earth 
Thy lips too silent, might reveal I 

Of tnbes ronnd wIkmc mystetioas Urth 
A thontand envious ages wheeL 



Thy iBce, by sava^ w 
Smik down, their ve 



By Friendship's band thine eyelid closed, 



The stats have mn their nightly round. 
The sun looked out and passed his way. 

And many a season o'er the gtound 
Has trod where thou so softly lay. 

And wtit Ibou not <me moment raise 
Thy weaiy head, awhile to »e 

The later sports of earthly dsys. 

How like whst once enchanted thee ? 

rhv name, (hy date, thy life decliie — 
Perhaps a queen, whose feathery band 

A thousand maids have lighed to wear. 
The brightest in thy beauteous land — 

Perhaps a Helen, from whose eye 
l^ve kindled up the Sameof war — 

Ah, me 1 do thus thy grace* lie 
A faded phantom, and so more? 



And in some rising bud regain 
The freshneu Ihat my childhood knew. 

But has thy soal, maid, so long 

Around this mournful relic dwelt? 
Or burst away with pinion strong. 

And at the foot of Mercy knelt ? 

Or has it in some distant clime. 

With curious eye. unsated, strayed. 
And down the winding stream of time. 

On every changeful current played ? 

Or, lock'd in everlasting sleep. 

Must we thy heart extinct deplore 
Thy fancy lost in darkness weep. 

And sigh (or her who feels no more } 

Or. exiled to some humbler sphere. 
In yonder wood-dove dost Ihon dwell. 

And mntmnring in the strainer's ear, 
Thy tender melancholy teu? 

Whoe'er thou be, thy sad remains 
Shall from the Muse a tear demand. 

Who, wandering on these distant plains. 
Looks fondly to a distant land. 

Gallaudet. 

Sir Moses Montbfiorl 
And thou hast walked about, how strange a stosy, 

In Europe's streets, a century nigh ia> : 
Long time ere Nap the First had gained his gk>r7. 

And longer still before his overthrow 
On that dread field, where hard he tried to burk la. 
Some who were there stilllinget [in the wotkns). 

I need not ssk thee if that hand of thine 
Has scattered to the poor thy gold in plenty. 

For diatity was ever in ihy line. 
Before thy modest years had numbered twentj. 

The same kind spirit which has marked thee ever. 
Had shown itself in many a bright endeavoor. 
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WHITTIER'S "MAUD MULLER." 



Did'st Ibou not hear the pothtt in the town 
On Monda; tott, when Rimigate to the fore, 

Placed on thv bcow itt tributary crown. 
And hailed thj pathucbal jrean, live Kore? 

Here's to thj long, long life, ihou Hebrew hoary, 
God's ble^ng on thjr head, Montetisre 1 

BOTCHIS. 

Havsmbei, 1884. 



On page 103 of "The Wt and Humour of Shiilcy 
Brooki " (Bradbory, Agnew & Co., 18S3), there ti a paiody 
fonnded on Horace Smith'* *' George Bamewell." It was 
written in 1S5S to ridknle " Soapy Sam," Kihop WUbcr- 
force, It is quite out of date now, aod of do liilercat, 
except to some pouible hiitorian of lheolo£ical eonlioiwnki. 




Parodies of American Poetry. 



MAUD MULLER. 

Maod MiiLLBR, on a summer'! day 
Railed the meadows sweot wiih bay. 
Beneath her torn hat glowed the wealth 
Of simple beanty and niatic health. 
Singing, she wrought, and her meiry glee 
The mock-bird echoed from his tree. 
Bat, when she glanced 10 the far-off' town. 
White from its hill-slope looking down. 
The sweet song died, and a vague unrest 
And a nameless longing filled her broui — 
A wish, that she had hardly dared to own. 
For something better tban she had known. 
The jndge rode slowly down the lane, 
Smoothing his horse's cbesiout mane. 
He draw his bridle in the shade 
Of the apple trees to greet the maid. 



And blnshsd a* she gave it, looking down 

On her feet w bar^ and her tattered gown. 

" Iftaoks I said the judges a sweeter draught 

From aCsirer hand was never quaffed. " 

He spoke of the grass, and flowers, and trees. 

Of the singing birds, and the humming bees ; 

Then talked of the haying, and wandered whether 

The cloud in the west wonid bring foul weather. 

And Uand forgot faer iKiar loro gown. 

And ber gracetnl ankles bare and brown ; 

And listened, while a pleased snrprise 

Looked from ber long-lashed haiei eyes. 

At last, like one who for delay 

Seeks a vain excuse, he rode away. 



Mand MuUer looked and sighed — ' ■ Afa me I 

Tbat I the judge's bride might be 1 

" He would dress ne up in silks so fine. 

And praise and toast me at his wine. 

"Mv father shonld wear a broadcloth coat ; 

My Mother should sails panted boat 

"I'd dress my mother so grand and gay. 

And tfae baby should have a new toy eu:h day. 

" And I'd feed the hungry and dotbe the poor. 

And allshonld bless me who left our door. 

The jadge looked back as he climbed the hill. 

And saw Hand MiUler standing still. 

''A form more [air, a face more sweet, 

Ne'er hath it been my lot to meet. 

" And her modest answer and gracafal air, 

Show faer visa and good as she f * iair. 

" Would the were niini% and I to-day. 

Like ber, a hamster of hay. 

"No doubtfol balance of rights aod wroogi^ 

And weary lawyers with endless tongue^ 

' ' But low of cattle and song of birds. 

And health of quiet and loving words." 

But he thought of his sister^ proud and cold. 

And his motner, vain of her rank and gold. 

So, closing his heart, the judge rode on. 

And Maude was left in the field alone. 

But the lawyers smiled that altemoon. 

When be hummed in court an old love tune ; 

And the young girl mused beside the well. 

Till the rain on the unrsked clover (ell. 

He wedded a wife of ricbest dower. 

Who lived for fashion as be for power. 

Yet oft, in his marble hearth's brigblglow. 

He watched a picture come and go ; 

And sweet Maud Mttller's hazel eye* 

Looked out in their iDnocenl anipriae. 
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And tha proad man dgbad with & Mcnt pdii ; 
" All, XbAt I were bee again I 
" Fne ai when t roda that dar. 
Where lbs banfoot maiden ralied her hay." 
She veddod a man nnleamad and poor, 
And many children plajed ivnnd her door. 
Bnt care and torrow, and child-birtb pain, 
LiA thair Iracet on heart and brain. 
And oft when the lommar aun ihone hot 
On the new-ntown hay in the meadow lot. 
And the heard the little tpring-brook fitll 
Over the roadside through the wall, 
In the ihade of the apple-tree again 
She saw a rider draw nil rein ; 
And, gaiing down with timid graca. 
She ielt bla pleaaed eyei read her face. 
Sometime* ber narrow kitchen wall* 
8tr«tehed away into stately halla ; 



Doling and grumbling o'er pipe and mag, 
A manly form at her nde ihe taw. 
And joy waa duty, and love w»t law. 
Then she took np her burden of life again 
Saying only "It might have been t " 
Ala* 1 Coi maiden, ala* I for judge, 
For rich repiner and bonseht^d dmdge I 
God pit;r them both 1 and pity na all, 
Who vainly tbe dream* of jonth recall. 
For of all tad word* of tongue or pen 
Tbe nddeti are tbete " It m^ht uve been I' 
Ah, well I far n* all tome sweet hope lie* 
Deeply bnried botn hnman eye* ; 



JoHH Grhnlkaf WHiTTiKa. 

Mr. Whltllar'* itatement of the origin of bla poem of 
•■ Hand UOller '* i* thn* dven. Ha waa driving with hi* 
daler Ihron^b York, U.S.A., and itoppad at a harvest 
field to inqnire tha way. A young girl raking hay near 
the *ton«.wall itopped toanawer their inqoiriM. vAiittter 
noticed a* ihe talked that she bashfnflj raked the bay 



To tbe inqniiy a* to tbe title, Mand Militer, he said it was 

._j ._ 'im, and was not a talectioo. It came a* the 

It be give* it tha abort German pronnnci- 



•nggeated to him, and was ni 

poem came. Batbegivesil ^. 

ktion, ai Menler, sot tbe broad Yankee, Holler. 



Mbi. Judob JaxKiKs. 
IBtiHg i^ enlif famine 3tqud to •• Xaud IRBer."} 
Maud Mttller, all that summer day, 
Rakad the meadow sweet with hay ; 



Yet, locddng down the distant lane. 

She hoped tbe jndge wonld oome again, 

Bnt when be came, with smile and bow, 

Maod ool; blotbed, and atanunered, " Ha-ow ? "* 

And apoke of her " pa,'' and wondered whether 

He'd give cooteat they sbonld wed together. 

Old Hfiller burst in tears, and then 

Sagged that the judge wonld lend him " tan ; *' 

For irada waa dull and wage* low, 

And tbe "crap*," tbi* year, were somewhat alow^ 

And ere tbe languid summer died, 

Sweet Hand became tbe Judge's bride. 

Bnt, on the day that they were mated, 

Maud's brother Bob — - - 



Tha young bride bore him babiee twain. 

And the judge was blest, bnt thought it strang» 

That bearing children made such a change : 

For Hand grew broad and red and ttont f 

And the waiat that hit arm once claaped about 

Wat more than he now could span. And be 

Sighed a* ha pondered, mefnlly, 

How that which In Maud was native grace 

In Mis. Jenldns was ool of place ; 

And thought of tha twiu^ and wisbcMl that tbay 

Looked leas like the man who raked tbe bay 

On HtUler's farm, and dreamed with pain 

Of the day he wandered down tbe lane. 

And, looking down that dreary track. 

Re half regretted that he came back. 

For, had he waited, he might have wed 

Some maiden fair and thoroughbred ; 

For there be women fair as she, 

Whose verba and nouns do more agree. 

Alasibr maiden) alas forjudge! 

And the tentimental,— that's one.half " fodge ; " 

For Maod soon Ihooght the j udge a bor^ 

With all bis leaning and all his lore. 

And tbe jndge wonld have bartered Maud's fair face~ 

For more refinement and social gnce. 

If, of all words of tongue and pen. 

The saddest are, " It might have been," 

More sad are these we daily eee : 

■■ It ia> bnt hadn't onght Id be.'' 

Brkt Haktb,- 



Katb Kbtcheh, 

Katb Ketcbem on a winter's night 
Went to a party dressed in while. 
Her chignon in a oat of gold 
Waa about as large as they ever sold. 
Gayly tbe went becanae ber " pap " 
Wat toppoeed to be a rich old cbap^ 
But when by cbaoce her glances fall 
On a friend who bad lately maiiied well. 
Her spirit* sunk and a vague uureit 
And a nameless longing 611ed her brea*t. 
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Kaix K>tchi> 






A wish ihfl woDld'Dt havs made knowa 

To hava an eilablisbmeiit ot hex own. 

Tom Fndge came slowly througb tbe tbrosg 

Wilh cheatDQt bair wom pretty lODg. 

Re saw Kate Ketcbein in Ibe crowd 

And knowing ber slighllr (lopped, and boned. 

Than aeked ber to give him a single Sower 

Sajing he'd think it • pricdieu dower. 

Oct from thoae with which she was decked 

Sbe took the poorest she couid (elect. 

And, blnshed as sbe gave it, lookiog down 

To call attention to her go«t>. 

"Thanks," Mid Fudge, and he thought how dear 

Flowers mott be at that time of year. 

Then aeveral charming remarks be made 

Asked if she aang. or danced, or played. 

Aitd being eihansted, inqnired whether 

She thought It was going to be pleasant weather. 

And Kate displayed her "jewelry " 

And dropped her lashes becomiogly. 

And listened with no attempt to disguise 

The admiration in her eyes. 

At last like one who has nothing to say 

He tnmed aroiuid, and walked away, 

Kate Ketch(>m smiled, and said "yon bet 

I'll catch that Fodge, and his money yet 

" He's rich enongh to keep me in clotbec 

And I think I conld manage him as 1 cboae. 



" My mother for money should never fret 

And all it cried for the hahy should get. 

"And after that with what he could spare 

I'd make a show at a charity bir." 

Too Pudge Icoked back as he crossed the till 

And saw Kate Ketchem standing still. 

"A girl more suited to my mind 

It isn't an easy thing to find ; 

" Aod everything sbe has to wear 

provea her as rich as she it fair. 

"Would she were mine, and I to day 

Had the old mac't cash my debts to pay. 

" No creditors with a long account 

No tradeamen wanting 'that little amount' 

■■ Bnt all my tenres paid op when doe 

By a fotber-in-law at rich as a Jew." 

Bat he thought of her brother not worth a straw 

And ber mother, that would be bit, in law. 

So nndedded.he walked along 

And Kate was left alone in tbe throng. 

But a lawyer nulled when he soushi by tteallh 

To ascertain old Ketcbem't wealtli. 

And as for Kate she schemed and planned 

Till one o( the dancers claimed ber band. 

He married ber for her &tbet's cash. 

She married bim to cat a dash. 

But as to paying his dehta do yon know 

The father couldn't see it ao | 



And when Tom thought of tbe way be had wed 

He longed (or a single life instead. 

And closed his eyes in a sulky mood 

Regretting tbe days of his bacfaeloihood. 

And said in a sort of reckless vein, 

" I'd like to see her catch me again, 

" If I were free as on that night 

When J saw Kate Ketchem dressed io wbitft" 

Sbe wedded him to be rich and gay 

But hatband and children did'nl pay. 

He wasn't the prize afae hoped to draw 

And woald'nt live with his mother-in-law. 

And oft when she bad to coax ard pout 

lu order to gel bim Io lake her out. 

She thought how very attentive and bri|iht 

He seemed at the party that winter's night 

Of his laugh as soft as a breeze of the aoulh 

('I'was now on Ibe other Mde of his moulb) ; 

How he praised ber dress, and gems, in his talk 

As he look a careful account of stock. 

Somelimet she hated Ibe very walls — 

Hated ber friends, her dinuen, and calls. 

Till her weak a&eclion to hatred turned 

Like a dying tallow candle bamed. 

And for him who tat there her peace to mar. 

Smoking hit everlasting cigar. 

He wasn'nt tbe man she thought she taw 

And grief wa* duty, and hate waa lav?. 

So the look up her burden with a groan 

Saying only "I might have known." 

Alaa for Kate, and alas for Fudge, 

Though I do not owe them any grudge. 

And, alat, for any who find to their ibame 

Thai two can play at their little game. 

For of all hard thin^ to bear and grin 

Tbe hardetl la knowing you're taken is. 

Ah 1 well a* a general thing we fret 

About the one we didn't get 

Bui I think we need'nl make a fass 

If tbe one we d«i*t want did'nt gel ns. 

Fbobb Cakit. 



Madd Mullbk tH Di;tcr. 

Maitd MDIIer, von summer ■fterooon 

Vaa deciding tar in her fadder's laloon, 

She lolt dot trier, snd linged " Shoo Fly," 

Uod vioked si der men mil het tefd eyt 

Bud ven she looted oud on der >hdre«i. 

Und Baw dem gilt til dretsed so ihweed. 

Her Eong eifcd out on a ubbei note. 

Cause the had tuch * hois in ber tioat ; 

Uud the viihed she bad ibdamps to shbend. 

So she might git saeh a Giecitn Bend. 

Hant Brinker valked thtowly down her shdreed, 

Shmilin «l til der gall he'd meed ; 

Old Hant vu rich - as I've been dold,— 

Had housei uud lots, and ■ barrel of gold. 

He thdopped by dn door, undpooly toon 
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He vilked righd ItmIo dot bin uloon. 

Und he irinkcd at Miod, nnd uid. " My dear, 

Gif me. of 70U pbleue, aglauof lri«t," 

She vend to dcr pblace veie der hier keg thtood, 

Und pringed him a rIus dot vat fresh and goot, 

" DnI's goot," uid Hans, "rint'i a beilcr driak 

A« efTer 1 had in mine life, I dink." 

He dalked for a vhile, den >aid, ■' Goot day," 

Und up der ihdreel he dook hii vay. 

Mand hofcd a ligh, and said, "Oh, how 

I'd likd to been dot oil min'i frow. 

Such ihplendid ctoie I dea vood veai. 

Dot all the gals around vood shdaie. 

In dot Union Park I'd diive all Uy, 

Und efenr evenin go Co der blay. 

Hans Bnnker, doo, felt almigbiy gweer, 

(Bui dat mil peen Ton trinkin beer. ) 

Und he layi 10 himself, as he valked along, 

HnminiD der tune of a oil lofe song, 

" Dot's der finest gal I eSet did see, 

Und 1 vish dot she my wife cood be." 

But here his soUllr^wy came to an end. 

At be dinVed of der gold dot ibe might shbend ; 

Und he maked Dp his mind dot >« fot him. 

He'd marry a girl mil lott of "din." 

So be vent righd off dot fery day, 

Und married a Tooman olt und gray. 

He visbes now, but all in vain. 

Dot he vas fiec to mirry again ; 

Free as he vas dot aflernoOD, 

Ven he med Maud Mtiller in der bier saloon. 

Maud married a man without some " soap " — 

He vas lary doo — but she did hope 

Dot he'd get bcdder when shildren came ; 

But vben dey bad, be vas yooii der same. 

Und ofdeo now dem dean vill come 

As she sits alone ven her day's vork's done, 

Und dinks of der day Hans called her " my dear," 

Und asked her for a glass of bier ; 

But she don'd comblsin, nor efer hai, 

Und only layi^ " Dot coodo't vai." 

Anonykovb. 

Thk Maud Moujut, 
(ImproMf.) 
Maud Muller, on a summer'a day, 
Raked the meadow, aweel with hay — 
But when she glanced to Hontsville town. 
While from its bill-alopo looking down, 
Thn sweet song died — and Fleming's Improved 
With a nameteta longing ber breast moved. 
A wish that she hardly dared to own. 
For something better than she had koowD. 
" Uncle Pele " rode slowly for her sake. 
Showing hia " Improved Riding Rake." 
He drew his bridle in the shade 
Of tbe apple trees, to greet the maid. 
And Maud foi^ot her briar-torn gown. 
And her graceful ankles, bare and hrown. 
Acd merrily sparkled her hazel eyes 
As " Uncle Pete " described hit prize. 
Hand Muller looked, and sighed " Law sake I 
That's MV idea of a perfect Rake." 
imtritan AdPtrUttnntt. 



Miss Mulleb ih Urbe. 

Miss Miiller so the gossips say. 
Flirted in quite a shameless way, 
But Mand with a laugh pronounced it fudge^ 
Yet we caught her wink at the ralty judge. 
And the judge — but we mention this sub rote- 
Blushed up to the roots of bit bulbous note ; 
Still he crained hi* neck, and in pasting by. 
Gave a sinister wink with his dexter eye. 
Quolb Maud to herself ai on she passed, 
"I've bis royal nibs in tow at last ; 
My mother shall vraar a seal skin sack — 
My pa swing on nis broadcloth black ; 
lif brother shall sip bis whiskey-skins. 
And my sister revel in gay breast pins t " 
Quoth (he judge as he sauntered listless on, 
" Stae't a raiiling girl ! you bet I'm gone I 
No doubt my last wife's ma will kick 
And my heirs cut np tbe vary nick ; 
And though I've known her a short short spell. 
Yon bet I'll have her is tpite of "—well 
No matter hit word it was short and stout 
And the name of a place that's now played out 
According to Bucher. Alack for all 
Tbe inaia and judge ne'er wedded at all ; 
For he passed in his checks from too much gio 
And the maid grew long, and lank, actd thin. 
And she as her charms glimmered away 
She ceased for to Sirt, and began for to pray. 
God pity tbe maid, and pity the judge. 
And these days of twaddle, and trash, and fudge; 
For of all sad words from a heart bereft 
The saddest are these, "You bet I'm left" 

Ahohtkoui. 



Tub Modbbn Maud MV1.1.EK. 

MavD Miiller worked at making bay 

And cleared her forty cents a day. 

Her clothes were coarse, but her health was fine, 

And to she worked in the sweet sunshine — 

Singing at glad as a bird in May 

" Barbary Allen " tbe livelong day. 

She often glanced al tbe far off tovn 

And wondered if ^gt were up, or down. 

And the tweet song died of a strange diseaM 

Leaving a phantom- taste of cheese. 

And an appetite and a nameless ache 

For soda-water, and ginger cake. 

The Judge rode slowly into view — 

Slopped his horse in the shade, and threw 

Hi* fine cut out, while tbe blushing Mand 

Marvelled mucb at the kind he " i^awed. " 

He was " dry a* a fish " he said with a wink 

And kind o' thought that a good square drink 

Would brace him op. So the cup was filled 

With the crystal wine that the old spring spilled ; 

And she gave it him with a sua browned hand, 

" Thanks " said Iha Jndgc^ in acceDta bland ; 
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" A tbonsaod tbaiiVs for a sweeter draught 
From a fairer haod — " but Ibere be laugbed. 
And the sweet fsiil stood in tbe siiti tfau da; 
And raked Ihe Judge instead of the bay. 
Cindnnaii Cmnnerctnl. 



Maud Huixbr, i 



ijui 



Haod Mttller on an Aujtost day 

Took thB Fever of tbs Hay, 

Sneezing she went and her shrill Ah-chee 

The mock-bird echoed from Ihe tree. 

The Judjie rode slowly down tbe lane 

Smootbing his cbestnnt horse's mane, 

Aed drew bis bridle in tbe shade 

With a stimulation to greet the maid. 

He spoke of the grass, and flowers, and trees, 

Tbe pollen from which makes safferers sneeM^ 

And Maudie forgot ber swollen nose 

And even her graceful bare brown toes. 

And listened while a pleased larprise 

Looked from her watering hazel eyes. 

At last with a wild " Ah-cbee I Ah-cha I 

Ab-choo I Ah-cboo 1" he lode away. 

Mand Miiller looked and sneezed "Ah-chee! 

That I the Judge's bride might be i 

He would dress me with silks and diamond ring 

And take me np to the ' White Mountings,' 

And I'd use (he finest cambric mouchoir 

And never have the Hay Fever more." 

Tbe Judge looked back as he climbed the hill 

And heard her gtematatioDa thrilL 

" Would she were mide, and I to-daj' 

l!id of this dab Fever of tbe Hay.'' 

Bnl he thought of her sisters and clearly saw 

Her mother would be bis mother-in-law. 

Tbe baby would smear his broadctoth coat 

And her brother borrow a five dollar note : 

So closiofi bis heart the Judge rode on 

And Maudie was left in Ihe field alone. 

But the lawyen smiled that afternoon 

When they beard him lustily a-choo-in. 

And the youDU girl sneezed tieside the well 

Till tbe rain on the nnraked clover Tell. 

He wedded a wife of richest dower 

With an aquiline beak often Roman power. 

And oft wfaen Ibe wine io his nose was red 

And be knew the old woman was safe in bed. 



And marry tHe girl I saw that day 

When I had tbe Fever of tbe Hay." 

She wedded a man unlearned and poor 

And they had twins eveiy twelve month — sure ; 

And oft when the summer sun shone hot 

She wished she could drown the pesky lot. 



As she looked down becansa she knew 

Her DOse was big enough for two. 

Sometimes her narrow kitchen walls 

Stretched away into stately halls 

And for him with a pips in his ugly mug-' 

Oh, if she bad him by the lug I 

A masly form at her side she saw 

And there was no estiva! catarrh. 

Then she took np ber harden of life anew 

Sighing only " Ah-chee r Ah-choo I " 

Alas t for maiden ; for Judile alas t 

For household drudger, and gray hatred ai 



Ntit York World. 



HAUD Min.LEK OH THS Ics. 

MAtii> MttUer on a winter's day 
Went out upon tbe ics to play. 
Beneath her Derby gleamed her locks 
Of her red banged hair, and her ctimsoo socks. 
She straddled about from ten to two 
And then a hole in the ice fell through. 
On Ihe bottom of the pond she sat 
As wet and mad as a half drowned rat. 
A man with a bicking pole weal there 
And Gshed her out 1^ her auburn hair. 
And ber mother is said to have thnmped her well — 
Though just how hard Miss Maud can't tell — 
And hung ber over the stove to dry 
With a thumb in ber mouth, and a fist in her eye. 
Alas for the maiden 1 alas for Ihe hole I 
And 'rah for the man with the bicking polel 
For the truest words of tongae or pen 
Are " A skating girl's like a headless hen." 
Brooklyn Eaglt. 



Miss Muller. 
["Miss Mullei'i fumilure, which wis distrained for the 
payment of Queen's laxes, refused by her on the giouod 
that women are not allowed to vole for Parliameoiaty repie- 
■entalives, bu been bought back by some of her friends, 
without ber knowledge, and teslared (o ber without her having 
paid the taxei. "—Itoi/y paptr.] 

Miss MULLBR, on a summer day. 

Refused her laxes just to pay. 

" I won't stump up al all," qnoth she^ 

" Until to vote they make me free." 

So sordid man began hit (lickl, 

And teitcd Ihe dauntlesi maiden's " sticks." 

He seiud her table, snd ber chair. 

While she stood by wllb martyr air. 

She SI 



And spoke of giving "blow for Uow." 
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AboDt hei thTODfrnl * femde clan. 

Who'd tiworD 10 trounce despotic man. 

And these, to ctast the lyruil pain. 

Bought back tbnr leoder'i " iticlu " again. 

That table and that chair to dear 

Thef wrested from the auctioneer. 

The; broufiht theii home, ther set them down, 

Then ihiieked their liiamph through the town. 

Mill Muller imiled, and laid, "You bet 

I haven't p«d my laie* yet,*' 

ir, of ail words of tonen« "t pen. 

The saddest are, " It might have been." 

Weil-D^h as sad are man'i when be 

Wuls. ' Muller, you have wonted me." 

AmnyAU*. Jnly 19, 1884. 



BARBARA FRITCHIE. 
Up from the meadows rich with com. 
Clear in the cool September mnrn. 
The clniteied ipiren of Frederick stud. 
Green-willed t^ the bills of Maryland. 

Roond about them orchards sweep, 
Apple and peach-tree fruited deep. 
Fair as a garden of the Lord, 
To the Cf es of the famished rebel horde. 

On that pleasant morn of the early fall, 
When Lee marched over the mouatain-wati, 
Over the mountains winding down, 
Horse and foot into Frederick town. 

Forty flags with their crimson bar*, 
Forty Saes with their silver itaia 
Flapped in the morning wind, the son 
Of DOOD looked down and saw not one. 

Up rose old Barbara Fritchle then. 
Bowed with her fonrscore years and ten ; 
Bravest 1^ all in Frederick town ; 
She look up the Sag the men hauled down ; 

In hei attic window the staff she set. 
To show that one heart was lojsJ yeL 
Up the street came the rebel tiead, 

Stonewall Jackson riding ahead ; 



It ihivered the window pane and sash. 
It rent the banner with seam and gash. 
Quick as it fell from the broken staff, 
Dane Barbara snatched the silken scarf ; 

She leaned far out of the window sill. 
And shook it forth with a rt^at will. 
" Shoot if you must, this old crey head. 
But spare yoor country's flag," ihe said. 

A shade of sadness, a blush of shame, 
Over the face of the leader came ; 
The nobler nature within him stirred 
To lif^ at that woman's deed and word. 



" Wbo touches a h^t on yon grey head. 
Dies like ■ dog. March on I he said. 
All day long through Frederick street 
Sounded the tread of marching feet ; 

All day long the free flag tossed 
Over the heads of the rebel host ; 
Ever its torn folds rose and fell 
On the loyal winds, that loved it well ; 

And thiongh the hill'^ps sunset light 
Shone over it with a warm good-oight 
Barbara Fritchie'a work is o'er, 
And the rebel rides on bis raids no more. 

Honour to her I and let a tear 
Fait, for her sake, on Stonewall's bier ! 
Over Barbara Fritchie's grave^ 
Flag of Freedom and Uiuod, wave I 

Peace, and order, and beanty, draw 
Round thy symbol of light and law ; 
And ever the stars above look down 
On thy stars below. Id Frederick town I 

J. G. WBITTtlB. 



Dkoitor der streets of Frederickdown, 
Wid der red bot sun shining down. 
Fast der saloons filled mil ^er, 
Dem repel fellers valkcd on der ear. 

All day droogh Frederickdown so fasd, 
Hosse* foot and sodgeis put, 
Undderrepel Sag skimming ond so pright, 
You vould dink py jiminy id had a ridght. 



Nary a vone could enybo . 

Ub shnmbed old Miss Frietchie 

Who vos pent down py nine score years und den. 

She took der flag der men hauled down, 

Und stuck id fasd on her iiighd-gown, 

Un pnd id in der vindow vere all could see 

Dot dere vas vone who did lufe dot goot old flag so free. 

Yust den ub come Stonewall Jack, 

Riden on his bosses' pack, 

Under his prows he squinted his eyes. 

By golly de oh flagm^e him much surpmse. 



" Halt I " veil efery man stood him sdill, 
" Fire I '' vas echoed from hill to hill ; 
Id broke her strings of dot nighd-gown. 
Put olt Babra she vas round. 



A look of sbamenesi soon came o'er 
Der lace of Jack, und der tears did pour ; 
"Who polls ond a bair of dot paid head. 
Dies like a monkey I— skip along," he said. 
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Babra Prietchie'i voik vas done, 
She doa'd eny more kin bate lome fun ; 
Fully for her I und diop a dear 
For dol olt gH midoud some Feu. 



Anonyuous. 



Hiram Hovbk. 
(A BaBad of Nta EnglaiuL lift.) 

Whbib the Mooutockmaenntic 

Poan iu wtleis Id the Skunlic, 
Met, along the foretl-iide, 
HiruD Hover, Huldah Hjnle. 

She, k maiden fair and dapper, 
He^ A led-baiied, italwart (nppeT. 

Haniiog beaver, miok, and skunk. 
In the woodlands of Squeedunk. 

She, Pentocket'i peniive daughter. 
Walked beiide the Skuntic water. 
Gathering, !□ her apron wel, 
Soake-rool, mint, and booDcing-beL 

" WhT," he murmured, loth to leave hei, 
" Gather yartn for chill* and Tcver, 
When a lovyer, bold and true. 
Only waiu to gather joai" 

" Go," she answered, " I'm not hasty ; 

I prefer a man mote tasty : 

Leastways, one to please me well 
Should not have a beailf smelL" 

" Hauebty Huldah I " Hiram answered ; 

" Mind and heart alike are cancered : 
jest look here I these peltiiei give 
Ca«h, wherefrom a put may live. 

"I, you think, am but a vagrant. 
Trapping beasU by no means fragrant : 



Turned and vanished Hiram Hover ; 

And, before tne year wax over, 

Huldah, with the yarbs she sold. 
Bought a cape, against the cold. 

Black and thick the furry cape was ; 

Of a ityliih cut the shape was ; 
And the girls, in all (he town. 
Envied Huldah np and down. 

Then, at last, one winter morning, 
Hiram eam^ without a warning : 

" Either," said be, " you are blind, 
Huldah, or you've changed your mind. 

" Me you snob for (rapping vanniDta, 
Vet you take (he skins for garments : 
Since you wear the skunk and mink. 
There'll no harm in me, I think." 

" Well," said she, " we will not qnanel, 
" Hiram : I accept the moral 

Now the faihion'i lo, I guest 

I can't hardly do no less.*' 



Thus the trouble all was over 
Of the love of Hiram Hover ; 

Thus he made sweet Hul<lah Hyde 

Huldah Hover as his bride. 

Love employs, with equal favour, 

Thinc^ of good and evil savour ; 

That, which fiiBl appeared to part. 
Warmed, at last, the maiden's heart. 

Under one impartial banner. 
Life, the hunter. Love, the tanner. 

Draw, from every beast they snare. 

Comfort for a wedded pair ! 

From Divenioni of tht Edio Club, by Bayard Taylor. 

This is an imitation of the style of some of Whittiei's 
delightful ballads, only substituting a comical for on earnest 
motive. Change that motive, and a few expression*, and it 
woDid became a serious poem. 



Ralpb Waldo Eierson. 



ALL 



NOTHIHC. 



Whoso answers my questions 

Knoweth more than me ; 
Hunger is bu( knowledge 

In a less degree : 
Prophet, priest and poet 

Oft prevaricate, 
And the surest sentence 

Hath the greatest wdgfat. 

When upon my gaiters 

Drops the morning dew. 
Somewhat of Life's riddle 

Soaks my spirit through. 
1 am buskined by the goddess 

Of Monadnuck's crest. 
And my wings extended 

Touch (he East and West. 

Or ever coal was hardened 

In the ceils of earth. 
Or flowed the founts of Bourbon. 

Lo I I had my birth. 
I am crowned coeval 

With the Saurian eggs. 
And my fancy Gimly 

Stands on its own l^i, 

Wouldst (hon know the secret 

Of the bai berry -bush, 

Catch the slippery whistle 

Of the moulting thrush. 

Dance upon the mushrooms. 

Dive beneath the sea. 
Or anything else remarkable. 
Thou must follow me J 
From Divertieiu of Iht EiAa Club, by Bayaid Taylor. 
This is a fair imitation of some of Emerson's early poems. 
" Brahma '' is, however, the most frequently parodied, 
allbongfa no parody appcoachei the myiteiy of the oiipnaL 
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If the red slayei tbinks h« itays. 

Or if Ihe slain think he is slain. 
They know well Ihe subtle ways 

I keep, uid pass, and CDm agaiD. 

Shadow and sunlight aire the same ; 
The vanquished gods to me appear ; 
And one lo nie are shame and fanie. 

They reckon ill who leave me out ; 

\Vhen me they fly, I am the wings 1 
I am the douDler and Ihe doubt. 

And I (be hymn the Brahmin sings. 

The strong gods pine for my abode. 

And pine in vain the sacied seven ; 
But Ibou, meek lovei of Ihe good I 

Find me, and lum thy bacit on heaven. 

Ralph Waldo Emerson. 
Thil first appeared in The Allanlic Uanthls, (No. l) 



Damn, Ak I 

An exdamalion to the lorloiat-^helt tat tehith iing* an 
diahelieaUi/ under irry window bi/ ntghl . 
If the giey torn cal think he sing 
Or if the song think it be sung. 
They know nol who would bool-jacks Sing, — 
How many bricks al him I've flung 1 

When conies the night, to me he's near, 

Kainyor shiny, all the same. 
He on the mof will slill appear 

And caterwaul his lom.cit flame. 

They reckon ill who bolt him oul. 

For like a bitd with mighly wings 
He'll petch upon Ihe walei-spoul, 

And Iwicc as loud the tom-cat sing. 

His voice will oft attract ■ brood 

Of female felines, six or seven, 
Tochaunllhei hymns round my abode. 

As though it were the tom-cal's heaven. 

MUITON. 

If the fat batcher thinks he slays. 
Or he— the mutton— thinks he's slain, 

Why, " trolh is truth," the eater says— 
"I'll come, and -cut and come again.' " 

To hungry wolves that on him leer 
Mutton is sheep, and sheep the same. 

No famished god wouW at him sneer- 
To famine, chops are more than fame. 

Who hiss at him, him but assuiei 

That they aie geese, but wanting wings— 

Your coat is his whose life is yours, 
And baa ! the hymn the mutton sings. 

Ye curs, and gods of grander blood. 
And you, ye Paddies fresh from Cork, 

Come laste, ye lovers of the good — 
Eal I Stuff ! and turn ycui back on pork. 

Anohvmous. 



Colonel Jolin Hay. 

JIM BLUDSO. 

Wal, no ! I can't tell whai he lives. 

Because he don't live, you see ; 
Lrastways, he's got out of the baUt 

Of livin' like rou and me. 
What have you been for the last three years 

That yon haven't heard folks tell 
How Jemmy Bludso passed-in his checks. 

The night of the Prairie Belle ? 



He weren't no 




Is all pretty 


much alike— 


One wife in N 


tchei-under-lhe-HiU, 




one here in Pike. 




in his Ulk was Jim. 


And an awk 




But he never 1 


unked, and he never lied 


I reckon he 


never knowed how. 



And this was all the reUglon he had— 

To treat his engines well ; 
Never be passed on the rivet ; 

To mind the pilot's bell ; 
And if ever the Prairie Belle Cook lire, 

A thousand limes he swore, 
He'd hold her ooizle agin the bank 

Till the lasl soul got ashore. 

All boats have thdr day on tbe Mississip, 

And her day come al last. 
The Movaslar was a belter boat. 

But the Belle she wouldn't be pssed ; 
And so come tearin' along that n^ht,— 

The oldest craft on the line, 
Wilh a nigger squat on her safely valve, 

And her furnace crammed, rosin and pine. 

The fire burst oul as she dared Ihe bar. 

And burnt a hole in the night. 
And quick as a flash she turned, and made 

To thai wilier-bank on Ihe right. 
There was ninnin* and cursia,' but Jim yelled 01 

Over all Ihe infernal roar, 
" I'll hold her noule agio the bank 

Till Ihe last galool's ashore." 

Through Ihe hot black brealh of the butnin' bo 

Jim Bludso's voice was heard. 
And ihey all had trust in his cussedness. 

And knowed he would keep his word. 
And, sure's you're born, they all got off 

Afote the smokestacks felU — 
And Bludso's ghost went up alone 

In the smoke of tbe Prairie Belle. 

He weren't no saini— bul at jedgment 

I'd tun my chance wilh Jim, 
'Longside of some pious gentlemen 

That wouldn't shook hands with him. 
He'd seen his duly, a dead-sure thing— 

And went for it ihar and then : 
And Christ ain'l a going to be too hard 

On a man Ihat died for men. 
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COLONEL JOHN HAY. 



The Bloomin' Flowir op Rortv Gulch. 

It war Bob w»t lh« Bloomin Flower, 

They know'd him on Pokei Flat ; 
He'd gouged a Tew down Gilgal vay. 

But no one complained o' that. 
Ke scoied his stifTi* on the heft of his knife — 

Forty I've heem 'em saj ; 
It might have been more— Bob kept his accoants 



He< 



re the . 



Mlhst 






Or blarmedly I am mistook ; 
But he wiin'l a outen-out bad 'un. 

And he'd got a heart you could touch ; 
And he never draw'd iront on boy, oi man, 

A> didn't pervoke him much. 

And you can't ;ay faii *i drinking 

War counted among hit sins ; 
Foi at nary a sitlin' would he put down 

More nor fifteen whisky skins. 
But one day we was drinkin' and jawin'. 

Round Haggarty s bat, and I feat 
That H^garty riled him, bein' lo slow. 

So be jist sliced oif Haggarly's ear. 

Then Ha^^fty went for bim savage, 

Instead uf a-holdiog his jor ; 
And Bob went for hts 'leven-inch knife. 

And icatter'd Hng's scraps on the floor. 
One of Hag's friends then drew upon Bob, 

And shot Joe Harris instead ; 
And I take it the bai floor got at last 

'Bout knee-deep in red. 

But when the fun wai over in there. 

Bob ran a-iDUck in the street ; 
And he speared and potted each denied cm 

As he chanced to meet. 
And quiet folks shut up their doors — 

They thought it safer, you see — 
All but ft man with his wife and child, 

That was settin' down to tea. 

Into their parlonr nisbed Bloomin' Bob, 

To thai lather and molber's surprise ; 
Jobb'd his bowie through one, aod took 

The tolher between the eyes. 
Then be clutched the innocent slumb'rin' 1 

Jiat =ieanin' to knock out its brains ; 
But at that moment there reach'd his ear 

Some long-forgotten itiains. 



Some soft and toncfaiog music this. 

Music solemn and sweet. 
Played by a common organ-man 

Down at the end of the street. 
And it went straight borne to the digger's heart, 

And he did not squelch the child. 
But lay it down in its little cot, 

And rocked the same — and smiled I 



And a sorter radiant halo 

Gleamed brightly round his nob. 
I can't swear to all this for certain. 
And it do seem a queerisb start ; 
But I won't set by and hear none □' you say 
Bob hadn't a lender heart I 
This admirable parody was written by Mr. Charlea H. 
Ross. Editor of Judy. In tbe first volume of this CoUac- 
sly styled a parody of Bret Harte. 



THE MYSTERY OF GILGAL. 

The darkest, strangest mystery 

I ever read, or heein, or see. 

Is 'long of a drink at Taggart's Hall- 
Tom Taggart's, ofUilgal. 

I've heem the tale a thousand ways. 

But never eeuld git through the maie 

That hangs aniund that queer day's doin's : 
But I'll tell the yam to you-uns. 

Tom Taggart stood behind his liar ; 
The time was fall, the skies was far ; 

The ne^hbours round the counter drawed. 
And ca'mly d risked and jawed. 

At last come Colonel Blood, of Pike, 
And old jedge Phinn, oermiscus— like ; 
And each, as he meandered in. 
Remarked "A whiskey-skin.'' 

Tom mixed the beverage full and far. 
And slammed it, smoking on the bar. 
Some says three lingers, some says two,— 

I'll leave the choice to you. 
Pfainn to the drink put forth his hand ; 
Blood drawed his knife, with accent bland, 
" I ax yer parding, Mister FbiuD — 

Jest drap that whiskey skin.'' 

No man high-toneder could be foond 
Than old Jedge Phinn tbe country round. 
Says he, " Voimg man, the tribe of Phinns 
Knows their own whisky-skins 1 " 

He went for his 'leven-inch bowie knife : — 
" I tries to foller a Christian life ; 
But I'll diap a slice of liver or two 

My bloomin' shrub with you." 

They carved in a way that all admired, — 
Tell Blood drawed iron at last, and fired. 
It took Selh Bludso 'twist the eyes. 
Which caused him great surprise. 

Then coats went off, and all went in ; 
Shots and bad language swelled the din ; 
The short, sharp bark of Derringers, 
Like bnll-pups, cheered the fnrte. 

They piled the stiffs outside the door. 
They made, I reckon, a cord or more. 
Girls went that winter, as a rule. 

Alone to spellin' school, 

I ve sarched in vain, from Dan to Beer- 
Sheba, to make this mystery clear ; 
But I end with hit as I did begin,— 
Who oot the Whiskv-skik? 

John Hay, 
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Big Bili. 

Thekk's lb«m that tut lill ihey're bDilin', 

And ihem Ih>t drinki lill they're blind, 
And ihem Lhil inufTin' and tpoaaej. 

But Ihe Uetl of 4II tn mj' mind, 
(And I've been arcnind in my lime, boyi. 

And cavocled wiLh iny youlilie), 
Wu Bie Bill, Ihsl lived in the slasbei, 

We Mlled him Big Bill o' Pike. 

If he put bii band to hU bowie 

Or fcritched the (ciuirorhi* neck. 
You could onlj' tell by wuiin' 

To see if yuu bled a peck : 
And Ihe way he fired 'twas lovely I 

Nobody knowed whicb was dead. 
Till Big Bill grinned, and the stiCTun 

Tumbled orci onto hi> bead I 

At Kbool be killed bis maslcr ; 

Coortin', he killed seven more ; 
And the heatse was alway ■■wailtn' 

A little ways from his cioor. 
There wasn't much growth in Ibe connliy, 

As the census returns will show, 
Bat we had Big Bill we wax praod of. 

And tbat was eooagh to grow. 

And DOW Big Bill is ui angel, — 

Damn me, it makes me cry 1 
Jilt when he was lamEun' the ronghesi. 

The poor fellow had lo die. 
A thievin' and sneakin' Yankee 

Got the start on out blessed Bill, 
Aod there's no one to do our killin' 

And nobody left to kill I 

From Pivtrtion* </M< Behe CEwft, by Bayard Taylor. 



James Rnssell Lowell. 

In the great AmericaD Civil War Mr. J. S. 
Lowell was a warm partisan of the Northern 
cause, and his most popular poems, The Biglow 
Paptri, were written in favour ol the emancipa- 
tion of the slaves, and the suppression oi the 
Southern, or Confederate Stales. Th* Biglow 
Paptrt have been principally parodied, in this 
country, by the Liberal newsptmers, and of 
these only a few examples are sufficiently good 
to bear quoting. 

THE PIOUS EDITOR'S CREED. 
I DU believe in Freedom's cause, 

Eifut away ei Paris ia ; 
1 love to see her slick her claws 

Id tfaem infamal Pharisee*, 
It's wal enough agin a king 

To drot resolves an' triggers, — 
Bat Ubbaty'i a kind o' thing 
Tbat don't agree with niggetl. 



I da believe the people want 

A tax on leu an' coffees, 
Thel nothin' aini extravygunt — 

l*urvidiD' I'm in office ; 
Per I her loved my conntrj sence 

My ejre-leeth Glled their tockels 
An" Uncle Sam* 1 reveieiK^ 

Partic'laily his pocketi. 

I du believe in a»f plan 

O' leryin' Ibe taxes, 
Ei long et, like a Inmbetman, 

1 git jest what [ axes ; 
I go free-tiade thru thick an' thin. 

Became it kind o' rouses 
The folks 10 vote—an' keeps as in 

Oui quiet cutom-boases, 

I du believe il'i wise an' good 

To sen' out fliirin missions, 
Thet is on sanin understood 

An' orthydox conditions ; — 
1 mean nine thoasan' dolls, per ann. 

Nine thousan' more fei oatGt, 
An' me to recommend a man 

Tbe place 'onld jest abmt fit 

I dn believe in special ways 

0' prayin' an' convartin' ; 
The bread comes back in many days 

An' baltered. ta, (a sanin ; — 
I mean in preyia' till one busts 

On wut ihe parly chooses. 
An' in convartin' public Unsli 

To veiy privit uses. 

I du believe hard ccrin the staff' 

For 'lectioneers to spout on ; 
Tbe people's oilers soft enoagh 

To make bard money ont on ; 
Dear Uncle Sam pervidei fer bis. 

Ad gives a good-siied jaak to all — 
I don't care Aow hard money it, 

Ei long ei mine's paid punctootL 

I du believe with all inv soul 

In the grel Press's Freedom, 
To rrint Ihe people to the goal 

An' in the l.ace. lead 'em ; 
Palsied the arm Ihet forget yokes 

At my fat contracts tquintin'. 
An' withered be the nose thel poket 

Inter tbe gov'meot printin' t 

I du believe tbet I tbould give 

Wut's his'n unto CKsar, 
For its by bim I move an' live, 

Frum him my bread an' cheese ait ; 
I du believe Ihet all o' me 

Doth bear hit toupeticHption — 
Will, conscience, hnoor, honesty. 

Ad' things 0' tbet description. 

I da believe in prayer an' f raise 
To him thet hei the grantio' 

O" jobs— in every thin' thel payt. 
Bat most of all in Cahtih' j 
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Tfaii tip dl tEoneht 0' lio to reil— 
!<{<»•■( believe fa] [nTDcnple. 


That Friday ventures badly fare. 




For reason* past eiploining ; 
That he's an ass who bas his hair 






Bdt, 0, I <Iu in intereil. 


Cut when the moon is waning. 




I dn believe in bdn' thU 


I do believe most men are fools. 




Octhel. eiitni«yh»pm(i 
One mj or t'other heiidieil ii 


And need despotic ruling 




By one palt-master ui the school* 




To Itetch the people napdn' ; 


Of force and clever foolinji 






That dingers which beset the Stat^ 






And risk tliat Kings environ. 




I Kent wicb mt) the beat, ta' then 
Go into it bddfaoded. 


Demand a will m stem as fate. 




A rule of blood and iron. 




I da believe the! holdio' lUvet 


. . • 




Comes lut-ral In > PreiiduDt, 


I do believe fne Farliameol 




Let 'lone the rowdedow it uvei 
To bev ■ wd-brolie prreediiDt ; 


Meuis dawdling, drivelling, doting. 
Save only when il is content 




Fn WT office, »m>U or pet. 






I coold't u with 00 fkce, 
Wilhoot I'd ben, thru dry en' wet. 






Th* nntimeiC liindo' donghfuc. 






I du bdieve wntever tiuh 






Right inter brolheily kindneil, 
Thet bombihelli, gnpe, m' powder 'a' bill 


In fine, I do believe in Force 




(Offighl. or faith, or feeding) 
Undamped by conscience, ruth, remorse. 




Air good-will'i ilrongeit magneti 

Thet petce. to mtke it itick at all, 

Muit be dmv in with b<i£neti. 


Thai strength should sway in council, fray. 

Love, piety, or potting, 
Is Providence's special way 

And Heaven's own allotting. 




In ihort. I firmly du believe 






In Humbug ee°ei>Uy, 


P««A. December 7. 1878. 




Fer ifi > thine Ihel I perceive 
Tohev«*DlLdv.11yi 










Tlkii heth my faithful ihepberd ben. 
In peiturs iweet heth led me. 

An' Ihii'll keep the people green 
To feed a they her fed me. 


The J moo's Creed. 




I DO believe that Gladstone like* 
The triumph of onr euemie*. 




From T*« Btglinc Papers. 


Look how his toogoe at • InteresU " strike* 

Il simply fall of venom is. 







Now this belief, I'll freely own. 

Is what some folks would term " hot ; " 




The Pious Chancellor's Ckeeo. 


But when hi* Gladstone ever shown 




fJIbrwuUM iy Prince Ton Bumardc.) 


The»jnn(ofMacdcrmott? 




I DO believe in Providence, 


I do bdieve the Russian Csar's 




On ETOondi most firm and valid ; 
Its tnlmgi have shown itrength and tenie^ 


A tyrant scarcely human ; 




1 do believe thai each PaJia's 




And with my view, have tallied. 


A gentle and ■ true man. 




'T1» ever on the Mronget lide, 


I fJiouldn't really like to try 




And while my aide'i the itronger. 


And have one as ■ neighbour ; 
They've saved us lots of labour. 




I iball acknowledge it with pride 




(But not t moment longer). 




I hold to faith robust and itout. 


1 do beUeve, as Elcho says. 




And, He.ven and I agreeing, 


Kelchwayo'safOriBfl— 




All duffers who preuime to doubt. 


A brute who m his wars displays 




Deierve eternal d—ing. 


ThefuryofaScylla. 




I'm sole exponent of the truth. 


So just for iNxiee, ii's evident 




Of genuine Cbiiitianity, 
Cleared from all cant of love and rath. 


(The thing is gospel ftr mi) 








And humbug of humanity. 


To slay him without mercy. 




I do believe in days and dates, 
As I'm a (loit of) sinner ; 


I do believe in Beacoosl^eld, 

In Bar'le Frere, and Lytton ; 
I do believe all men should yield 




I hold those foob de^ the falei 






T* the baU-almigbly Briton. 
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We're bom to rule tbe huniaii net. 

And futuril)' shtll lee, oh, 
'Hid the world's heroes lake Ihrir place 

That hair-immorUl Trio 
Tbnny JbU>. September ij, 1879. 

Thk Unionist Editor's Cbebd. 
We do beliere in Treedoni'i catue. 

Except when it in Dublin is ; 
We do deteat Coercion laws, 

But not when Ciin troabiin' ii. 
It'i wil enough for men to ipout 

Ofjoilice — in electioni — 
But when vou're innffin' Home Role out — 

You're bound to make correclioni I 
We du believe the Irish vant 

To do avtj with juries — 
And, for our methods, now we cui't 

See what on airth more pure ii. 
When we bring men to commun aeote 

We cotji "em — ye* — with feltet*. 
But other thinn we reverence — 

Partic'luly forged lelteit. 

We du believe with alt our heirU 
In the great Press's freedom ; 

We hit out straight— but puisoned darts 
Reserve (or such as need' em. 

Palsied the aim that forges lie! I 



When fou light agitators.] 

We du believe whatever tnsh 

'11 keep the people in blindness ; 
Thet we the Irishmen can thrash 

Right inter brotherly kindness ; 
Thet Balfour's bill, an' powder an' 1 

Air goodwill's strongest magneti ; 
Thet peace, to make it stick at all. 

Must be dmv in with bignets 1 

FaUMaaOaMelte. April 28, 1887. 



"J. C." TO Himself 

Aon hit favwrite Pott 

" I rn believe it's wise an' good 

To sen' out farrin missions ; 
Tfaet is, on sattin understood 

An' orlhvdox conditions ; 
I mean ' £3,000 ' per ann., 

' Tuo Ihoutaa' ' more for oaifit. 
An' me to recommend the mati 

The place 'ould jest about fit. " 

The Richt Hon. 
PROFESSOR CHAMBERLAIN, 

Returns to town after a short voyage. 

PROFESSOR CHAMBERLAIN 

Undertakes any Fishy Business for the 

NostLtTv, Clercv, ok Gentry, 

In tbe most distant 

Foreign or Colonial Teni-fon'e*. 



?irst Mission ^3,900, G.C.B., and Barcnelcj. 

Second j£io,900, DuJMem, and all the 

Ordert. 

Thai ^£100,900, and tbe Revenoo of 

the CVoiM. 
N.B. — The American language spoken. 
7%t LOtna and Radi«a. Uaich 10,1888. 



Whek Doctors Disagree, Ac 

A NUUBEft of doctors, with leal bTpeibolic, 

Have gravely consulted, and graodlr decreed — 
The improper prescription of things alcofaoUc 
Is really very improper indeed 1 — 
But Mr. F. C. 
Skey tays, layi he, 
Thii pompous announcement is Gddledee I 



For you cannot prescribe— ^ere he deals in 

To skilful practitioners what they should give ; 
And tbe question must frequently turn upon topici 
Of whether the patient's to die, or to uve. 
And Mr. F. C. 
Skey says, uyi he. 
An empiric's a quack ttiough you write bim H.D. 

Let the Saiurdaj/ shriek about drawing-room topen, 

And tell ui our wives ne'er go sober to bed ; 
I'll laugh at such medical Tumblers and gropers. 
And list to what skill and experience have said. 
And Hr. F. C. 
Skey says, says he. 
With that manifesto he caanol agree. 

Anonymous. 



ON RECRUITING. 
ThRask away, you'll Aev to rattle 

On them kiltie drums o' youm — 
'Taint a knowin' kind o' cattle 

Thet is ketched with mouldy com t 
Put insli^ you fifer feller. 

Let folks see how spry you be — 
Guess you'll toot till you are yellcr 

'Fore you git ahold o' me I 

Thet air fla^s a leetle rotten, 

Hope it ainl your Sunday's beu ;— 
Fact I it takes a sight o' cotton 

To stuff out a soger's chest : 
Since we farmers hcv to pay fer'l, 

Ef you roust wear humps iike these 
Spoain' you should try salt hay fer'^ 

It would du ei slick es grease. 

Them thet rule us, them slave- traders, 
Haint they cut a thunderin' swarth, 

(Helped by Yankee renegadera") 
Thru the vartu o' the North 1 



• tteneicadtn,— P«|ile in 
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Wlio*d eip«et to tee » Ulet 


Gone, to help the stealer stealing 


All oD e«Dd al beio' biled ? 


Bigger pens to cram with slaves,— 




Help the men who're always deaUng 


Et (a mr. I caJl it murder— 


Insults on Ihrir falhet's graves,— 


There you hev it plain an' flat ; 


Help the strong lo grind the feeble- 
Wrong the many for the few,- 


I don't want to |^ no furder 


Than my Testyment fer thct [ 


Helping those who'd not be able. 


God h« ted io plump an' fairly. 




Il'l tx loDg a it ii broad. 




Ao' you've gut lo gil up airly 

Ef you want 10 lake .0 God. 


Let our staunch old leader proudly 


Still plead on with trumpet tongue. 




And proclaim for justice loudly 


Wut's the use 0' mettin'-goin' 


For the weak against the strong. 


Every Sabbath, wet or dry, 


Clang Ihe bells in every steeple, 
cJl all true men lo disown 


Ef il'l right to go amowin' 
Fdler-mfnlikeoatian'ryc? 


The Iraducers of the people,— 


I duDUO but wut it's pooty 


The datrter* of their own. 


TiaiDiu' round in bobtail coatt- 


Wu. GutsB. 


Bui it's eunii Chriitiaa dooly 




Thii ere eutlin' folki'i throats. 


Thi LOeral and Radical January n. iSSS. 


From neBiglotc Paper*. 






The Official Explanation. 




Anent the account of tbe interview wiih James Russell 


Rbnegaders. 


Lowell published by Julian Hawthorne, Ihe Cki^o Ntw, had 


Thrash away, you'll faave to ntttle 


the folbwing clever verses in imitation of Hosea Biglow :— 


On that '• Union'' dram 0' "■yonm" ; 


ONEnight aside Ihe lire album, 


" *Tain'l" a knowin' kind o' callle 


Ei I wus seltin' nappin'. 


That geH keiehed with mouldy com. 


Deown from the lower ball there come 


Put il itilT you turn-coat fellowi. 


The leound of some one rappin', 


Vou're a darned nice tibtral (?) set.— 


The son nv old Nal Ilawlhornc be— 


Gone to blow tbe lory bellows 


Julian. 1 think his name wus- 


Now they want their irons "hit,' 


Uv course he feound a friend in me. 




Not knowin' what his game wut. 


While their IniUy chiefs been trying 




To keep " the old state ship " afloal, 


And ei we visiled a spell. 


These backsliders 'ave been hieing 


Our talk ranged wide an wider. 


Into Joseph's scuttled boat. 


And et we struck dry subjeels— well. 


" Aint " (hey a prime set o' fellows. 


We washed 'em deown with elder. 


When Ihey think on't won't they sprout, 
Uke a peach Ihafi got the " yellows " 


Neow, with that cider courain' thru 


My system an' a playin' 




Upon my tongue, I hardly knew 
5ust What 1 wu a sayio'. 


TeU you just the end I've come to 
After ciphering pretty smart,— 
And it make, a handy sum too. 


A hilalulin' story 


Abeout tbe Prince of Wales, to' one 


Any "gump" may learn by heart. 


About old Queen Victor*. 
But sakes alive 1 I never dreamed 


Have one glory and one shame. 
Every thing that's done inhuman 


Tbe cuss would get it prinled— 
(By that old gal I'm much esteemed, 
Et tbe bCE often hinted). 


" 'Taio't " by letting landlords loot folks.— 


Oh, if I had Ihat critter neow, 


Nor the people being brained,— 
Nor police 'biing set to shoot folks. 


Von bet your boots I'd larn him 


Id mighty lively fashion heow 


That your own rights are maintained. 


To walk the chalk, gol darn him ! 


nose who Ireland hold in fellers, 


Meanwhile, between his folks an' mine 


Sure as one and one make two. 


Tbe breach grows wide an' wider. 


When they've «nd you (their abettors). 


And, by Ihe way, its my design 


They'll try hard to feller you. 


To give up diinkin' cider. 


" The PtopU't TrOunt," God for^ve bim !— 


Received ftom the Milwaukee Public Library. December 
24, 18S6. 


He's a kneeUng wiib the rest. 
He that ought to ha' clung while livin' 






In hU grand old eagle-nest. 


Tennyson's Latest. 


He that ought to stand so fearless 
While tbe wrecks around are hurled,— 


(A/ltr Mr. Bujwdl LoukIVs • • Tht Bore. "J 


Holding up a beacon peerless 
To tbe oppressed ofaU the world- 


Ik bis chamber sat tbe poet. 


Striving to make verses 6ee. 
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" I*»e ■ poero,'* uid be ; " I'M »how it — 

They'll Hand ■nrtbing from me ! 
Tablic paiie I know iibnilovr. 



Hiet ■ leader on the moitow 

ThioDch Ibe biuj itieel called " Slraiid " ; 
Sect the Dotice— biute* to botraw 

From ■ friend tbe veriet firand. 
Gets them — tcadi them : tbinki h^ " Snrelj. 

TcDn7«>n, Dot thii jrour own 1 
'Hindi all Koond ' — 'til nonicDie, pnrelj. 

Worthy Saliibuij alone 1 " 

In his chamber uti the poet — 

Fale his face, his eye is dim ; 
See the table— gold oerflows it— 

Pabliibers have (cnt it him. 
For B time t>0 word he ulten — 

Fullest hearts tbe iloweit speak— 
Bat at length be feebly mntlen, 

"I'm aitomsbed at my cbeek I " 

J.T. 
Ilii WitUf DitpaUk. Jnne 15, 1881. 



r AiMB DOOLITTU. 



Himwlfanointedf They m 
These Utu qieulet of the fledgling mind, 
Pitline the adolescent rose with brown. 
And ^ler, leaving scars ; and we mast bear. 
Who come of other slirp, no end of roil. 
Slacken our strings, disorient ontsdvet. 
And turn our ears to huge conchyliu- valves 
To hear Ibe shell-ham that would ttio be tea. 

guarding thorn of I jfe's dehiscent bod. 
Exasperation 1 Did we clip tbee close, 
Disarm oarselTci with non-resisleni sbeati. 
And leave onr minds demassachuctted. 

What fence 'gainu inroad of the ipoating throng i 

For Fame's a bird that in her wayward sweep 
Gossips to all ; then, ravea-like, comes home 
Hoarse-voiced as aatumn, and, as aatnmn leaves 
Behind her, blown tnr all the postal winds. 
Letters and manuscnpti from unknown hands. 
Thus came not Ahab's 1 bit be brought himself. 
One mom, to clear with impecuaioas gold. 

1 said ! " Chaucer yet livei, and Calderon ! " 
And, kiting dnwn the gangways of tbe mind 
For shipment from the piers of common life. 
O'er Learning's ballast meant some lighter fieight 
To itow, for export to Macarian Isles 

But it was not to be r a Uuioid knock 
Shook the asb-panels of my door with pain, 
And to my veied " Come m I " Ahab app^red. 



Oppreni 
Then, at 



id thereupon be grinned. 
iled, silent, till the silence grew 
' le : but he bore it like a man ; 
my face still queried, opened wide 



Tlie (tiff poftcoUis of his rnstk SMcch, 
Whence issued words : ' ' You'd hardly ki 
That I'm a poet, but 1 kind o' guess 
I lie one ; so the people say to bum." 
Then from his cavernous armpit drew and gave 
The singing leavei, »"* —''' -' — ' ' 



Andcoald not fiixi 

Cases and verbs misplaced — remediable those — 

Broad-shouldered coarseness, fondly meant fbr wit. 

I turned the leaves ; hii small, gray, hungry eye 
Stuck Uke a boir ; agape with hope hit month. 
What could I say ? the worn conventional phrase 
We use on such occasions, — better wail. 
Verse must have time : its seed, like timothy'^lrat*, 
Sown in tbe fall to sproat the f(dk>wiiig *pnn^ 
It often winter-killed : tione can decide ; 
A single rainnliop prints the eocene. 
While crowbars tail on Itai : to with song : 
The Doom ii bom in each thing's primitive stoK 



Some hypodemiic hope within hia Sesh, 

Uncontcioosly ; erelong he came agam. 

Would I but sec bU latest? litdtee: 

Shuddered and antweied Mm in a itemcr wise. 

I love to put [be bait up, shutting oat 

Hy pasture from the thiitle^cto^ing beasts 

Or squealing hybrids, who have tai>ge enough 

On QUI New &iglaitd comuKau, — whom tbe Fiend, 

Encouragement-of-Native-TaleoC, feeds. 

With windy provender, in Waverley, 

And Flag, and Ledger, weakly mangei-nclu. 

Months Mssed : the catbird on the elm-tree ung 
What "Free from Abab t " teemed, and 1 believed. 
But, itiuiog forth one antumn mom, that ihone 
At earth were made October IwCDly-serentb 
(Bame ancient Bible gives the date}, he shot 
Across my path as sped from Ensign's bow, 
More grewsome, haggard- seeming than before. 



Not osing the Anglo-Saxon shibboleth. 

But exorcismal terms, unusual, fierce. 

Such as would make a saint disintimale. 

The witless lerior in hii face ni^ stayed 

My speech, but I was Gnn and passed him by. 

Ah, not three weeks were sped ere be again 

Waylaid me in the meadows, with these words : 

" I saw thct sathin' riled you. the last lime ; 

Be you in sperrits now? " — and drew again — 

But why go on ? I met him yesterday, 

The nineteenth lime, — pale, tad, but patient stiU. 

When Hakon steered the dragons, there was plac^ 
Though but a thrall's, betide Ibe eagle-hdnu. 
For him who rhymed instead of rougher work. 
For speech is thwarted deed ; tbe Benerk fire 
But smoulders now in strange atlempu a( verte. 
While hammering tword-blowi mend the halting rhyme. 
Give mood and lente unto tbe well-thewed ortn. 
And turn these ignorant Ahabs into hardi I 
From Dittrtiont oj tkt Sdm Club, by Bayard Tayloe, 
Those aomnwhat pondarons lioet ore wiittMi in imita- 
tion of LowBll'a •eriuDi poems, aucb m " The Cathedril." 
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OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES. 



Dr. Oliver Wendell Holies. 

An English editioQ of The Avtoerat of the 
Brtaifatt TahU was published some years ago 
by Messrs. Chatto and Windus, with an Intro- 
duction by Mr. George Augustus Sala. Holmes 
was not then well known, or understood, in this 
country, yet surely such a veteran litirMeur as 
Sala might have found some more appropriate 
opening sentence for bis Introduction than 
this : — " Dr. Oliver Wendell Holmes is essen- 
tially what is termed a ' funny fellow.' " 

Written of Artemus Ward, Bret Harte, or 
Mark Twain, the assertioD might have been 
true, though not new, as applied to Holmes it 
is neither the one, nor the other. 

Pathos there is in plenty, with dry humour 
and playful wit, which occasionally tempt a 
smile, as in the following poem, though most 
assuredly it cannot be termed " funny " in the 
ordinary acceptation of the word. 

CONTENTMENT. 

"Man tHtnlt tul bttU htn belev." 

LlTTLI I uk ; mjr inau *re few ; 

I only with & hnt of >too« 
(A verj/ plain blown itone wiU do]. 

That I mtj call my own ; — 
And clou >l hand is such a one. 
In yonder ttieel that front! the ma. 

Plain food ii quite enough fbi me ; 

Three courses aie as EO<xI u t<n ; — 
If Nalnie can subsist on three, 

Thaok Heaven for three. Amen 1 
I always thought told victual nice, — 
Hy choice would be vanilU-ice. 

I eaie not much for gold or land ; — 

Give me a moctgoge here and there. 
Some good bank-stock, some note of hand, 

Or trifling railroad share, — 
I only «tk that Fortune send 
A. ItW« more than I sbaU spend. 



t woald, ptrhapi, be Plcnipo — 

But only near St. James ; 
I'm very sure I should not care 
To fill our Gubernatot's eh&ir. 

Jewels are baubles ; 'tii a sin 

To cace for such unrnilful thing* ; — 
One good-siied diamond in a pin, 

Some, not to largt, in rings, 
A fubf, and a peart, or so. 
Will do for me ;— I laugb M show. 



1 own perbapt I migU deure 

Som« shawls of true C 
Some manowy crapes of China silk. 
Like wrinkled akins on scalded milk. 

I would not have the hoite I drive 

So fiist that folks must stop and stare ; 
An easy rait— two, forty-five— 

Suits me ; I do not care ; — 
Periiaps, for jnst a tittglt tpfrt. 
Some seconds less would do do hurt 

Of [Hctures, I should like to own 

Tltians and Raphaels three or four — 
I lore so much their style and tone — 

One Turner, and no more 
(A landscape, foreground golden dirt, 
The sunshine painted with a squirt). 

Of books but few,— some fifty score 

For daily use, and bound fbc wear ; 
The rest upon an upper Boor ; — 
Some littU luxury thtrt 
Of red morocco* ^Ided gleam. 
And vellum rich as country cream. 

Busts, cameos, gems, — tuch things as these, 

Which others often show for pride, 
J value for tbeir power to please. 

And selfish churls deride ; 
One Sliadivutua, I confess, 
Iteo Meerschaums I would Fain possess. 

Wealth's wasteful tricks 1 will not learn. 

Nor ape the glittering upstart fool ; 

Shall not carved tables serve my turn. 

But oU must be of buhl? 

asping pomp its double i 

it ont recumbent chair. 

Thus humble let me live and die, 

Noi long for Hidas' golden touch ; 
If Heaven more generous gifts deny, 

I shall not miss them mvdh, — 
Too grateful for the blessing lent 
Of simple tastes and mind content 1 

From Till Autotntte/ the BrtakfaalTiMt. 



CONTBNTMEKT. 

(A Parody.) 

L1TTI.K 1 uk ; my «aol> are few 

I only wish a hut of stone. 
Or one of good plain brick will do 

That r may call my own. 
And close at hand in Downing Street, 
Is just (he house my wants to meet. 

I care not much for gold or land — 
Give me an office fairly paid. 

The Premiership was wisely planned 
For statesmen such as I was made. 

And then, perhaps, five thou' a year 

Is not too much of worldly gear. 
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I could « muqaii be, uid so 

Bal BnconsGcld at (hose im&U gunes. 
I'm TC17 lute I should cot cue 
To GU ODi Soveiel^'i rojid chair. 

Ai for the Common >, why require 

A very large majority ? 
Odc member for each luial shire. 

Ope for each town will do for me. 

When 1 am once installed in po*er. 

Thouzh fond of praise to some extent, 
Uamingled flattery I des[Hse, 

So thai it be lincerely meant, 

A daily dose or two I prUc— • 

There ii no god that I can find 

Whose cult extends to all maokind. 

The Clusei 1 poob 1 I heed them not, 
The masses still are reckoned mine ; 

And if they say, "They will be shot 
Ere they support me," why repine P 

The asses surely will be true. 

And thej are neither far nor few. 

Were I fastidious, I might tout 

Among (he great ones of the land ; 

Give me the lubbard and the lout. 
Who bargain not to understand. 

One vote as I'other's just as good, 

And all heads couui, altlioa£h of wood. 

Tbas humble let me live and die. 

Nor long for what I cannot gel. 
If Heaven more generous gifii deny. 



TV St. JainM' Oaieite. W. E. G 

{Copied from John Bull) July 17, liS6. 

THE DEACONS MASTERPIECE. 

OR, TMB Wonderful "One-Hoss Shay." 
Have you heard of the wonderful one-boss sbay. 
That was buill in such a logical way. 
It no a hundred years to a day. 
And then, of a sudden, it — ah, but stay, 
I'll tell you what happened without delay. 
Scaring the parson into fits. 
Frightening people out of their wits,— 
Have yon ever heaid of that, I say? 

Seventeen hundred and fifty-live, 
Otorgiut Steundia w»a then alive, — 
Snuffy old drone from the German hive, 
That was the year when Lisbon-town 
Saw the earth open and gulp her down. 
And Braddock's army was done so brown. 
Left without 3 scalp to its crown- 
It was on the terrible earthquake day 
That the Deacon finished the one-hoss shay. 



In hub, lire, felloe, in spring or thill, 

In pan^l, or crossbar, or floor, or sill. 

In screw, bolt, throroughbrace, — lurking siiU, 

Find it somewhere you mast and will, — 

Above or below, or within or without, — 

And that's the reason, beyond a doubt. 

A chaise bnaks down, but doesn't mar out. 

But the Deacon swore (as Deacons do, 

With an " I dew vum," or an " I tell yeeu ■'), 

He would build one shay to beat the taown 

'n' the keounty 'n' all the keotry raoun' ; 

It should be so built that it coutdn' break daown : 

— " Fnt," said the Deacon, " 'I's mighty plain 

That the ./eakes' place mus' itan' the strain ; 

'n' the way I' fix it, ui I maintain. 



Do I I tell yon, I rather gness 

She was a wonder.and nothing less. 

Colts grew horses, beards turned gray, 

Deacon and deaconess dropped awaj, 

Cbildrea and grandchildren— where were they ? 

But there stood the stout old one-hois shay 

At fresh as on Lisbon-earthquake-day I 

Little of all we value here 

Wakes on the mom of its hundredth year 

Without both feeling and looking queer. 

In fact, there's notbini^ that keeps it youth. 

So far as I knoiv, but a tree and truth. 

(This is a moral that runs at large ; 

Take it. — You're welcome. — No extra chaise.) 

Fiksr OP NovKBBER,— the Earthquake-day. — 
There are traces of age in the one-hoss shay, 
A general flavoar of mild decay. 
But nothing local, as one may say. 
There couldn't be,— fcr the Deacon's art 
Had made it so like in every part 
That there wasn't a chance for one to atari. 
For the wheels were just aa strong aa the Uiillx, 
And the floor was joat aa strong as the sills, 

And the paoeU just as strong as the floor. 
And the whippletree neither less nor more, 
And the back-crossbar as strong as the fore, 
And spring and axle and bub encore. 
And yet, aa a wKoU, it ia past a doubt 
In another hour it will be worn col I 

First of November, 'Fifty-five 1 

This mominR the parson lakes a drive. 

Now, small boys, get out of the way ! 

Here comes the woodeiful one-hoss shay. 

Drawn by a rat-tailed, ewe-necked bay. 

" Huddup I " said the parwin. — Ofl!' went they 

The parson was workbg his Sunday's texl,-~ 
Had got Mfiflhlg, and slopped perplexed 
At wbal the — Moses — was coming neat. 
All at once the horse stood still, 
Close by the meet'n' bouse on the bill, 
—First a shiver, and then a thrill. 
Then something decidedly like a spili, — 
And the parson was sitting upon a rock. 
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OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES. 



At hilf-pMt aiae by iha meet 'd '-bouse clock, — 
jMt tbe hoar of the Eirlbquike shock I 
—What do you tbiok the parson foaad. 
When he got up Bad ilared aroDad ? 

The poor old chaise in a heap or moiuid. 
As ii it had been to the mill and ground ! 
Yoa see, of coane, if you're not a dunce. 
Hon it 'nenl to pieces all at once, — 
All at once, and Dolhing Brat, — 
Just as bnbblei do when they baret. 

End of the wonderful one-hoss shay, 
Lo^ is logic. Tbat's all 1 say. 

O. W. HOLMBS. 

VminTluAta«titU^a$BrtalffattTabU. 



Sbqusl to tbb "Ohb-hoss Shav." 

DoDBTLisa my readara all have heard 
Of the " wonderful one-horse shay,'' 

That " went to pieces all at once 
On tbe terrible earthquake day." 

But did they ever think of the bone 

Or monm tbe loss of him — 
Tbe "owe-neckedbay (who drew the "shay,") 

So full of life and vim P 

He was a wonderful a»K, I'm told. 

In spite of his old "rai-iail,'' 
And though he always minded the rtia. 

He laughed at Ibe snow and bail. 

He had Ibe finest stable in town. 

With plenty of oats and hay ; 
Aoil to tM parson's oft " Hud-dnp" 

He nevec would aoswer tieigh. 

To the parson's shay he was e*«r true, 
Though the otber fdloa were tirtd. 

To live and die with his ^ii«Je 
Was all his heart desired. 

Ha was much allatlitd lo bis ancient mate ; 

So Ibe parson " hitched ib«in together," 
And, when ihey went on their iriiBi tour, 

His heart was as Lght as a feather. 

We all remember her awful &te. 

On that sad November day. 
When nothing remained but a heap of trasb> 

That OIKO was a beautiful " shay.'' 

Oh t what could itir^p the equine breast 
Like this fearful, harrowing blow? 

Which put a ekeek on his happiness 
And filled his heart with io(A)«a. 

As be w^mIbI about, a «Aq/t of pain 

Eutered bis faithful breast. 
At he there beheld the sad remains 

Of her whom he loved the best. 

With a «udden bound and fearful snort, 
d away like the wind ; 
:t most queer I'll mentioo here— 



[e sped away like the wind ; 
I a fact most queer I'll men 
o Iratet were left behind. 



' Hero is a little poem T sent a short time since to a 
ilEee for a certain celebration. I understood it was 
L festive and convivial occasion, and ordered myself 
accordingly. It seems the president of the day was a 
'teetotaler.* I received a uote (rom him in the follow' 
Ing words : — " 

i>ear5)r,— Your poem gives good satisfaclioa to the 
Commillee. The sentiments expressed with reference to 
liquor are not, however, those generally entertained by 
this commanity. I bave therefore consulted the clergy- 
man of this placev wbo hi>s made some slight changes, 
wnich be thinks will remove all objections, and keep the 
valuable portions of Ibe poem. 

Yours with respect, etc, etc, 

ODE FOR A SOCIAL MEETING. 
{With alifU aUeration by a ttttotiOtr.) 
Comb t fill up a bumper— for why should we go, 
While tbe necior still reddens our cups as they flow? 

daoooUon 
Pour ont the nch juices still bright with the no, 



Tillo 



r the brimmed crystal the x\ 
lf-rtpea«d upplM 



The porple-glotied clusters their life-dews have bled ; 

tut« nig*r-af-lBfcd \ 

How sweet is tbe breath of tbe fragrance they shed I 

rsnkptrisoM wlnw! i 

For sammer's last roses tie hid in the wines, 

»t»bl»-bo3^ unoklng lomr-nliwi. 
That were garnered by maidens who laugb'd ihro'iha vii 

»co»l bowl toM elitCT, 

Then a smilev and a glass, and a (oast, and a cheer. 

■trj chnin t md whlikay, and r*tibm» and b— r 1 
For ul tbe good wine, and we've some of it here I 
Id cellar, in pantry, in attic, in hall, 
Down, iowa with th« tyrmt tl»t ! 



gay servant thai laughs lor us all I 

OUVBR Wendell Holuks. 



The Poet at t 



I Breakfast Table. 



Chables FoLLiN Adams. 



Pod finfintfTttugmUingJ. 

Object redolent of giiM, 
Daisies, lowing kin^ and that. 

Fresh from hands of dairy la>s. 
Pear delightful yellow pat I 

Hark I I almost hear tbe " swish " 

Of the milk in tmny vat 
(" Pait " won't rhyme as 1 could wish). 

Perfume-breathing moulded pat I 

1 recall one pas^ng fair 
Milking maiden, as she sat ; 

Sweet vrai tbe as you, with hair 
Just your cokui-^olden pat 1 1 
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Twu Mer fingen, I'll be r 
Choined yon op. Mid ro)' 
Fioem coijr u the dftwn— 
Pm<'« Wi/i (tfdking in (A* Ii>U 0/ nrm^ invoNtatient). 
Stuff, Jobn Smith— il'i bunoch't fftt I 
Amtly FbUit. NoTcmbcT, 1879. 



Thtie a a bnrleique of O, W, Holmet in Bayard Taylor'i 
Dr'etriiMtM of tkt £eAo Club, entitled 'The Piycho-Phyilcal 
Moie," but it ii not an interetting ipeeimen of ThtIof'* 
powa of imitation. A patody, "Tlie Wheellen," lelating 
to bicycline, appean in Lfra Siq/dua, tnr ]. G. Dalloo 
^pnbliihed in Botteo, U.S., in 1S80), bat it u not of general 



WALT WHITMAN. 

It is the part, one might almost say, (A« dtUy, 
of the parodist to exaggerate the defects of bis 
original, and in the c<ise of Whitman assuredly 
no mercy, and little justice have been shown. 
This is to be regretted, because Whitman has 
not so many readers in this country, as his 
parodists can command, and it is distinctly an 
advantage to have read the original poem be- 
fore getting imbued with the bathos, and inten- 
tional nonsense of a parody. It is comparatively 
easy to reproduce and caricature Whitman's 
maiuter. Consequently his mannerisms are far 
more familiar to most English readers than the 
vigour of his poetry, especially as owing to the 
mock-modesty of editors and publishers, many 
of his finest thoughts on the mysteries of nature, 
and ttie philosophy of life, have been omitted in 
English editions of his works. 

Whitman is emphatically a poet for mm, not 
for "Select Academies for the Daughters of 
Gentlemen only ;" and whilst much that he has 
written is glorious poetry to those who will, and 
can imbibe its spirit freely, to those who cannot 
thus absorb it the Parodies will appear nearly 
as poetical as the original. His principal 
volume, " Leaves of Grass," as published by 
James R. Osgood & Company, of Boston, u.s., 
IS a marvellous book, but one from which it is 
extremely difficult to make a satisfactoiy selec- 
tion of quotations which, whilst doing justice to 
Whitman, shall, at the same time, illustrate 
the parodies. 

Not to be chosen from his solemn SeUtU au 
Monde, nor the pathetic Drvm-tapt, nor even 
from the much abused Children 0/ Adam, these 
mnst be read entire, or not at all. 



Walt Whitman's ^otism is a favourite topic 
with the parodists, here is a small extract bom 



SONG OF MYSELF. 



For every atotn belonging to me aa good belongs to yon. 

I loafs and invite my totii, 

I lean and loafe at my eue ol>*erTing a speu o( nimnier 
graat. 

My tongue, every aton] of my bicod, formed bom this 

Born bire of parent! bora hare from parents the lame, 

and iheii parentB the same, 
I, now thirty-iFven yean old in perfect health begin. 
Hoping to ceaae not till death. 

Creeds and schools in abeimnce. 

Retiring back awhile anfficed at what they aie, bnt never 

forgotten, 
I harbor for good or bad, I permit (o speak at eveiT 



I tbinb I c-nild Inia and live with animals, they are 10 placid 

and ielf-contaJn«d, 
I itind and look at them long and long. 
They do not sweat and whine about their condition, 
They do not tie awake in the dark and weep for their sini. 
They do not make me Eick discuising their duty to God, 
Not one is diualisBed, not one ii demented irith the mania 

□f owning things. 
Not one kneelt to another, nor to hii kind thai lived thus- 

■anils of yean ago. 
Not one is respectable or unhappy over the whole earth. 
So they show their relations to me and I accept them. 
They bring me token* of myself, tbey evince them plainly 

in their poueuion. 
A gigantic beaaty of a stallion, freah and reiponiive to my 

Head high in the forehead, wide between the ears, 
Limbs glossy and aupplc, tail dnsling the gronnd. 
Eyes full of iparkling wickedness, ears finely cnt, flexibty 

moving. 
Hii nostiils dilate as my heels embracing 
His well-built limbs, tremble with pteamiTe as we race 

I but me you a minute, then I resign you, itallion. 

Why do I need your paces when I myself can oul-gaDop 

them? 
Even as I itand or sit passing falter than yon. 



I sonnd my baibanc yawp over the roofio 
rbe last send of day holds back for me. 
It Sinn my likeness after the rest, and trae as any on the 

■udow'd wilds, 

II coaxes me to the vapor and the dnsk. 

I depart aa air, I shake my white locks at the mnawny 

I effuse my flesh Id eddies, and drift it id lacy jags. 
I bequeath myaeKlolhedirttogrowfromlheerasiIloTe, 
If you wast me again look for me under yonrMot-aolea. 
Ym will hardly know who I am or what I DHaa, 
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WALT WHITMAN. 



Failiiig to letch mo at first keep encouraged, 
KlMing me odo place search another, 
I Mop somewbera waiting for you. 

He has been accused of irreverence, of ma- 
terialism, yet he writes thus on 

MIRACLES. 

Wrt, who makes much of a miracle? 

As to me I know of nothing else but miraclei, 

Whether I walk the streets of HaDhattau, 

Or dart m; sight over the roofs of hoasea towards Ibe sky. 

Or wade wiih naked feet along the beach jnst in the edge 

of the water, 
Or stand under trees In the woods. 
Or talk in the day with any one I love or aleep in the bed 

at night with otie I love. 
Or sit al table at dinner with the rest. 
Or looli at strangers oppoeite me riding in the c», 
Or watch honey-bees Diuy around (be hive of a inmmer 

forenoon, 
Or animals feeding in the fields. 
Or birds, or the wonderfulness of Instlocla in (ba air, 
Or the wonderfnlnen of the sundown, or of stars sbiniog, 

■o quiet and bri^bt. 
Or the exquisite delicate thin curve ol the Dew moon In 

spring; 
Tbeae with the rest, one and all, are to ma miraclei. 
The whole referring, yet each dutinct and in its place. 

To me the sea is a continual miracle^ 

The fishe* that swim — the rocks — the motion of the 

wKvas — the ships with men in them. 
What stranger miracle* are there 7 



balls — love, dove, heart, part, — most seek elsewhere than 
in the writings of Wait Whitman. Lord Tennyson 
conaiders bim * true poet, so did Swinbnme till he look 
to renouncing all the opinions of his youth, and turned 
from the praise of revolution, and the anticipation of the 
blfil>y timewhen "Prince that clogs and priest that clings, 
B« cast as weeds upon the dunghill ot dead things,'' 
to become the reciter of Jubilee odes. Here are a 
few extracts from his verses "To Wall Wliilwtait in 

Sbhd bat a song oversea for lu; 

Heart of tbelr heart* who arc free. 
Heart of their singer, to be for n* 

More than our sin^ng can be ; 
Ours, in the tempest at error, 
With no light but tbe twilight of terror ; 

Send u* a song oversea J 



O *troDg-win^ soul with prophetic 
Lip* hot wtih the bloodMats of so: 



With consonant ardours of chords 
That pierce men's mqI* as with swords, 
And hale them bearing akwg. 



I am very ha,ppy in reading it, as great power maVea n* 
happy. I give you joy of your free and brave thought. 
I have great joy in it ; I find incomparable Ibiogs, said 
incomparab^ well, as they should be." 



ON THANKSGIVING DAY. 



-elife. 



la air— for life^ 



For precious, ever-lingering memories (of you, mv mother, 

dear — you, tather-'yoa, brothers, sisters, friends). 
For all my days— not those of peace atooo— the days et 

For gentle words, caresses, gifts from foreign lands. 
For better, wine, and meal — for sweet apprecialion. 
(You distant, dim unknown— or young, or old— countlea^ 

tinspecified, beloved. 
We never met, and ne'er shall meet — and yet our soul* 

embrace, long, close, and long;) 
For beings groups, love, deeds, words, books, — for 

colours, tonaa. 
For all the brav^ strong men — devoted, hardy nan — 

who've forward sprang in freedom's help, all years, 

all lands. 
For braver, stronger, more devoted men (a special latirel 

ere I go to life's war's chosen ones. 
The cannoneers of song and thought — the neat artillefy- 

men — the foremost leaders, captains of the soul ;) 
As soldier from an ended war relam'd — as traveller out 

of myriads, to tbe loog procession retrospective. 
Thanks—joyful thanks — a soldier'^ traveller's IhankSL 



January, 1888. 



Walt WnrriuM. 



Now for the Parodies. The first is taken 
from Once a Wetk of twenty years ago, it is 
prefaced by the satirical announcement : — 

"The following la supposed to be an ori^al poem by 

Whitman : 

I AM Wait Whitman. 

Yon are on idiol. 
O, intellectual ingurtilations of creed* \ 

To such I am antiseptic 

Where? 
[n a gutter. We were at onca friends. 

btwogeneities of cotsmpoianeous antibio-dromachy I 
He iMwU try to stand on ni* head. O divinely crapnlent 

hysteron-proteron I 
"Our meeting,'' he said, is a palingenesis of Paradise; 
hast thoo, O Philadelphian, hasl tbou eighteen 

1 embraced him — I wept, I hava it not, I shrieked— or— 

Whom do I tove ? Whom do I admire ? Not two lounging 

in a carriage^ but twelve bulging out of a cart. 
I am not respectable. You are an idiot. 
I am Wall Whitman," 

Ona a Wtdi. (London.) December it, 186S; 



Walt WBrrwAN ok Oxtokd, 
I Au Walt Whitman— who are yon ? 
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WIio ul ihoQ, O biolber of me, irt Iboo an EDgliihtDUi, 

WelBbmaa, Slyriau farmer, or Last of tbe Red 

ludiiDE? Oh, iDdeacribable idiosyncracies t 0,mighty 

KTaadearaf ratiocmatioDt 
I, Walt Wbitmau, I, tbe great I— iDeOable I— I have bem 

to Oxford I 
O cinmblil^-TiullODt monumeati, O velvet-cloathed Proc- 

loriiU etpion>£ei I am aD Americano, yet I am of you, 

I am ion, you are me. Oh I 
Vea, bul the time all-demociatic iball come, all will come to 

ao end of Ihii. 
O, America! Libeitad I thou ihalt (wallow op ail. Oiford, 

Iby dayi are gone, thou shall cringe to HaiTaid. 

democracT I O my woild-brothet t 

1 am Walt Wbitmau I I have been to Oxford. I loo am 

wi*e, I am learned. 
I aalnle yon t Je voui aalue, Omnei 1 OmDCi I I am a 

Home of learning I Oxford, miogled up with the pait, the 
Greek, the Romao, the Sanscrit, all Iheae are thine. Dut 
there ii America, there ii Maine, New York, Connec- 
tient, Rhode Island, Hassochuseti, Delaware. 

Ah, Latitude 41°. Oh, Longilade 74°. 

Ye are one t Red-ikin and White-ikin, Proclor and Bull- 
dogi, Boden-icholat and Vice-Chancellor, ye are alt 
one I O glory of inteijectionil Oh t 

I am one— I am all 1 Who is the great poet but I ? 

I am Walt Whitman. You ate a fooL 

From TktSluitovtr Papen. Oxford, May 16. 1874. 



Horn — Swaar Houa. 
(With Tariatimt.) 

You over there, young man with the guide book, red bound, 

covered flexibly with red linen. 
Come here, I want to talk with you ; I, Wall, the Man- 

hattaoew, citizen of these States, call you. 
Yea, and the courier, too, srairkinji, smug-mouthed, with 

oil'd hair ; a garlickly look about him generally ; 

him, too, I take in, just as I would a coyote, or a King, 

or a toad-stool, or a ham aaodwich, or anything, or 

anybody else in the world. 
Where are yon goiuK ? 
Yon want to see Paris, to eat truffles, to have agood time; 

in Vienna, Londcm, Florence, Monaco, to have a good 

time ; you want to see Venice. 
Come with me. I will give yon a good lime ; I will give 

you all tbe Venice you want, and most of the Paris. 
I, Walt, I call to you ! I am all ou deck. Come and loafn 

with me 1 Let me lake you around by your elbow and 

■how you things. 
Yon listen to my ophkldde I 

Home I celebrate. I elevate my fog-whistle, inspired by 

the thought of home- 
Come in I take a firoDt seat. All yon have to pay me iato 



I AH the Poet of progress: 

I uDg tbe athletic life of the great Univeriily, the triumphs 
of tbe liver, the apotheosis of muscle. 



1 sing the river, sluggish, opaque, sewage-breathiag. but boat 

carrying, 
I une boating : the attempts of the beginc 



deniaeni of the towiog path, their laughter, profaoily, 

and readinesB in repartee ; 
I sing the toils af training ; the troubles of regular exercise, 

the tiled arms, legs, shoulders, neck and breastbone, 

the bothersome blister, the discomforts in diet, the nn- 

latiified cravitig for tobacco ; 
I Eiog the plcasnio of boating, tbe joys of the practised 



I sing the excitement of the race. 

Tbe gun, the start, the Sying banks, the encouraging shouts 
from the shore, the confosed roar of the tow-path. 

The iwiil, the nub of the river, tbe frail ship shooting for- 
ward aadei the efforts of her oarsmen. 

Tbe crowd on the bank, the nuh, the tiot, the rattle, and 
the rumpus ; 

The bumi^ and the gloiy of the bumpers ; 

The bump, and tbe shame of the bumped. 



CAMBIIAD03. 

EvKavwHERB, everjrwhere, following me ; 

Taking me by the buttonhole, pulling off my boots, buttling 
me with ihe elbows ; 

Sitting dowQ with me to clams and the chowder-kelUe ; 

PluDgiDg naked at my side into Ihe sleek, irascible suiges ; 

Soothitig me with a strain thai I neither permit nor prohibit ; 

Flocking this way and that, reverent, eager, orotund, irre- 
piessible ; 

Denser than sycamore leaves when the north winds are 
icDuring Paumanok ; 

What can I do to restrain tbem 7 Nothing, verily nothing. 

Everywhere, everywhere, cnring aloud for me ; 

Crying, I hear : and I satisfy them out of my nature ; 

And he that comes at Ihe end of the feast shall find some- 
thing over. 

Whatever they want I give : though it be something else, they 
shall have it. 

Drunkard, leper.Tammanyite, smoll-pox and cholera patient. 



women, all the same. 
Crowding, hundreds of thousands, coimical moltilndes. 
Bust me and hang on my hips and lean op to my shoulders, 
Everewhere lisleniog to mj yawp, and glad whenever they 



From Divertion* oftht BtKe CUA, by Bayard Taylor. 



A Parody vkoh San Francisco. 

I DUMF my aonl and seek repose ; 

I lay ofi in the shadow of the summer leaves and ta 

Spanish ; 
I dump my aonl and lay off— yon'd better believa it 
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But I do not tefuM to be the poet of Walker ai 

Yes, I am the poel of Kioney and of Walker, you may bet 

I couid gn to Nicaraqua and loll io my hammock, 

I could go to a faodaogo and dance wilh negro beauties 

until 1 perspired very much. 
Yes, sir-ee, I could iodeed, and double ! 
I could eat tortillas and mark the daik-eyed quadroons 

making fnjolei thi; greater pari of Ibe afternoon, 
Well, I could. 
1 could &llibust the goTimmeni, and make myself 

president. 
And form a cabinet. 
And do sevara] things of that sort ; — 
I could do nothing shorter I f 
I could also colonize and do some agriculture. 
And &x the flints of (be natives, t 



And make him dance a reel for my enjoymeDt ; 

And I could come all sorts of gum games, g 
Now mind I tell yon. 



The following are eilracts from a very 1od£ parody which 
occurs inacurioui book entitled "Tkt Fate of llmufikd 
Bamphrtyi," by Richard Grant White. Boston, Hougbion, 
Mifflin & Co., 18S4. An edition of this voik was also 
published by Sampson, Low Si Co., London. 



You also ai 



I am coDsiderabie of a man. 1 am some. 

some^ Wo are all considerable^ all are soma. 
Put all of yon and all of me U^ether, and agitate our 

particle* by rubbing us up into eternal smash, and 

we ahcnld still be some. 
No more than some, but no less. 
Particalarly som^ some particularly, some in general, 

generally some, but always some, without mitigation. 



Disli 



ctly,. 



wnile lamips, yellow turnips, or any bi 



■ KiDoey and Walker were two leaders of the "filU- 
boslera " who went " piratifyiog to extend (be area of 
freedom " in Central Amenca in 1855-60. Walker was 
shot, as he richly deserved, by the Honduras folks in iS6a 
He lived in San Francisco, 1S50-55, and the southerners 
there (thev are quite numerous and are called Uie 
"cbivs," Irom chivalry), are still noticeably inclined to 
think his views were not far wrong. 

t Nothing shorter. A circumlocutive intended to 
Krengthen an assertion by means of affirming something 
through (be eicluaion of everythbg else. A nmilar 
form of speech is to say, when asked if yon will do 
■omething, to say "I iion't do anything else." 

; To fix one's flint ; i.e., to do (or him ; to settle bii 
bash ; to cook hit gooae ; to wind np his worsted. 

t A gam game : i.e., a swindle, frandDlen( transaction, 
or imposidon. 

II Squash, a vegetable resembling a small pumpkin, tatt- 
ing like vefieUble muiuw, 

^ Ssss. A New Eogiand term for v^retabtes for the 
(able, known collectively as garden laii (or latse). '* Lone 
sass" ii applied to long v^elables, such u carrots and 
radishei, and " short sass" to round one*. 



long sass or short sass, or potatoes. Hen, Irish 
potatoes ; women, sweet potatoes. 
Yes, women. 



and the flesh crawlt off my bones. 
Women lie in wait for me, Ihey do. Yes «r ] 
Tbey rush opon me, seven women laying hold of one 
man; and the divine efflux that thrilled all living 
things before (he nuptials of the Saurius, overflows^ 
surrounds, and interpenetrate* their souls, and they 
say, Wal^ why don't yon come and see n* ? Yod 
know we'd be happy to have 70a. 



Libertad, and the divine average I 

I tell yon the truth. Saint I 

I am ool to be bluffed off. No, sir ! 

I am laig«^ hairy, earthy, smell of the soil, am big in the 
ihoalders, narrow in the Hank, strong in the knees, and 
of >Q iaquiring and commaoicative disposition. 

Also initrucbve in my [nopensities, given to contemphUioit i 

And aiAe to lift anything ikat is not too heavy. 

listen to me, and 1 will do yon good. 

Loafe with me, and I will do yon better. 

And if any man gets ahead of me, he will (tod me after him. 

Valk ! 



Who am 1 P 

I HAVE been reading Walt Whitoun, and know not whether 

he be me, or me he , — 
Or otherwise I 
Oh, blue skies I oh, rugged monntaini I oh, mighty, tolling 

Ob, chao* and everlasting bosh t 

I am a poet ; I sweai it I If yon do not believe it yon are 

B dolt, a fool, an idiot 1 
Hilton, Shakespere, Dante, Tommy Moore, Pope, never, 

but Byron, too, perhaps, and last, not leat^ Me, and 

the Poet Close. 
Wi send oar resonance echoing down the adamantine eai»eii« 

of the ^lute I 
We live fbr ever I The worms who criticise ns (assea 1) 

laugh, scoff, jeet and babble — die I 
Serve them righL 
What is the difference between Judy, the pride of Fleet 

Street, the glory of Shoe Lane, and Walt Whitman ? 
Start not ! Tit no end man of a minitrel show who per- 
pends this query ; 
'Tis no biain-racking pnisle from an inner page of the 

fbmily Herald; 
No charade, acrostic (doable or single), conundrum, riddle, 

rebus, anagram or other guess-work. 
I answer thus : We both write truths— great, item, solemn, 

unquenchable truths — couched in more or let* ridicnloas 

language. 
I, at a rule use rhyme, be does not ; therefore, I am his 

Superior (which is also a lake in his great and glorious 

coonlry.) 
I seom, with the anntterable scorn of the despiser of petli< 

ness, to tike a meao advantage of him. 
He writes, he sells, he is read (mote or less) ; why then 

should I rack my brains lod my rhyming dictionary ? I 

will sec the public hanged first 1 
I sing of America, of the United States, of the stars and 



D,g,l,zocbyGoO<^le 



PARODIES OF 



>e Inoche^ lh« dinneri, and the rappen ; 
Of tbe MMip, the fiih, ihe enti^ ihe joinli, the eame, the 

poddinsi uid the ice-cre^m. 
I ting ■U—I eat all— I nos in tum of Dr. BluETem'i Anli- 

laUxu ntla. 
No nbject i> too imill, loo iniignificant, for Natare'i poet. 
I ling of the cocktail, a new aong for evei; cocktail, hnn- 

dredi of tongt, bnndredt o( cocktails. 
It ii a great and a gloriou land I The Misuui]^ (he Mii- 

lotiri, and a millioD other torrenli roll thdr waterj to 



:>d) raerce the cloudi I 

Sloriout land ii Walt Wbllman ; 
Thii mtut be w, for be wp it binueir. 
There ii bat one gteUer tun be between Ihe liiing and the 

There i> bat one before whom he meekly bowi hii bnmbled 



Erue joat Dalioaal adTeititementt or liver padi and cures 
foi rheumatltm from yoitt public monamenti, and 
inioibe thereon in teElen of gold the name ol Jufy. 



/utfy. December lo^ 1SS4. 



ITHAN IN LOHIMH, 



I gaie at 70a i I, Walt, gate at joa through ctackt in the 

black hoMdit^ 
Tbongfa the belmeted blae-co«ted Bobl^ dilates lo me on 

the advantage* of moring on. 
I mand at the itufddity of Authorities everywhere. 
I Uand and inhale a ^yground, which In a week or two 

Win be turned into a Pott Office by GoveromeDt 

Instead ot plants growing here, bricks will be planted. 

Instead of girlhood, tx^hood playing here, cash will be 
eoonled, itampt will be affixed (savagely) by the psblie, 
and letter* weighed when Ihe young women have time, 
•ad also inclination, to do *o. 

I, from the wild Western CootinenI, wilder myself, weep I 
for this Park soon lo be deronied. I 

I am like a buck-jumper ; I bock at it. j 

I am like the Gianl Cowboy : only I atn not gigaDtic, and I [ 
am cowed by it. 

Oh, Northerly end of Fairingdon Street I Oh, Coldbath ! 
Fields Square I Oh, dwetlen in all the adjacent tlunii 
and rookeries, redolent of old clothes' shops, swarthy 
Italian organ-grinders, and Ihe superannuated herring. 

Are you going to see another House of Correction— a Postal 
one— buUt where the old one stood ? 

If to, it i« / who correct you : I, who am socortect my*elf ! 

And yoD, loo, Clerkenwell Gaol 1 

What are the dodrolted Authorities going to do with you t 
Eb ? Clear you away, and boild a BoaA School there ? 
But why build anything ? 

Cterkoiwell is mine : I am d pnipM of Clerkenwell : 
Clerkenwell i* d pr^ftt of me. 



well, yon wiiened, pallid. I 

Metropolitan Ciliien [ 
In this jangle of bouses, what is wanted is fresh air. 
Everyone of you toilers should l>e given Ihe real ' ' Freedom 

of the City," bj having free spaces bestowed on you. 
It i* tietter to learn how lo expand Ihe limbs, and play 

rmmders, and leap over the frog, and By kites, 
Than to acquire in a school-room elementary education, 

consisting of algebra and Assyrian hieroglyphic), 

spelling, Greek, Italian, and advanced trigonomelry. 
AHons, then I Eiptroiutt I Also evi bono ! Go to your 

Home Secrelary, your Postmaster in General, and tell 

them Ibat no Post Office or School, shall be built on 

this SDOl. 

Because I, Wall, bailing hoarsely from Manhattan, have 

And Pwndi, the loitrous cmMnuio, Ihe inefbble dispentator, 
will spot it too I 

P*ntk. September 3, 1S87. 



A Pension for Wait Writiiiah. 

A prosaic bill, drawn up in the tiresome form of lucb 
measures, wat introduced into the United States C 
in 1887, lu give Walt Whitman a pension. He was a 
hospital nurse in the war, and earned such a recognition. 

When the Irill reaches the Senate, however, tayi Ihe 
BMtoH Bttord, Senator Blair or some olher poet, ou^l lo 
substitute a IhII couched in Whitmanete, somewhat as 

"Br^ It enacted, solidified, plastered, pasted, nailed, tied, 
'e invulnenihlq 
nger of pronn 
mixed drinks in the form of verbs, adjectives, and 
other adverbs, 
: granted, allowed, made lo swallow, consume, and 
digest the sum of dollars, ducats, proo^tci to pay here- 
inafter mentioned, said, snug, arul cast up. " 



St, Suith of Utah (a.d. 1S44.) 
A SOKC of the Far West, 
A song of the Great Salt Lake, of Utah, Nauroo, Jackson 

County, and the new Jerusalem. 
Listen. inoividDols, communities, sects, nations) 
I am (for this occasion only) a Transadanttc bard. 
None of jFour smooth court-poeli of worn-out Eurifnan mon- 

Bat a bird of the backwoods— a loud-throated warbler of the 

Uy mspiraUoD is the breath of the boondleis prairie- mv 

• " • iiic. . 

id alligators I what 

Libertad for ever t I intend to ting anyhow — and all-how, 

just as I tarnation please. 
Universe, ate you listening? very well, then; here goes, 

right away. 

SMITH nit 
Smith the Apostle I I t 
Smith the Evangelist t 1 
Smith Ihe Discoverer of the Book of Mormon I 
His name was Joseph, and be was raised at Shaitm, Windsor, 
County Vermont, U.S. 
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; bone*, the; boned 



Hit parent* woe tilkn of the *dl— wo 
When Ibej wanted monej, tbey took it 

them ; iheep, thejr >anexed then ; 
Bat uunti nuj' apring from nonen, u > bolleiSy tpringt 

ftom m migpit. 

Aofpli 1 beareDlj' viiioni 1 I 

In white robes, with ciowni, harpi, and ereiTtliiDg accoid- 

BleuMlhe foutbral Smith with tbeir preience beatific 

He went into lolitade, loafing in cAin, hackwoodt, and 

loneljr canjroni. 
Hiote aogels meant biuineai ; thrice in one Di|^t tbey 

■ousbt him. 
TkcT told bim all hi* tiot wete liquidated. 
Told bim (he hiitorr of ihe woild {net aecordins to Ifoiei), 
Told Urn tbe Red Injnnt wu one of theloti tribeiof Iirael ; 
Told him whece to find the lacccd book of Ihe Prophet 

Told him to bring it ont, and make a good " tpec " of tbe 

Leap, O my *on1, etaj asnd of September, 

For on that date Smith band the ucted volume r 

Eighteen-twentT-ieven — a year to be remembered 1 I I 

Sbeeti of tin, with cbatacten antiqa 

Sach was Ihe wondrous Book of H ormon. 

From that prophet Smith profiled, and became a [sophet 

Uahomet, Brahma, Buddha, Confndoi — Smith nupasted 

tbemalL 
Getting behind a screen, be dictated lo Oliver Covrdrej 
(Smith was not a littrahit, and cooldn'l have jerk'd it gram- 

matically). 
In dghteen-thirtr, hunab I the glorious Book was pabliih'd. 
Bat carping critie* of ottbodoa; murmured ''fnod I " and 



" Where'* jroor anthorltji ? Show ns the original t " 
Smith disdained to do so ; he and his friends had seen it, 
Bnl nobody else has seen it, oor will tbe; see it ibrever. 
Vet did Smith triomph, and gathered ia cMiTCrIt like hay b 



Hiuia for the New Jenisalem I 

At Kirtlind, Ohio, Smith with his Saints located, 

TiU, in March, 'ja, there came a band of Nonconfoimists, 

Seiwd Joseph the Saint, and Rigdoo hi* mate, and gave 

them tar and featheit I 
O my aonl, boil, boil like a potato with indignation I 
From county lo county, and stale to stale, for years tbeUoi- 

Sometimes camjHng out 'neath the snow-cold stars of win- 
ter. 

At last they found a retting pl»ce—C\i.j county, in Missouri 

Thither came Biigfaam Voniv — at thai tune Brigham 
Younger. 

Smitb sent him oat to bring to grace those sceptical down- 

WUlst Orson Pratt and Heber C. Kimball were missionaries 
in Europe. 

be cBll-d 



In this world banks win break, and promoter 

This was Ihe lock of Smith and hi* saintly companions— 
Lo I Uie tMok of Kirtland busted, the Uormon* were clapp'd 

in priton, 
Not long afierward* ibey recrivrd this heavenly revelation — 
"Mkuoui's loo bM to bold yaa"— they " ' ■*- 

raneh^" according. 



O, Nanvoo. city of Beaaty t 

Land of delight, fertility, promise; a 

tion*t 
When [ beheld tbee ny toni wai entbrall'd, and danced a 

itberca: 
And thedi 



O, gloria I triumph 1 biavo I boaannah I buna I hallellttah 1 
(These are Ihe words of a sonl jnmping out of Iti iUn wltb 
felicity.) 

Once more "revelation " came, and spake onto Smith the 

propheL 
"Tbe relation between man and woman 1* not only aoda] 

but spiritual. 
The •ocial i* bounded by two, tbe *piritnal knows of no 

limit; 
Wherefore. O Smith, yoq may take what number of wires 



o know, then go and coonilt 



Bat the cold hard world disapproved of ai^toal martiaga ; 
War roae np against Smith, and again, with hi* mates, be 

viascaat into prison, 
" Revelation " helped them no more ; no, nor did angeU 

Bsaiat them ; 
But k gang of rowdie* (a.d. 1844) broke into the priaon, 
Hanl'd out Joseph Smitb and hia brother Hyram, 
And wjtb Iheif too-true revolvara tbey sent them both to 

gloryt 

Sinner* make martyn, and martyn maha aalnta (thli ia 

logic) 
Smitb was a martyr, and moaned by Ihe Mormoos ac- 

Espedally Brigham Yonng. who came b for his fortune and 

Id i8jo they established the Salt Lake City, 
And two years later another great "revelation" set up 
spiritual wifehood, Ihe glonoo* cause that Smith died 

Thus, like a beantirnl tre^ grew up ihe doctrine of t[nriliial 

maniagc, 
Monogamy, bigamy, trigamy, quadrigamy, qoinquigainy, 

and lastly polygamy — 
Till, if you ask me, " How many wires has Brigbam ?" 
I shall answer, " Go, count the wave* of tbe b 

Atlantic I" 



saint — a boas stint — and was he not 
Saints of your rotten Eat^|)ian 



They made Smilh 

Far more Uian 

Kingdoms. 

Bull* (or Joseph I my eyes fill with tear* i don't yours? 
I admire Joe Smith— 1 At— I'll wrap np bis memory In 

lavender. 
And if yon love me, reader (as I'm sore you cannot help it), 
Go thou and do likewise. 



viblen, tenori, baa^ eoatnltii and mcn-wpcaid, 

Dntzrchy Google 



. PARODIES OF 



O Chrislian mcD of eveiy land and Unguae^i 
O kings, prietis, pretidents, khvtt, kaisers, and subject!. 
O iniinUivelir iJivttailied inhabitants of (his revoivine kosmo*. 
Sine, '°<' i'ngi uil sing, and keep on unging his honour 

and glory. 
Echo and re-echo for ever th« name of Joe Smilh, bow Saint 

of the Mormons I 

From Lays of tJit Batntlg, by Walter Parke, author of 
" Songs of Siagulttiily," "Rhoda," etc London, Viietdly 
and Co. 



"Poem o/ Me Bidt. A parody-mosaic, by Walt Wheel- 
man," ii the title of a long parody relating to bieyding, 
contained in Lifra BicfHiea, bj }. G. Dallon, Boston, U.S. 

Padi of Ptaae, a parody of Whitman, occurs on p. 14. of 
Sejteltd Tetctnteiutry Songl published in Edinburgh in 1884, 
to celebrate the Teicenlenaiy of the Edinburgh University : 

"And I ask, wherefore alt this meny-makin^ this eating 

and drinking? 
And they tell me it is the three hundredth year of the 



A Mad Parton, a short prose story by Julian Sluigis, 
appeared in Lmigman't ifagaiint, Apnl, 1884. The parson 
in question is a kind of Walt Whitman in Holyorders, and his 
intensely democratic speeches aie comical parodies of Whit- 
man's poetry, but they cannot well be separated from the 
context. Then there conies upon the scene a wicked wit 
who mimics the well-meaning parson, and he out-Hetods 
Herod;— 

COVBNT Garden Market. 

Onions, poutoes, caiiols, turnips, parsnips, asparagus 

French und English (0 ton jour, French aiparagui my 

brother 1) 
md veeelables 

I devour the bad musty vegetables. 

O bouquets for misses, and for opera girls I 

Empty waggons and full waggons, empty baskets and full 

baskets, empty people and full people I 
O Covent Garden Maiket 1 

dirt and smell and slime indescribable I I describe yon 

alli I love you all, I wallow in you all, I too am a 
vegetable. 1 am likewise an animal and an angeL 
Cool and sweet is the dewy grass, and the shore of the sea. 
Cool and sweet is the crowded London street. 

1 strip myself naked In the grass, on the shore of the sea, in 

the crowded street. I am free and naked ; the police- 
men run me Id. 
Them also do I call brothers I 



"SHERIDAN'S RIDE." 

Towards the close of the great Civil War, the United 
States General Sheridan made a movement ;^ainst the 
Soutbcm troops undtr the command of General Early, 
in Ibe Shenandoah Valley, Sheridan wasted the valley, 
and broke Eaily all 10 pieces in a great baltle. for which 
General Grant ordered a salute of a hundred guns. 
But Mon Early, reinforced by Longatreet, was ready to 



move against the intruder in overwhelming force. The 
movement wai a surprise. Sheridan had been attsenl U 
Washington, and be was returning lo his post, when he met 
the whole army running towards him in panic and toat. 
Then began (he famous "ride" from Winchester to the 
fronL Deploying his cavalry across the valley to atop the 
first stragglers, he dashed forward with a handful of men 
right through his own beaten force towards (he victorious foe. 
As he met each flying regiment he ordered the men to tDTO 
about, reminding (hem that, whilethey were making excellent 

_ . nd his bon mot I 
the rout into a victory. 

General Philip Sheridan was born in Ireland, in March, 
1831, and died at Nonqoit. Massachusetts, on Soaday, 
August 5, iSStL 

U F from the south at break of day. 
Bringing to Winchester fresh dismay. 
The affrighted air with a shudder bore, 
Like a herald in haste, to tne chieftain's door. 
The terrible gnimble and rumble and roar, 
Telling the battle was on once more — 

And Sheridan twenty miles awayl 
And wilder still those billows of war, 
Tbundered along the horizon's bar ; 
And louder yet into Winchester rolled 
The roar of that red sea uncontrolled. 
Making the blood of (he listener cold— 
As he thought of the stake in tba( flery fray, 

Wi(h Sheridan taaitj/ milei away I 

But there is a road from Winchester (own, 
A good, broad highway leading down ; 
And there, through the dash ofthe morning light, 
A steed as black as the steeds of night. 
Was seen to pass as with eagle flight ; 
As if he knew (he (errible need. 
He i(re(ched away with (he utmost speed ; 
Hills rose and fell — but his heart was gay. 
With Sheridan fifUtn miles away 1 

Still spring from these swift hoofi thundering soatli. 
The dust, like the smoke from the cannoo'i mouth. 
Or the trail of a comet sweeping faster and faster ; 
Foreboding to trai(ors the doom of disaster : 
The heart of the steed and the heart of (he master. 
Were beating like prisoners assauliing their walls, 
Impatient to be where the battle-iiela calls : 
Every nerve of the charger was strained to full plaj. 
With Sheridan only fen miles away 1 

Under his spurning feet, the road 
Lake an arrowy Alpine river Sowed ; 
And the landscape sped away behind 
Like an ocean flying before the wind ; 
And the steed, like a baik fed with furnace ire, 
Swept on with his wild eyci full of fire r 
But, lo! he is nearing bis heart's desire — 
He i( snuffing the smoke of the roaring ftap. 
With Sheridan onlyjin miles away I 

The first that the General saw, were the gtoopi 
Of stragglers, and then, the retreating troops I 
What was done — what to do — a glance told him both. 
And sliiking his s))uis with a terrible oath, 
He dashed down the line 'mid a storm of huziah*. 
And the wave of retreat checked its course tbci^ 
Because the sight ofthe master compelled it to p*OM, 
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"SHERIDAN'S RIDE." 



With foam uid with dost the biKk chargct w» |>ie; t 
By the flash of his eve, and his red noslril's plaj, 
He Memed to the whole great irmy to »;, 
" I have broughl yoa Sheridan, all the way 
From Wincbeslei down to save the day 1" 

Hurrah ) Hnirah I for Sheridan I 
Hurrah, hurrah for bone and man t 
And when their italuei are placed on high 
Under the dome of the Union sky. 
The American soldier'a Temple of Fame, — 
There with the gloiioua general'^ name. 
Be it said in letters bolh gold and bright : 
" Here it the steed that taved the day 
By carrying Sheridan into the fight, 
From Winchester — twenty miles away I" 

Thoma!! Buchanan RKAt>. 



Scbi^ssek's Ridb. 

RiGHD From der front one pntifal day, 
Bringin' der rear lome fresh dismay, 
A frightened sendinel broughd der news 

i He looked as if he vas scared like der doose, 
)er Tay he kigged his legs to loose). 
Delling der rebels were coming ahead), 
"Und shoodiag like hell," dot's vothe said. 
De gallant soldiers, I baf no di.ubd. 
Ad dis schweed oews mid joy should aboud. 
Bud as del news vas spread aboud. 
Do dell der drutb, dey looked down in der moud ; 
Exbecially von boor Dutchman dere. 
Who, when be heard der guns in der air. 
Almost did dum himself gray bait. 
Vote Schloster di.ln'I like id ad all. 
Do gid himself gud mit a cannon-ball. 
Unddalk as you may, dot I>ulchmBn vas righd — 
la a baddle its pelter do bin oud of lighd ; 
J}o been shod und exploded dot ain't much fun, 
So long as yoB hafe any chance for do run, 
Und as dose shelU did bust around, 
Und knocked der soldiers on der ground, 
Exbloding mit a gentle soimd, 
Dot Schlosser quick made ub his mind, 
De first gool horse dot he should find. 
He'd ride avay as quick as der vlnd, 
Und leaf de baddle far behint. 
Und soon he finds him a schblendid horse, 
Und climbs on him midoud some pause ; 
Den shburs his side mid his big heel, 
Und gallobs from der battle-field. 
Dere is a road righd near dot schbot, 
A first-rale road for a horse do diol, 
Und dere dot frighteDcd Schlosser rides, 
Und kigs der poor horse io der sides, 
Und shcreams so much at him beside* ; 
Der drees, der road dcy bass like a schot. 
Fadigue and exposure dot cubble feel not, 
Dcy vish do gel only avay from dot schbot. 
E>oo-forly dot hot horse he goes Syin' avay i 
Der hills rise and fall, und Schlosser Is gay, 
'Cause he is more as fife miles avay. 
Shdill der hoofs of dot old nag 
For efen a minute did never lag; 
He ehtrained him efery sdhrength he got, 
Und Schlosser, as he on him sot, 
Vas heard to laugh io a chollj vay, 
'Cause now he vas len miles nvay. 



Und (dhill old Schlosser pushed him ahecdl, 
"I feel quite bedder now," he said, 
Und his face god back ids natural red ; 
Bui nod a minute did he stay, 
Und soon he was dwenly mile» avay. 
So goot dot horse his duly done. 
Dot pefore der setting of der sun. 
He carried his rider— dat son of a gun — 
Away from der sount of any gun. 
Und ven dol baddle vos at ids dop, 
Und de swords mil awful noise did pop, 
Und de ground mil heldy blood did sop, 
Dol Schlosser as he rode along. 
He singed himself a funny song. 
He vasn'd dinkin' 'bond der fray- 
He vas more as a hundred miles avay. 
Dree cheers I dree cheers I for Schlosiet, bold. 
Foar cheers I four cheers ! for dot horse so old. 

There is another parody, also in ihe Dulch patina, entitled 
Sfknrider'M Bi'dt, it relates how Schneider saved his'eon- 
Iraband whiskey from the revenue officers. It doe» not 
follow the original very closely, and it not of sufficient 
interest 10 be inserted here. 



Read, an artist as well as a poet, first came into notice u 
Ihe author of several sweet and graceful lyrics. His best 
poems are those which have a pastoral character, of which 
the following, taken from Tht DiversioTis oj tht Btko CltA, 



A SvLVAM Scene. 

The moon, a reaper of Ihe ripened sian, 
Held oul her silver sickle in Ihe west ; 

I leaned agdnsi the shadowy paslure-ban, 
A h«rmil, with a burden in my breast. 

The lilies leaned beside me as I stood ; 

The lilied heifers gleamed beneath the ihed ; 
And spirits from the high ancestral wood 

Cast their articulate benisons on my head. 

The twilight oriole sang her valenline 
From pendulnus nesis above the stable-sill, 

And, like a beggar, asking alms and wine. 
Came Ihe imporlunale murmur of Ihe mill. 



Wherefore alone I sang, and far aloof. 
My mehing melodies, mightier than the sword. 

The white-sleeved mowers, coming alowly home. 
With scythes like rainbows on their shoulders hong. 

Sniffed noi, in possing me, the scent of Rome. 
Nor beard the music Irickling from my toDgne. 

The milkmaid following, delayed h«r step, 

Slill singing as she leR ihe slable-yard ; 
'Twas " Snendan's Ride," she sang ; I turned and wep 

For woman's homage soothes Ihe suffering baid. 

-Ilfct •^flfr l^T' 
■.^4W UiSI '^'.' 

SONG. 
Trust not man for he'll deceive you, 
Tieach'iy is his tole intent ; 
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Formed b; nitiue lo nndo m, 
Ther e*»pe our aimoit heed, 

Ob I how kumbU when they woo oi. 
Bat iati proud wbco thtj mattti. 

So the Biri wheD once deluded 

Bj the fowler'i utful mate, 
Pines out life, in Ktgfi Mclnded, 

Fair ones, wbik fon'ta jronng, beware I 



Tkdst not iMMoii, (he'll benile 70a, 
All her imiles are fonn'd hj Ait, 

Pint ihe'll/otttr, then KcOt you, 
Sigbins with a brolcen hcatt r 

Ponu'd by nature to punue ui. 
They oatitiip the flcele*! men ; 

Ah I how iweet Ihey bill and coo nt. 
But how ptoai they trlonph then t 



So the Jirt the bail admi 



Loven, of (he hook beware 1 
From Tkt AnunMH Bonffilw. About 1770. 



TEMPTATION AND EXPLANATION. 
I JDST boUoned her glove 
And her dreu bad no (leere 
Von will blame me my Love ; 
BdI I beg you believe — 
That— {just what I can't prove). 
But her dreu had no ileeve, 
And she m>de some slight move 
And then — prithee sweet dove 
Do not let younelf Brieve. 
For mv heart did Eot rove 
Tbon^ my witi all took leave, 
By this muk of bei glove 
On ray cheek you perceive 
That — her dreu bad no sleeve. 

Ella Whbilsr Wilcox. 



A Nbwsfafbb Fasodv. 

I ;i;ST buckled the tug 

And the whiffle tree fiicd, 
You will blame mt, my love. 

But I'm still somewhat mixed, 
And (next week I can move). 

The blamed whiffle tree's liaed. 
The mule made a slight move 

And then— prithee sweet dove 
Bring the arnica here, 

I went uiling above 
TbrouEb the ether so clear. 

By Uis mark of bil hoof 
On my check yoa will know 

That — the t»y mule must go. 



YOU KISSED ME. 



Flushed up like a flame from ray heart tc 

Your arma held me fast, oh ! yotir arms wera so bold ; 

Heart beat against heart in their passionate fold. 

Your glances aeemed drawing my tonl througb my eye*, 

A* the ran draw* the mist from the lea to the skie« ; 

And your lips clung to raine till I prayed in my blin 

They raigbt never nocUsp Erom that rapturoui kisa. 

Yon kinad me I My heart and my IwBBth and my will 

Id delirious joy for the monent stood Mill ; 

Lifs bad for me then no temptatiMig^ no chaim^ 

No vitioiii of pleatnre^ ontaide of yonr ann*^ 

And were I this insuni an angel poaaeswd 

Of the joy and the peace that are given the bleal, 

I would fling my white robea onrepiningly down, 

And tear from my forehead the beantiful crown. 

To nestle once more in that havan of rest. 

With your lips upon mine, and my head on your braatt. 

You hiaaed me I My aotil in a blits so divine 
Reeled and nnMoadlikoadniDkaa man foolitoi with wine; 
And I thoDght 'twere deliciotu to die therc^ if death 
Would coDM while my lip* were yet moist with yotu 

breath; 
'Twora delicious to die, if my heart might grow cold 
While vonr arms wrapped me round in that paanonate 

And tbese are tba qneMion* I ask day and night : 
Must my lips taste oat once mcb exquisite ddight i 
Would yon care if yotir breast waa my shelter as then. 
And if yon were here would you kiss me again ? 



HaNT (Ckiea^ TrOtiin.) 



when the youog lady, toe author, na* under ao. 
addressed to a certain young gentleman, the hero of the 
oocaatoc portrayed. Jaraee Redpath thought so well of 
the poem that he pnblisbed quite an edition on white satin 
ribbon, Wbittier, the poet, wrote of it and its young 
author, that she had ' mastered the secret of Engli^ 
rfaytbm.' " 



Yoo kicked me I my head dropped low on my v( 
With a feeling as if I would like to go west, 
While the cock-and-bull story about my nch love 



Boot beat againat pants, and eacb bearty kick told. 
Your boot toe seemed koccking myspinethroaglimyeTe^ 
As the White Stocking boys knock the sky acr^iog flies. 
Your foot clung to me till I prayed yon might mias 
He just once, and yonr com 'gainat the table leg kiai. 

Von missed me I my heart and my breath and my will 

In delirious joy for a moraeai stood tlill. 

Life had for me then no temptations, no charmi^ 

No visions of happiness, outside of yonr arma, 

And were t this instant an anget po saesa ed 

Of the peace and the joy that are given the blest, 

I would fling my white robe* oiirepliuogly down, 

I would tear from my forehead its beaotmil ctowd, 

DnlirchyGoOglC 
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To liatMi once non to that old maa's wild wboop, 
As h« busted hit bnnioo oqt on tba front itoop. 

" The above eiqniiila poem waa writtsn in 1881, when 
the anlhor wax a yonog maa ander 3a It was addressed 
to a cerlaiD old geatieman, Ihe hero of the occasion por- 
trayed. A Chicago editor thought so whII of the poem 
that he once published quite an edition oa wood pnlp 
paper. Wbiltier tbepoetwroteof it, andit&foaagautaor, 
that ' he had evideoil)' baeo there.' " 

The same "bad man" quotet, on another occasion, 
withont giving the author's name, the fisltowing lines :— 

Falung leaf and fading tiee 

Unes of while in a sullen sea. 

Shadows liiiog o'er jou and m^ 

The (wallows are making them leadjr to flj 

Wheeling out on a windy sk; ; 

Good-bjre, tnmmer, good-bye, eood-bye. 

"Hush,'' a voice.from the faraway, 

" LUlen and learn," it seemed to say 

" All Ihe lo-morrows shall be as tonjay. 

The cord is frayed, the erase is dry. 

The Ibk must break and the lamp mnsi die, 

Then good-bye to hope, good-bye, good-bye." 

" What are we waiting for, oh my heart? 

Kiss me straight on the brows and part 

Again I Agwn I Mr heart I My heart I 

Vniat are we waiting for yon and 11 

A pleading look, a stifled ciy, 

Then good-bye, friend, good-tiye, good-bye." 

Afttr wMcA/oUaiMd tktt jMreidr. 

Easv chair and ion young man. 

Lovely ciil 00 his kaeepan. 

Let him nold her while he can. 

Her father is taking the chain off the pap. 

On Tommy'i pants he wilt shortly sap ; 

Gel up Myrtle ) get up, get up. 

" Biff," a voice from (he far away, 
" Over the gate," it seemed to lay ; 
" Come ronnd to-morrow the bill to pay." 



" What is he waiting for, O, my heart ? 
Why don't he get another sttrl 7 
Agun I Again I My heart I My heart I 
What are yon wuting for Tommy dear? 
Get Dp and haitle, the coast is clear ; 
Someday that bont gate will beliii bier." 



"THE NIGHT BEFORE CHRISTMAS." 

Harper'i Oydopadia of Po^ry says Clement C. 
Moore (1779-1863) was the son of a bishop, and 
a native of New York City. In 1844 he pub- 
lished a volume of poems dedicated to his 
children. One of them, founded on an old 
Dutch tradition, ia generally known as " The 



Night before ChriBttnas," although the author 
christened it " A Visit from St Nicholas." 

'TwAS Ihe night before Chrislmat, when all through Ihe 

Not a creature was ilirrine, not even a mouse ; 

The slocki:^ were hung by Ihe chimney with care. 

In hopes that St. Nicholas soon would be there. 

The children were nestled all snug in their beds, 

While visions of sugar plums danced through Ihdr heads ; 

And mamma in her kerchief and I in my cap. 

Had just settled our braini for a long winter's nap. 

When out on the lawD there arose such a clatter, 

I sprang from the bed to see what was the matter. 

Away to the window I flew like a Bash, 

Tore open the shnlten and threw up the sash. 

The mnoo on the breast of the new fallen snow 

Gave the lustre of mid-day to objects below i 

When, what to my wondering eyes did appear 

Bui a miniature sleigh and eight tiny reiadeer. 

With a little old dnver so lively and quick, 

I knew in a moment il must he SL Nic. 

More rapid than eagles his coursers they came, 

And be whistled and ihouled and called them by name ; 

" Now, Dasher I Now, Dancer 1 Now, Prancer I and 

Vixen) 
On Comet I on Cupid I on, Donder and Blilien ! 
To the top of the porch t to the lop of the wall 1 
Now dash away I dash away 1 dash away all 1 " 
As dry leaves that before the wild hurricane fly. 
When they meet with an obstacle, mount lo the sky. 
So np Lo the housetop the coursers they Bew, 
With Ihe sleigh full of toys, and SL Nicholas loo. 
And then in a twinkling I heard on the roof. 
The prancing and pawing of each little boof. 
As I drew in my head and was turning around, j 
Down [he chimney St, Nicholas came with a Ixinnd. 
He was dressed all in fur, from his head to his fool. 
And his clothes were all tamirhed with ashes and soot ; 
A bundle of toys he had Rung on bis back. 
And he looked like a pedlar juit opeaiog his pack. 



Hit droll little moulh w .., _ . ., 

And the beard of his chin was as white as the snow ; 
The slump of a pipe he held tight in his teeth. 
And the smoke it encircled his head like a wreath. 
He had a broad Face and a little round belly. 
That shook when he laughed, like a bowl full of jelly. 
He was chubby and plump, a right jolly old elf. 
And I laughed when I saw him in spile of myself ; 
A wink of his eye and a twist of his head. 
Soon gave me to know I had nothing to dread ; 
He spake not a word but went straight lo his work. 
And tilled all the stockings ; then turned with a jerk. 
And laying his Gnger aude of his nose. 
And giving a ood up Ihe chimney he rose. 
He sprang to his sleigh, to the team gave a whistle. 
And away Ihe^ all dew like the down of a thistle. 
But I heard him exclaim, ere he drove out of sight, 
" Merry Christmas to al^ and lo all a good ni^t" 



TH« NlCUT APTM CHUSTUAI. 
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We emptied of ■11 that wu eatible Ihete, 

The darliDE* bad lately been lucked in Ibeii bedi 

With vei7 full slomachi, and pain in tbnr headi. 

I wai doting away ia my new eollon cap. 

And Nancy wai rithet far gone in a nap, 

When oal in the nuis'r|P arose aueh a clatter, 

I (prang from my sleep, crying. " Wbal ii the matter? " 

I flew to each bedside— slill half in a doie— 

Tore open the cartain* and tbiew off the clothei, 

While the light of the lapei served clearly to show 

The pileaui plight of thoie objects below. 

For what lo the fond fithei'i eyei should appear 

Bui the little pale face of each tick little dear, 

For each pet that had crammed itieK full ai a tick 

I knew in a moment now felt like Old Nick, 

I tomed from the tight, lo my bedroom stepped back, 

And brought out a vial marked " Putv. Ipecac," 

When my Nancy eiclaimcd — for their lufferings ihoci rd 



In 

Wt 

I might lay that I hardly had turned rr , 
When the doctor came into the room with a bound ; 
He was covered with mad from hit head to hii root. 
And the tuit he bad on was hit very wont tuit, 
He had hardly had time lo put [his on his back. 
And he looked like a FaUuff half fuddled with sack. 
Hii eyes how ihey twinkled 1 Had the doctor got merry ? 
His cheek* looked like Port, and his breath smelt of Sherry, 
He had'nl been shaved for a fortnight or so, 
And the beard on his chin wasn't white as [he snow- 
But inspecting theii tongues in despite of theii teeth. 
And drawing his watch from his waistcoat beneath, 
He fell of each putse, — saying — " Each little bell* 
Must get rid " — here be laughed — " of the rest of that jelly." 
I gu^ on each chubby plump sick little elf. 
And groaned when he said to— in tpiie of myself. 
But a wink of his eye when he physicked our Fred, 
Soon gave me lo know I had nothing [o dread. 
He didn't prescribe, but went straightway to work, 
He dosed all the rest ; gave his trousers a jerk. 
And adding directions white blowing bis nose. 
He buttoned his coit i from his chair he arose, 
Thenjumped in his gig, e»ve uid Jalop a whistle. 
And Jalop dashed off as if pricked by a thistle ; 



idja 
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"THE PICKET GUARD." 
An American gentleman writes, that "one 
ol the finest of the war productions was Thad 
Oliver's, ' The Picket Guard.' I send the en- 
closed copy of it, as it may not be at hand for 
you, and the parody tahes bold of all of us who 
have ever had experience in broken banks, 
and know how convenient Canada is." 
" All quiet along the Potonisc." they say, 

" Except now and then a stray picket 
Is shot, at he walks on his beat to and fro. 
By a rifleman hid in the thicket. 



Tis DOthiog ; a private or two ik>w and then. 
Will not ooant in the news of the battle ; 

Not an oflicer lost^^nly one of the men. 
Moaning out all alone the death rattle." 

All quiet along the Potomac to-night. 

Where the loldiers lie pcaccfiilTy dreaming ; 
Their tents in the raya of the clear Autumn moon. 

Or the light of the watchflres are gleaming. 
A tcetaulous sigh, as the gentle light wind 

Through the forest leaves softly is creeping ; 
While stars up above with their glittering eyes 

Keep guard, — for the army is sleeping. 

There's only the touad of the lone sentry's ttead, 

As he tramps from the rock to the fountain, 
And thinks or the two in the low trundle bed 

Fat away in the cot on the mountain. 
His musket falls slack ; his face, dark and grim. 

Grows gentle with memories tender. 
As lie mutters ■ prayer for the children asleep)^ 

For their mother, — may Heaven defend her 



.. _ , _ CT unbroken. 

Then drawing his sleeve roughly over his eyes. 

He dashes ofl!' tears that are welting, 
And gathers hi^ gun closer up to its [uace, 

As if to keep down the heart swelling. 

Hepasses (he fountain, the blasted |nne tree-— 

The footstep is lagging and weary ; 
Vet onward be goes, through the broad belt of light. 

Toward the shades of the forest to dreary. 
Hark '. was it the night wind that rustled the leaves? 

Was it moonlight so wondrously flashing? 
It liioked like a rifle : " Ha ! Mary good-bye I" 

And the life blood is ebbing and plashing. 

All quiet along the Potomac to-niriil, 

No sound save the rush of the nver ; 
Whilesoflfalls thedewon thefaceofthedead. 

The picket's off duty for ever. 

Thad Omvkr. 



Along the St. Lawuncb. 

All quiet along the St. Lawrence to-night. 

Except now and then a cashier 
Is seen as he crosses with gripsack in hand 

And imagines a cop in liie rear. 

All quiet along the St. Lawrence to-night. 
No sound save the rush of the water. 

While amateur warrion curled up in bed. 
Are dreaming of horrible slaughter. 

"All hail to this inow-covered alien shore," 
Quoth the boodler, disporting a pliw ; 

' ' Far better the sweep of the bornd blast 
Than a bed in the circumscribed jug. 

" But, alas I for the fellows wtio lingered too 
We think of them ever with pain. 

For they lost the rich spoils of municipal war 
By waiting too late for the irain." 
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"LEEDLE YAWCOB STRAUSS." 



Was il (be moonbeam w tBddtn\j bti|:bt ? 

The starlight lo wondrouily flashing t 
Ab, do: 'twai the eiini ofihe glimmering gUsi, 

And (he cocktail is ebbing and splashing. 

All quiet along tbe St. Lawrence to-night, 
Though tbe cashier is crossing for evei ; 

While depositors lush on the bulk which be left. 
Ke draws on the bank of the river. 

From 7TU Nta York World. 



LEEDLE YAWCOB STRAUSS. 

I HAFE got a leedle boy 

Vo( gomes schust to my knee ; 
E>er queerest schap, der greatest togne 

At tlnjoa dit see; 
He mni and jumps, und smashes dings 

In all parti of del bouse — 
But what of dot ? he vas mine son. 

Mine leedle Yawcob Siraais. 

He get del measles und det mumbs, 
Und eferyding dots out ; 

He spills mine glass of lager beer, 
Fultschnuff into mine kraut; 

He fills mine pipe mit limberg cheese- 
Dot vas der roughest chouse ; 

I'd dake dot vrom no oder bof 
But leedle Yawcob Straasi. 

He dakei der milk pan for a dfatum, 

Und cuts mine cane in dwo. 
To make der slhicks to beat it mit— 

I dinks mine bead vas schplit apart. 

He kicks up such a tou:e — 
But never mind, der boyi vas few 

Like dot leedle Yawcob Strauss. 

He aikt me qneitioos tooch as dese : 

Who bunts my nose so red f 
Wbo vas it cms dot ichmoot blace out 

Vrom der hair upon mine head f 
Und vere der plase goes viom der lamp 

Veoe'er der glim I douse — 
How gan 1 all dete dings qg^blain 

To dot shmall Yawcob Strauss ? 

I Bomedimes dink I schall go vild 

Mit sooch a graiy poy, 
Und visb vonce more 1 gould baf rest, 

Und bcaceftil dimes enshoy ; 
But yen be vas aschleep in ped 

So quiet ai i mouse, 
I brays der Lord, " Dake anydit^. 

Bui leaf dot Yawcob Strauss. " 

Charles F. Adaus. 



LBBDts Editard Stradss. 

They h>F von very clever man 

At der Inventoiees. 
To see him schust conduct der bind, 

DaU »metingt If you please. 



He Rlls our eats mit lofely sounds^ 
Applause " brings down der house," 

Dat happens (o feu uder poys, 
Ba( teedte Eduard Strauss. 

He dakes der viddic in his bands, 

Und he schust blay i(. too I 
He dake der schtick to beat der time. 

Mine gracious^ dot vos drue. 

Hil band blays not too loud nor toft,^ 

It kicks not up a touse. 
Oh, peatifal I der schaps are Tew 

Like leedle Eduard Strauss. 

Uod ven der beeble bear dot band 

Dey at «ach oder glance, 
Den vag deir heads, den move deir veet, 

Und visb dot dey might danca. 



Der beeble listen aa dey blay 

As guiet aa a manse. 
Dere's none vor dance tunes any day 

Like leedle Eduard Strauss. 



Punch. June 13, 1885. 



THE LESSONS OF THE BIRDS. 

What is that, mother ? The luk my child I 
The mom has but jast looked out and smiled, 
V/hea he starts from his humble grassy nest, 
And ie up and away, with the dew on his breast 
And a hymn in his haan, to yon pare bright sphere. 
To warble it out in his maker's ear. 

Ever my child, be thy mom's first lays 
Tuned, like the larks, to thy maker's praise, 



What is that, mother ? The Swan, my love I 
He is floating down from his native grove : 
No loved one now, no nestling nigh, — 
He IS floating down, by himself todiel 
Death darkens his eye. and unplumes bis wings. 
Yet the sweetest song is the last he sings, 

Live so. my son. that when death shall come, 
Swan-like and sweet, it may waft thee home. 

G. W. DOAKB. 

What is that. Mother? 

" What is that, mother, that comes from (be urn. 

Fragrant and strong as we get it in turn ? " 

" An infusion of leaves from far Cathay, 

Leaves of the alder, and leaves of the bay. 

With a twan^L and full flavoured, just as it should be. 

And 1 think that there may be some leaves of the tea- " 
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" What ii that, mother, ao cotdly blo^ 

lika ■ winin' iky of ainre hna 1 " 

" That IS milk of Iha city, that mizlaTe, my dear. 

The milk o( the cbalk-pit and pomp that i« aov, 

Thai wonld not be owned by a Mnnble co«, 

For »b« never could make ii, ahe woaldD't know how/' 

" What i« that, mother, yetlow as |old ? " 
" Butter, my boy ; not the bottet of old. 
In the hey-day of yooth we nid tit for tal, 
'Twai a ptophecy when we nid batter for fat ; 
That is bolter, to thoae whom the KoSer call* greuo. 
To the elect it i« oleomargariae." 

" What it Ibat, mother i 'Tis the peppet of trade. 

Bnt the Lord only knows of wbat it ii made ; 

Of roasted meal, cf dost, and peas 

With a daih of cayesne, lo make one meeze 

It IS hot and strong, bni it'* lalber qncer. 

Of the gronod pepper-corn, ibere ii none of it here. 

E. LawsoH FixBRTY. 



BEAUTIFUL SNOW. 
In Ihe early put of the Amnican civil wsr, ooe dark 
monuDB in the dead of winter, Ihne died it Ihe Commeccial 
Hospital, Cincinoati, a yonog woman orer whose bead only 
two-vid-[vrenty sommera had posted. Once the pride <^ 
KSpectable puentsge, her first wrong step wa* ttie small 
beginniaj; of the " same old story over afain," which has 
beoi the only bfe-history of thonundi. Highly educated 
---* - ->mplishcd in manners, she might have shone io Ihe 



best of Soaety. Bat the evil hour Ihat proved hei 

_ e and sham^ the pooi 
melancholy death of a broken-hearted ontcasL 



but the doot fi 



childhood ; and having spent a yotmg Ii: 
diigrace and sham^ the poor friendless one died d 
ilandioly death of a broken- 

Amoog het personal effects was found in manuscript, the 
"Bcantinit Snow," which was teen by Enos 6. Reed, a 
gentleman of culture and UCeraiy tatles, who was at that 
Ume editor of the Saiional [Jni'on. In the columns of that 
paper, ao the morning following the girl's death, the pi 



appewed in print for the first I 



1 the paper eon* 



the victim bsd not yet received burial The altention of 
Thomas Buchanan Kead, one of the first American poets. 
was soon directed lo the newly-published lines, who was so 
taken with their iliiriog pathos that be followed the corpse 
10 iU final retting- place. 

The above account of the origin of the poem is that given 
by Mr. James Ho;^ as fat back as 1874, and repentnl by 
him in thecolumniof " Notes and Queries" on July 3, 1875, 
but it is open to considerable doubt. 

Some American writers ascribe it lo Mr. James M. Wstson, 
whilst others assert that it was written as far back as 
December, 1853, by Major W. A. Sigoumey, and thai his 
erring young wife was the miserable outcast described in Ihe 
poem, llii alto staled that on the night of April »i, 1871, 
Major Sigoumey was found dead in the outskirts of New 
York, under circumstances leading to the belief that he had 
shot himself. 

It is possible that Mr. Walson amplified and Improved 
Ibe poem from the origins! dtafl of Uajor Sigoumey, which 
as usually printed, is shorter and far less pathetic 

OH 1 the snow, the beantifal snow I 
Filling the sky and Ihe earth below ; 
Over ibe boate-tcnt, over tlw aireet. 
Over the heads of the peoplaycna meet 1 

Dancing — Flirting— Skimming along. 



Beanlifnl snow I it can do ttothing wroog ; 
Flying to kisB a lair lady's cheek. 
Clinging to lips in froticsaine (reUc ; 
fieautifnl snow from the heavens abovo'- 
Pare as an angel, gentle as love t 

Oh t the snow, the beautiful snow 1 
How Ihe flakes gather and langh a* they go^ 
Whirling about in ibdr suddeming fun ; 
II play* in its glee with » - 



t light. 

And the dog*, with a huh and a bound^ 
Snap at Ihe crystal* a* thtj eddv aroniid ; 
The town i* alive^ and its Mart m a glow. 
To welcome the caning of beanlifnl hmw. 

How wildly the crowd goes swaying along. 
Hailing each other with humour and long I 
How the gay sledge*, like nteteor^ flash bj. 
Bright for a moment, then kwt to the eye I 

Ringing - Swinging— Dashing tbeygow 
Over Ihe crtitt of the beautifiil snow — 
Snow so pore when it UUs from Iho ticy 
' ' 'o make one regrei tr — '■ "- 

' ■ :ked -, „__ „ __,, 

n the hocriblti street. 

Once I was pure as the now. but I Cell — 
Fell like the snow-flakes &tmi heaven to bell 
Fell to be trampled as filth in tlie street — 
Fell 10 be scoffed, lo be spit on, and beat — 

Pleading— Cnrnng— Dreading to die. 
Selling my soul to whoever would buy ; 
Dealing in ibame for a morsel of bread, 
Haliea ihe living and fearing the dead. 
Merciful God, have I M\ea so low ? 
And yet I was once like the beautiful *now. 

Once I was fair as the beantifal snow, 
With an eye like its crystal, and heart like its glow : 
Once I was loved for my innocent grace — 
Flattered and sought lor the charms of my face I 

Father— Mother— Sisters, and all, 
God and myself I have lost by my fall ; 
The veriest wretch that goes shivering by. 
Will make a wide sweep lest I wander too nigh ; 
For alt that is on or above me I know. 
There is nothing *o pnre,as the beantuot sitow. 

How strange it sbonid be thai this beanlifnl snow. 
Should fall on a sinner with nowhere lo go I 
How strange it should be wbeo ibe night comes agaii 
If the snow and the ice stmck my desperate brain I 

Fainting — Freenng- -Dying alone. 
Too wicked for prayer, 100 weak for a moan, 
To be heard in Ihe streets of the crazy town. 
Gone mad in the joy of the snow coming down 
To lie and to die in my terrible woe. 
With a bed and ashroud of Ihe beautifol snow. 

Helpless and foul as the trampled snow, 
Sinner, despair not I Christ stoopethlow 
To rescue the soul that is tout in its sin. 
And raise it to life and enjoyment again. 

Groaning— Bleeding— Dying for thee^ 
The Crucified hung on the accursed tree. 
Hit accent* of mercy fell soft on thine ear — 
"Is there mercy for me ? Will He heed my prayer 1 
O God, in the stream that fm nniker* doth flow. 
Wash me, and I shall be whiter than anow. 
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BcADTiPiiL Snow. 
The (oUowing Ii the veitloD OKiibed lo Mkjor Sigoumej:— 
Beautifxtl Snow I Beanliful idov t 
Fklliog (0 lightly. 
Daily and niebtlr. 
Alike Tound the dwellhigi of lofty and low. 
Hoisei are ptandng, 
Chetiily dancing. 
Stilted by the ipirit tb«( comet fton the mow. 

Beaaliral now I Beintifiil tuow I 

Up at the dawning^ 

In the cold motnins. 
Children enil, though uie winds fiercely blow ; 

HaiUng the inow-Qakei 

Falling ai day breaks — 
Joyii]] they welcome the beautifol eddw. 

BcMlifiil mow t Beaatiful anow 1 

Childhood') quick eUncea 

See the bright fanciei 
Decking the window-panei loftly and llow ; 

Foieit and city. 

Figure 10 pretty, 
Left by the magical Gngen of uiow. 

BcaatiM mow I Beaatifdt mow t 



Atmoapbeie clulline, 
Cairiue-wheeli itiuing. 
Wanning the cold earth, and kindling the glow 
or Chriitian pHy 



wl 

I^erce windi blowing. 

Thickly 'til mowing ; 
Night nthert roond ni— how warm then the glow 

Of the fire >o bright. 

On the cold winter night, 
Aa we draw in the cortaini to shut oat the umw. 

Beantifal mow 1 Beaatiful mow r 

Round the bright lireiide, 

In the losE ereatide, 
Cloaely we eatber though keen the winds blow ; 

Safely defended. 

Kindly befriended, 
Pity the homeleu eipoied to Ibe cold, icy mow. 



LOKDOH Skow. 
O, Tm mow I the beaatifdl mow I 
Feathering down to tlie ground below. 
Snow on the pafcment, and anaw oD the atreet, 
Snow on the booti of the people yon meeL 
Train, cab, or omnibus } O, no 1 — no [ 
Nothing tc>^ay bat the beaatiful snow ; 



O, the ilarh 1 the ineebbte iluth I 
Snow, mnd, and fw chomed to maddeaing moih, 
Sluib that slip* in through the boot* on your feet, 
Sluih that ilop* up to your chimney-pot neat. 
Into town — into country — wherever you nub 
Nothing to-day bat ia^able sluth : 
Bedraegled merino, and velvet, and plnib, 
Trail Oiough the iwampi of ine&Ue ahuh. 
f7u QMt. January, 3S, tSSfi. 



That Biautifdl Kiss. 



Sme pUyfiil badinage, ha kiiaed hei. The It 
pera got hold of the itotv aiid homourouily enlaiged upon 
one of them published the following puodf, wickedly 
■sctibing it to the Govemor : — 

Oh, tkat kiss I that beautinil kiii I 

Filling and thrilling ray lips with its blisi 1 

Reaching 'way down to the depths of m* aoo], 

Voting eaily and often at joys inmost pol^ 

O, transport ecstatic 1 O rapture I bail 

More pleasant than pardoning crooks onl of jail. 

Throbbing, 

Sense robbing, 

Oh tnuntitnl bliss, 
I'd field my political hopes for that kiss I 

Once I was pate as that beautiful kiat, 

Bnt that was several yean before this — 

In the yean ere executive honon o'er snowed 

The spot whereon ringlets of raven once growed, 

Eie I sainted that Boutbon, the good Je»e June*, 

And saved brother Frank &om the high icAffoldt clidmt. 

Jobbery, 

Snobbery, 

AU I'd eschew. 
For the ravishing moment t toatcbed Idas from you. 

O that kiss I that staccato-like thud I 

Sound aa when cow pull* her boof from the mnd, 

NicoKni itood by, bnt I cared not a whit 

For him, or the fnty of bold Mis. Cril, 



It could scarcely have been the tame newspaper writer 
who wrote the following nofavoniabk crttidsm upon Madame 
Patti's lineing ; " Hei technique it bad, be*ides being too 
smdl. When a bran-new technique can now be bad for 

three dollars, and a good second-hand one, holding over two 
quaiU, for |l.7S, there is no excuse for this. 01 a 



all know — all we critics — that there are ni 



nICrt. A. 



her whistle so euly and often. There is a marked deficieaey 
in breadth, and depth, and thickoeaa in the upper r^ter, 
which does oot admit the air freely in conieqneDCe, at>d a 
itt-oB nearness, a sort of inanimate aftei-Caste, *o to speak, 
tn the diminuendo of her Bats, particularly her French flaL 
Her singular maruieriim of holdmg her chin lopsided during 
her G nps is in bad form, and the first tbiog she knows, one 
of her sharps will come out edgeways and cut her throaL 
Then she opens her month too much and too oflen when she 
sings, which makes her chest-notes mouthy, and her month- 
notes chesty. It would be much better, lo say nothing of 
more artistic, if she were lo open only one side of her month 
at a lime. This would save wear and teat of her teeth, and 
at the same time give the other corner lime to rest and brace 
op. Sbe exerts herself too mach iu her trills, and it would 
save her boUi bn^ and expense if the had diem hereaAct 
done b^iod the scenes, by a boy with a dorwhisde or 
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HANS BREITM ANN'S BARTY. 
Hans Bbeituank gife > butjr ; 

Itey had bUno-blayin ; 
t felled in lofe mil a Mericin fran, 

Her Dime wu MadiMa ¥>□«. 
She hat haar is piown aih a preliel. 

Ha ejrei vai himmel-plue, 
Uad vhen dajr looket iado mine, 

De; shplit muie heut in dwo. 

Hani Bteitmaoo gife > baitjr, 

I veot dere yon'il pe poand ; 
I valOet mit Madilda Vane, 

Und vent shpnoen' round and roand. 
De pootiest Fraulein in de home. 

She vayed 'pout dwQ hcnndred ponnd, 
Uad efery dime she gife a ahoomp 

She make de vindowi sound. 

Hans Bteitminn gife a barty, 

I dells jpoo it coat him detu ; 
DcT lolled Id more ash lefco kecki 

Of foosl-rate lager beet. 
Uod vhenefet dey knocks de shpicket in 

De DenUcbecs gifes a cheer ; 
I dioks dai ao vine a barty 

Never coom to a hei dii year. 

Hans Breitmanii gife a hatty ; 

Deie all was Souse and Brouic, 
VheD dc sooper coined in, de gompany 

Did make demselfs to hoase ; 
Dey ate das Btot and Gcnlybroosl, 

De Bralwurst and Braten viDe, 
Uad vaih der AbeDdeiseD down 

Mil four parrels of Neckarweio. 

Hans Breitmann gife a barty ; 

Ve alt cot troonk ash bigs ; 
I put mine mout' to a panel of beer, 

Und emptied it oop mit a ichwigs ; 
Und den I giised Madilda Vaoe, 

Und ihe shiog me on the kop, 
Uod de gompany vighled mit daple-leckl 

Dill de coonihtable made oos shtop. 

Han) Biritmann gife a barty— 

Vhere i$b dat tsity bow ? 
Vhere ish de lofely gotdea cloud 

Dat float on de moundaia'a prow? 
Vhere ish de himmeUtrahlende stero — 

De 
Al]g< 



Afay in de ewigkdt I 



Charles Godprbv Lxlahd. 



The Fatb or Tm Fouk. 
Lou> Woodcock* had a Party, 

Of high heroic strain ; 
They held that the Lib^ lot were naught. 

And GUdstoDe's vauDtingt Tain. 
They had priaciples of the patriot type. 

True Neo-Tory Blue, 
And whcD in muster full they met. 

They nnmbered — just twice two I 



Lord Woodcock had a Parly ; 

Thote Fonr were ever found 
Id the deadly breach with vote and speech, 

WheD Ihe word for fight weDt roand j 
The cockiest four in all the House, 

There was Balfour, WoIfT, and Gorst, 
When Woodcock led those three to war. 

Their foes might dread the worst. 



Lord Woodcock \ad a Parly, — 

Where is that Party Dow ? 
Where is the hyacyolhiD crop 

That decked ymiag Diiiy'i brow ? 
Where is Adullam? Where Bob Lowe, 

That star of free-lance fight ? 
All gone with the flash of yesterday's " fin," 

Away "t'n fAe tmgka'l." 



FtuuA. March 5, tSSt. 



Thk Fate op the FRONTtsiisHAN. 
After Joaquin Miller, an eia^jeration of an eugeeratioa, 
for indeed much of Miller's verse is a travesty of poetry. 



We made for Ihe desert, she and I, 

Though life was loathsome, and love a lie. 

And she gaied on me with her glorious eye. 

But all the same,— I let her die ! 

For why ?— there was barely water for one 

Id the small canteen, and of provender, none t 

A splendid snake, with an emerald scale. 

Slid before us along the trail. 

With a famished parrot pecking its head ; 

And, seiting a huge and dark brown rock 

In her dark brown hands, as you crush a crock, 

Wilh the dark blown rock she crushed it dead. 

But ere her teeth in its flesh could meet, 

I laid her as dead as the snake at my feel. 

And grabbed the snake for mjraelf to eal. 

The plain stretched wide from side to side, 

Ai bare and hiiitered and cracked and dried 

As a moccasin sole of buffalo hide, 

And my throat grew hot, as I walked the trail, 

Hy blixxl in a sirtle, my muscles dry, 

A crimson glare in my glorious eye. 

And 1 felt my sinews wither and fail, 

Like one who has lavished, for fifty nights. 

His ^ile in a hell of gambling delights. 

And is kicked at dawn, from bollle and bed. 

And sent to the gulches without a red. 

There was no penguin to pick or pluck. 

No armadillo's throat to be stuck, 

Not even a bilberry's ball of blue 

To slush my tongue with its indigo dew, 

And the dry brown palm-lices rattled and roared 

Like the iwish and swiule of Walker's sword. 

I was nigh rubbed out ; when, far away, 

A shinty baked in the furnace of day, 

And I petered on, for an hour or more. 

Till I dropped, tike a mangy hound, at the door. 



• IjBii Ranlolph ChorcUli. 
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Stringjr and doughy md lampy and thick, 
As the cl>; «re Stme hu lutnecl it to brick. 
I eobbled it up with ■ furious fir«, 
A pTurie squail of hungry desire, 
And iticDgth csmc back ; when, lo I i 
Cloted my slon • • ■ 
She stood hefoi 

As a mosqueet-bush oi , 

Fierce is the Zuni paother's leap. 

Fair ai the slim Apache sheep. 

A larial draped her broad brown hips. 

As she stood and glared with parted lips. 

While pieicine stitches and maddening shoots 



She flung back her hair's tempestuo 

And screamed, in a voice like a tiger-cat's : 

" You've gone and ell np my piien for rats I " 

My blood grew limp and my hair grew hard 

As the sicely tail of the desert paid : 

I sank at bcr feet, convulsed and pale. 

And kissed in anguish her brown toe-naiL 

Von may rip the cloud from the frescoed sky. 
Or teal the man InuD his place in the moon. 
Fur from the bniiard, and plumes from the coon. 
But you can't leai me from the Inth I cry. 
That life is loathsome and love a lie. 
She lifted me up to her bare brown face. 
She cracked my ribs in her brown embrace. 
And there in the shanty, side by aid^ 
Each on the other's bosom died. 

She's now the mistress of Buffaki Bill, 
And pure as the heart of a lily still ; 
While I've killed all who have cored for me. 
And I'm just as lonely as I can be. 
So, pass the whiskey,— we'll have a spree t 

From Diverrions of the Echo Club, by Bayard Taylor. 

Several other parodies of American poets have already 
been quoted from The Ihvrr$im» of tlit Seha Club, and it is 
only now necessaiy (o say of the others that Ihey ar- — :•■— 
'" ■"■•slion of E. C. Sledman, Mrs. 3r- 



I don't possess the 'ed 

To haigify with yon, 
A lady bom and bred 

Is safe to speak what's tnte, 
But, pat a case, I takes 

A job from Hi. B. 
(And little 'tis I makes 

Outofthelikeiofhe). 

Your heart-strings, and alt that, 

Round this 'eie tree may cUiig — 
To contradict you flat, 

Would not be quite the thing ; 
But if you talk of shade. 

There's other boi^hs than these. 
And other folks have phiyed, 

Mayhapt round other tree*. 
It's »ery good to feel 

A miming of the eyes. 
For chairs of oak or deal. 

And old stiaw-hats likewise, 
To keep, if you've a mind. 

The thitigs as makes you weep ; 
I've got no fault to find. 

If they're yooi own to keep. 

But this 'ere old oak tree. 

As you don't want cut down. 
Excuse me, mum, you see, 

Belongs to Husler BrowiL 
To him yoo should apply, 

Though 'taint do use I think. 
And if yon please, mum, I 

Should like yonr health to drink. 



Godfrey Tukhkk. 



Althongl^ as ha* been seen, American writers have 
abundance of humour, it don not make them proud, and 
they will appropriate the comic writings of our aalhors, 
without acknowledgment, in the most condescending manner. 
A volume of amusing verse entitled " Songs of Singularity " 
was brought out by Mr. Walter Parke in 1S74, it contained 
a ballad on the molhei-in-law, a theme of never-failing 
fruitfulness to (he satirist That same ballad afterwards 
lared in the jSiin A-ai>ei«e# A^ewaLeMer, duly appropriated 



appeared 
and allei 



WOODMAN, SPARE THAT TREE! 
This favourite old song was written by an 
American, General G. P. Morris, and several 
parodies of it were inserted in Volume IV., 
the following has since been received from the 
United States :— 

Thb Wooduan's Reply. 
No, mum, this 'ere old tree 

C^'t be no longer spared ; 
It ain't no odds lo me, 

If Muster Brown was squared ; 
But Muster Brown says, " Green, 

You drop that Ibere tree down," 
And what luiayka mtan, 

Suie-ly, do Muster Brown. 



BV THE SAD SEA WAVES. 
Ak Idvll, 

" O g«i I " — Freiuh cxetamiitiM ttfddigkt. 
He stood on his head on the wild sea shore, 

And joy was the cause of the act. 
For he felt as he never had felt before 

Insanely elad in fact 
And why ? In that vessel that left the bay 

His mother-in-Uw had sail'd 
To a tropical country fai away. 

Where ligeis and snakes pievailed. 
And more than one of bis creditors too — 

Those objects of constant dread — 
Had taken berths in that ship " Curlew," 

Whose soils were so blithely spread. 
Ah I MHc he might hope for a quiet life. 

Which he never bad known as yet, 
Tis tnie that he ttOi posaessEd a wift^ 

And was not quilt out of debt. 
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But he mtch'd the veuel, IhU tinenlu chap. 

O'er the •niti u ihe up'd uid aown'd, 
And he felt exactly bice Lonii Nap. 

When " the edifice wu down'd." 
Till over (be blue hortwn'i edge 

She ditippeued from Tiew, 
Then up he leapt on a chilkf ledge 

And danced lilie a kangaioa 
And niaof and mtay a joyfome lay 

He pealed o'et the laniet lea ; 
'Tilldown witha"Gii'* wenttheocbafdar. 

And then he went bone to lea. 

Walter Pabxb. 



His Hothbr-iN'Law. 

Hb ttood on bii head by the wild lea tboie. 

And danced on hii hands a jig ; 
In all hii emotion*, u never bcTore, 

A. wildly hilaiiooi grig. 
And why) In that ihip juit crouingthe bay 

Hii mothei-in-law had laii'd 
Fot a tropical countiy far away. 

Where tigeii and levet pievailed. 
Oh I now he might hope for a peaceAil life 

And even be happy yet, 
Thongh owning no aid of neuralgic wife. 

And op to hil collar in debL 
He bad boine the old lady throngh thick and thin ; 

And ihe lectured him out of breath ; 
And DOW ai he looked at the ahip the wai in, 

He howled for her violent death. 
He watched >■ the good ihip cnt the tea, 

And bumpishly up- and- downed. 
And thonght if already jhe qualmiih might be. 

He'd consider hii hippiaeii crowned. 
He watched till beneath the horiion'i edge 

The ship was passing from view ; 
And he sprang to the top of a rocky ledge. 

And pranced like a kangiroo. 
He watched till the veuel became a speck 

That was lost in the wandering sea, 
And then, at the risk of tweaking hii neck. 

Tamed somersaalti home to tea. 

From Tlu San FVanoteo Una LtUtr. 

Mr. Puke, being a good natnred man, might not, peihape, 
have objected to the then of hii poem, bat the motilationi 



It have been gallini 



muii nave oeen gaumg lo nil leeiingi. 

He has aince re^buihed the poem, with some alteialions 
lo fit it for music, in " Patter Poems, humouroui and 
seriouk" London, Visetelly and Co. 



Oh the Pibr. 

An^Bitn'taa IdyU. 

Our friend, Dapper Engliih, on a Hisiii^i^ Pier, awaits 

the advent by river boat, of an Americaneis wham he 

•doie*. A hoatei, who will voyage by the tame boat, drinks 

freely until it* anival, and thus urbanely accosts Dapper ; 



Nov, I like yer flower, yoong feller. Confoond yei Britiiha 

look: 
Don't yec know what I mean 7 What I've liked I've allni 



Why that wa» the grip of a man, yer a fellow the redi 'od 

Let's have a dtink. Dontt Hoieal Don't I Why ain't 
that queer, 

Not /an' a feller like yon I Not smoke? Eh? Well, that'* 

Wbat'l the name o' yer flower, I say I Oet-ray-Mf-itM, 
That's a comical name ; tnijim'i that bit o' green. 
Never know'd it before, thoogh aeiet of 'em I've teen. 

Where 'd you get 'em ? Grew *em ? Come, nU me one, I 

Hete'i balf-a-doien o* dollars : I want to throw 'em awav. 
Hain't got yer Bowers clut by? Betides, you wouldn't trader 
You'd gi* me 'em if yon had em. Well, yer a generous blade. 



Well, b^ paidiog. Vou were'nt atk'd, that is, in a pniper 

way; 
Beudes, goin' courtin' I s'pose. Ay, an' likely, too, I say. 

Well, let'i liqnor op, old chap— my start! 1 forgot, yet 

It's extromeiy cert'nly, but if yer won't, yer won't. 

I'd like to know you a deal, for you ain't so slilfiih an' bigh. 

Tarnation I hyar's the host. Look hyar : keep the boirie. 



good-bye t 



W1U.IAM WiLKINL 



Joseph Swin, of FannuR. 

A Man nfltr ZSMm't own " Barit." 

There's been some whalet 'moog the buoys I've know'd, 

(They wai oU on 'em high above par) ; 
But the rigbtest ipenn ai ever blow'd 

Wat Joe Swife o' Poliphar. 
Joieph's heigbth was seven fat three. 

All mussel! and grit when he slripp'd. 
On hii face a network of tears you'd see, 

(That is, where the dirt bad chipp'd.) 

Whenever the bnoys had a i«wdy on. 

Bet youi currency Joe wai there ; 
An' efhe didn't bead inter the fun. 

He'd tee as all thingi went square ; 
'Twas a Fourth 0' July lo see him hop round. 

Along of bis 'leven-mch knife. 
And the way hit man would note the gtonnd 

Was the pootiett tight in life. 
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Hit Bowie wu now jeit > 'leTeD4Dch rlp^ 

('TwM thiitccn vnea it wu booght. 
But he wore two iuchei off the tip 

With cuvio' the meo he'd fonehL) 
A phunb-centie (hot wm hii Derni^er, 

He didn't let UtX iroa niit, 
He'd >pot • couple ■ dajr with het, 

Woold Joseph— when on the bnsL 

We teckon'd U* "down-ptni " abogi fbnneoni 

But we hftdo't the c'tect amounl ; 
'Cot wlec he'd notch'd up to tevmly-foar. 

He loat the ran of hii connL 
Where ii he now ? I knowi no more 

Noi yon, in them retpelu, 
'Coi one utemooD in uxlffoiii 

He bsd to "pkU hi> checks." 

The way that it mayfaap'd wu that i^ 

Up Foliphu they went "pard," 
An' made ■ [olc, that lome thievin' ctm 

Stole— which «t denied hard ; 
I tell Jt, they felt it pooty bad. 

They wanted that ikuojc lo knife, 
Ad' the lad that 'peaied lo git moil mad 

Wai him a> I'tc named — Joe Swife. 

To lee that erittet cavortin' around, 

Wat a lieht to ralie your hair. 
Jot an him ifthe thief wai found. 

If jrou wanted to hear a swear I 
Joe left Potiphar then an' came here to Cieek, 

An' toon bad a run a' Inck, 
He hadn't been proipectin' more'D a week 

'Fore he tiid a bi£ pocket he'd itrnck. 

One day we «a* Uppio' lonnd Ji^glei's bar— • 

The Cnanel, an' Jojeph, an' me— 
When in lolet Long Hiram from Potiphar, 

Ad' we tried him to drink 'long o' we ; 
HecalI'd for a "i|Hder "—{hii faVrite drink]. 

An' wai lifiio' (be glatt (o hit lipt ; 
But be dropp'd it tmaih on the floor in » wink. 

When he law Joieph haul out his cUpt. 



Tou Hole the pile, you son of a gun— 

Onr dnit Wat tn UuU bag I " 
Hejiared at Joe like a gtuily bear, 

'Tbea he diaw'd a bead an' fired, 
'ScaTating a canon in Joseph's hair. 

In a manner we all admired. 

But Joseph't Iron was ready to bark, 

'Fore Hiram the dose could repeat. 
Six shots, an' Hiram was siretch'd out ttark. 

Id a ttyle at couldn't be best ; 
With "cooicil " holes he wat ree'lai scored. 

From bit scalp-lock, down hisT^i, 
He'd ha' made a demed good cribbage-boaid. 

If you'd on'y got the pegi. 
Whar wat Joe ? Waal, I rcckoD he deai'd, 

'Fore the fellows had time to rmaiuht. 
For Che fuil time in his life he wu tkear'd. 

An' mosey'd oat of the ranche ; 
St know'd, with mea u digs and dclvet, 

He doneni init hit breUli, 
" KJllin' a man wu atwiil yerselres," 

But to go for his pile meant death. 



When he foond that the boon were dead on " UU," 

Joe came for'ard an' giv' hiiself ap^ 
" You'll settle my huh with a leaden pill," 

Set he—" DotJ'T siting me ap like a pap 1 " 
Opeuin' his ihitt, and slapjriQ' hit breait — 

" Here's lodgings to let for a slug 1 " — 
They fired, an' Potiphai't pride lay at rest. 

Stiff an' stark, with a smile on hit mng I 

Rtmtf Folkt. April *9, 1876. 

This it an imitation of the style of Colonel John Hay's 
poenu, for which tee page 346. 

Thb Wife. 

Hbb wathine ended with the day. 

Vet lived the at iti dose. 
And patted the )on^ long night away. 

Id daniog ra^ed hot& 
Bat when the nm Id all itt itate 

tllomined the Eastern tUet, 
She passed about the kitchen grate, 
And went to making pies. 
From Poem* and Far«dut by Phabe Carey, Botton, U. S. 
8S4. 

The tame inletettiog little yolnme containi a number of 
clever pwrodies, of which thoie on the bett known poett have 
already been printed in this collection. The remamder refer 
principally to American authors whose woikt are not very 
familiar lo British readert. The book is out of print and 
very scarce, and although (here it a copy of it in the 
library, British Museum (11687. d), it it difficult to find, ai 
it it improperly catalogued under Cory, instead of Corty. 

Another curious American book it entitled "Sltvngi 
Vitilort, by the tinritt of Irving, Willit, Thackeray, 
BroDti, Richter, Byron, Humboldt, Hawthorne, Wetley, 
BrowniDg, and othen, now dwelling in the Sprit World.'' 
Dictated through a Clairvoyant while ia an abnormal or 
Trance Stale. New York. G. W, Carieton, publisher, 1S69. 
Mott of the paperi- in this volume are m prote, the follow- 
ing only are in verse : — 

To his Accutert ... after Lord Byn 

The Lost Soul 

"To her Husband . 

Hold Me Not, 

A Spirit Reviriting Earth „ 

The Siriril Bride . 
All these imltationt arc serious, and even sombre, not lo be 
styled parodies, although of little merit, except, perhaps^ 
the imitation of Hrt. E. B. Browning. 
Her tpirit speak* (hut ;— 

To HK> Husband. 
Dkad I dead I Vou call her dead I 
You cannot ice her in her glad nuprise. 
Kissing the tear drops from your weeping eyes ; 
Moving about you through (he amtueni air, 
Smooihiug the whitening ripples of your hair. 

Dead I dead 1 You call her dead I 
lift up yoni eyes I she is no longer dead ) 
In your lone path the unteen angelt tread I 
And when your weary night of earth ihall clo*^ 
She'll lead you where etenuJ lummar blowi. 



E. A.^^ 

Mrt. E, B. Browning. 

Adah Isaacs Menken. 

N. P. Willis. 

AdelaideX Procter, 
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NATIONAL and FATBIOTIC SONGS 



United States of America. 

It is not within tbe province of this collection 
to enter into the history of tbe numerous 
National Songs belongingtothe United States, 
nor to give the songs themselves, except in 
BO far as may be necessary to contrast them 
with the parodies which have been written on 
them. 

Those desirous of further information on an 
interesting topic should refer to the following 
works : — 

BAd B\ymt* and Bhagnditt, collected br Frank Moore. 
New Yoik. G. P. Putnun, 1864. 

Poetry 0/ Ott Cinl War, lelected br R. G. White. New 
York. 1666. 

A EiMtory of National AnAenu and Patriotie Songt, hj 
MValter HunilloD, id Our Ocean Bighteagi, l«iu]on, 1871. 

lie Sonet «f Oi* Wax, by Bi " — 

Century Jto^tinc, Augiiit IS87. 

Thx DitHonar^ of Mi^ie and , 
Grove. London. Macmillui & Co. 



The following ii 
Yanlitf PoodU. 
Hail Columbia I 17! 



tilt of Ihe n 



imporUnl tonei, 



By Joieph Hopkinson. Adapted 
maeraiie 01 "Tbe Pteiideot* March," Tbi« wai always 
•ODgwhen George Wuhinglon went lo the ibeatre. 

lit Star-Spangltd Banntr, written by Francit Scolt Key, 
and Gnt printed in the Baltimore American, iborlly after 
the defeat of Ihe British by Ihe Americans at Fort Mc Henry. 

Mf Country 'tit of thee, aung 10 tbe ait of '■ God save the 
King." Aswestole thbairLfrom the Germans <or, ai tome 
lay, from the French), «t Ihe cilircns of the United Statei 
have appioprialed it as one of their lulional aongi. 

Jokn Brottna Body, 1861. 

MartXing tkriragh Qtorgia, written and compoaed by 
HonryC. Wor' *- ' '-.- ^ -■. .■•- 



LT the cl(M of tbe Civil War. 



Mr. Gaorge F. Root, of Chicago, was both tha author 
and compMcr of tbe three following war songs : 
Tramp, IVamp, Tramp; Die Boyi art MarrMng. 
J%tBaaU Cry of Freedom. This was often ordered to 
be *nng as the men marched into action. More thai) once 
it* ttraini arose on the battlefield and made obedience 
nkore easy to Ihe lyric command to rally round the flag. 
With trne American humor the gentle lices of " Mary h^ 
a Little Lamb " were fitted anugly to tbe tone ; and tnany 
a regiment shortened a weary tnarch, or went gayly into 
•ctioo, siogitig, 

" Hary had a little lamb. 
Its fleece was white aa snow. 
Shouting the battle cry of fireedom ; 
And everywhere that Mary went 
The lamb waa sure to go, 
Shonting the battle cry of ireedom." 
JiMt brfort the BattU, MeOer. 



mew JoJkMHif eoaua mardung Bemt. Written by P. S. 
Giimore, in 1863. 

My Maryland, by James R. Randall April, 1861. 
; Son them States.) 

Advanee Ikejlag of Dixit, by Geoeral Albert Pike. 1861. 
fSontb.) There were several versions of this song, one of 
the earliest haviog been sung in New Orleans tiyMri. John 
Wood in tbe Barleaqna " Pocahontas," in i860. 
SoirrHRONs, hear your conntiy call yon I 
Up I lest worse than death befall tou 1 
To arms ) to arms 1 to arms t in Dixie I 
Lo 1 all tbe beacon fires are lighted, 
Let all hearts be now united I 
To arms ! to arms I to arms I in Dixie I 
Advance the flag of Dixie 1 
For Dixie's land we take our stand 
And live and die for Dixie I 



Torn 



I Toai 



And conquer peace lot Dixie I 

Albert Pirb. 
nt Bonnie Blue Flag. By Harry McCarthy. (Sonth.) 
1S61. 
Lonna. (South.) 

A National Bymn for ike Unittd Btatt» of Amtriea, 
written fiir the Coitenary of the signing of the Constitntion 
of the United States, by F. Marion Crawford. Printed in 
Tlu BngUth lauttraUiMagatint, October, 18B7. 



YANKEE DOODLE. 
In the words of the Hon. Stephen Salisbnry, "Yankee 
Doodle is national prcperty, bat it is not a treasore of tbe 
highest value. It has some antiquarian claims lor which 
its friends do not care. It cannot be disowned, and it 
will not be disused. In its own worda, 

' It auiti for feasts, it suits tor fun. 
And just as well tor fighting.' 
It exists now as an instrumental and not as a vocal per- 
formanca. Its words are never beard, and, I think woald 
not be acceptable is either public or private American 



Mutidant, (Macmillan, London), J 
various theories as to tbe origin of this song. He inclines 
to tbe opinion that the words were written by Dr. Schuck- 
burgb about 1755, with the title "The Yankee's Retam 
from Camp." The tune was printed in 17S4 in an opera 
by AmolJ, entitled "Two to one," where it is first 
jnxiperly a^led YanJcet Doodla. 
There hsi been much discussion as lo the derivation of Ihe 



) they lengthen and soflen tbe vowels. Hence tbe more 
advanced among them only loanage to pronocnce BngliA 
as Btngteth, while a more common soond would be Angeet, 
or Ankeet. Possibly the Indians were more familiar with 
the French form Anglais. A writer in NoUt and ^uirier 
stated the above fact, citing Hutchinson's " History of Mas- 
sachusetts" as an authority; he added "Doodle is surely 
only an imitation of the crowing of a cock." The meaniog, 
if any, of Tanktt Doodlt is " New Englanders, be on the 
alert," 01 " show your imirit " Another writer quotes a 
derivation su^ested by Tnierry, that tbe word YajJtte arose 
from the cill»hnt and jeering* of the Dutch and English in 
New York and New England, and that it is from the Dntch 
Jan — pronounced Yan — John, with the comnKm diminutive 



izcdbyGoo<^le 



AMERICAN PATRIOTIC SONGS: 



MiKofUieolher st 



Van kee Boj' is trim and till. 

And neTci over fat. Sir, 

At daoce ol frolic, hop or ball. 

As nimble m a r>t. Sir. 

Vankee doodle gaud yoat cout, 

Yankee doodle dandy. 
Fear nol then, nor threat nor boail 
Yankee doodle dandj. 

He's always out on training day, 

Commencement, or elect ion, 
At track or trade he knowt the wajt 

Of (hrivinj! lo peiFection. 

Choral — Yankee Doodle, etc 

His door is always open found. 

His cydei of (be best. Sir. 
His board with pumpkin- pie \$ crown'd. 

And welcome ev'^ euest. Sir. 

CtOTiM— Vinkec Doodle^ etc 

Tbo' roufh and little is his faim. 

That little is his own, Sir, 
His hand is strong, bis bear! it wuni, 

'Tis tnilh and boooi't throne. Sir. 

CiWrtt* — Yankee Doodle, elc. 

Hit country ii bis pdde and boast, 

He'll ever prove true blue. Sir, 
When cali'd upon to ^ve his toast, 

■Tis "Yanke doodle-doo," Sir. 

Ckona — Yankee Doodle, elc 



The Ok 10 in op Yankee Doodls. 
iJUr th* manner of tht old ConNnental Ballad tniten. 
Once on ■ time old Johnny Bull, 

Flew in a raging iury. 
And swore that Jonathan ihoald have 

No trials. Sir, by jury I 
That no election! sbould be held. 

Across the briny waters f 
" Andnow," sayi he, "I'll tax thelea 

Of all his sons and daoghteri." 
Then down be sat in burly stale. 

And blustered like n grandee. 
And in derision made a tune 

Called " Yankee doodle dandy. " 
" Yankee Doodle " — these are UxU — 

" Yankee doodle dandy I 
"My son of wax, youi tea I'll tax — 

"Yankee doodle dandy." 

John sent the tea from o'er the Ma 

With heavy duties rated ; 
But whether Hvson or Bohea, 

I never beard it stated. 
Then Jonathan to poul began — 

He laid a strong embai^ — 
" I'll drink no tea, bv Jove 1" so he 

Threw overboard the cargo. 
Then Johnny (cnt a r^menl. 

Big word^ and looks to bandy, 
Whose martial band, when neai the Und, 



Play'd " Yankee doodle dandy," 
" Yankee doodle — keep it up 1 

" Yankee doodle dindy r 
" I'll poison with a (ax yonr cnp, 

"Yankee doodle dandy." 

A long war then they had. in which 

John wai at last defeated — 
And " Yankee doodle '' was the march 

To which hii troops retreated. 
Cute Jonathan, to nee Ihem Sr, 

Could not restrain his laughter : 
" That tune," says be, " suits to B T, 

I'll sing it ever after." 
Old Tohnny'i face, lo his disgrace. 

Was flushed with beer and brandy. 
E'en while he swore lo sing no more. 

This " Yankee doodle dandy." 
"Yankee doodle— ho I ah 1 he I 

" Yankee doodle dandy — 
" We kepi (he tune, but not the tea, 

" Yankee doodle dandy. " 

I've told you now the origin 

or lhi« most lively ditty. 
Which Johnny Bull dislikes as "dull 

And stupid " — what a [uly t 
With " Hail Columbia 1 " it is tune. 

In chorus full and hearty — 
On Und and main, we breaihe the strain, 

John made for hit lea-parly. 
No matter how we rhyme the words. 

The musii speaks item handy. 
And Where's the fair can'l sing the air. 

Of " Yankee doodle dandy? " 
" Yankee doodle — firm and tme — 

*' Vankee doodle dandy — 
"Yankee doodle, doodle doo I 

"Yankee doodle dandy," 

Geokce p. Moikii. 

A parody of "Yankee Doodle," too coarse for republica- 
tion here, will be found in .4 n Imparlial Conedion oj Ad- 
dntsw, Songi, Squibs, ic, pvblisHtd during titt Livtrjievl 
BUctieti, October. iSiz. It is principally directed against 
Henry (afterwards Lord) Brougham, one of the candidates. 
The mighty Brougham's come to town. 

To sweep away corruption, 

And other Glib, bul ten lo one. 

He'll meet with inlermption. 

Tanktt DoodU, etc 



An Appendix to " Yakkzb DooDUt." 

Yane&b Doodle sent to Town 
His goods for exhitnlion i 

Every body ran him down. 
And laugh 'd at his position. 

They thought him all the world behiitd ; 
A goney, muff, or noodle ; 

Laugh on, good people — never mind- 
Says quiet Yankee Doodle. 

dHortu.—Yaokee Doodle, 9k. 

Yankee Doodle had a cnfl, 

A rather tidy clipper. 
And he challenged, while they Usgfaed, 

The Britishen to whip h«. 
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Their whole jmcht-aqnadroo ihe oDiiped, 
And tlut on IheJi own miti i 

Of all Ibe lot ihe went a-hod. 
And ther cune nowhere utcc. 

dkoriM.— Vaokee Doodle, &c. 



Yoni guQlmithf of Iheii ikiU maj cnck. 
Bat that again don't mention 

I eve** that Colt'i kvoItcte whack 
Theit verr flnt invention. 

By Vanke« Doodle, too, yoo're beat 



Yon aliio fancied, in your pride, 

Which truly ii tarnation. 
Them British locki of yoam defied 

The rognei of alt creation ; 
Bat Chubb's and Bnunah'i Hobba baa |Hck*d 

And yon niait now be TJew'd all 
At haviDf: beeo completely ticked 

By £lorioui Yankee Doodle. 

Ohnii*— Yankee Doodle, &c. 






* THB Civil Was. 



Yahkbi Doodle went to wa 

On hii little pony. 
What did he ga Gghtiog for, 

Ereilaitioe goney 1 
Yankee Doodle was a cbap 



Yankee Doodle, he went fbtlb 

To conqner the seceden. 
All the journal) of the North, 

In molt feiodoai leaderi. 
Bieathing slaughter, lire and tmoke. 

Especially the latter. 
Hit rage and Airy to peOTOke, 

And Tanily to fiatta. 

Yankee Doodle, etc. 



These *enci are taken from a long parody which appeared 
in PuhA (London), Augnit 17, 1S61, ihorlly alier the 
defeat of the Northerners at Manatiai Junction. The car- 
toon rcptcMnted John Bolt sneering and jeeriog at the 
letiCBting Yankee soldiers, and the tone of the whcie poem 
was moti intolting, whilst it showed that PuitA (following 
in the wake oif jt* ETtmea) tynpathiscd with Ihe Confede- 
rate State*. 

It actually classed the protective duCiea levied by the 

Northern States for the enconragement of native Industry, as 

eqaallj immoral with the Inititntion of slavery, which had 

given rise to so many horrors in the South : — 

"These for negro slavery strike. 

Those for forced protection. 

Yankee Doodle it the pot, 

_ Soalbemer the kettle ; 

roal motaUy, if not 

Hen of cqaal mettle. 



Men 



Unfortnnately 7%t IV«e> was then considered alvoad to 
represent the public opinion of Great Britain, and modi ill 
feeling arose In eonseqnence of its misrepieKnlationt. At 
one time It seemed as if this country wotdd become em- 
broiled In the war, and what wm worse, on the ride of the 
stave owner*. 

During this excitement many song* and parodies were 
written about as in the Slates which were deddedly uDCom- 
plimenlary, reminding Britons that in thdr previous wars 
with America they had lufFered almost invariable defeaL 

Several of these parodies are given in Tlie Patlty of tte 
Ciiil War (one, an especially tntter one, is entitled " John 
Bull, mi jo Jcdm,") but it would serve no nsefal purpose to 
repeat them, now that the ill feeling has passed away with 
the causes which led to it 

Mr. Jamet R. Lowell's dignified piotetl in the Si^et 
Paftrt may, however, be quoted : — 

Jonathan to Jobn. 

It don't seem hardly right, John, 

When both my hands was full, 

To stump me to a fi^t, John, — 

Yonr cousin, lu, |ohn BulL 

Die Uncle S. set he, '' I goess 

We know it now,'* ses he, 

" The lioo't paw is aU the law, 

Accordin* to J. B., 

Thet 'i fit for you an' me I " 

Blood ain't so cool as ink, John : 

It '1 lilulv jon *d ha' wrote. 
An' stoppeo a spell to thick, John, 
Arttr they 'd cot yonr throat t 
Ole Uoete S. sex be, " I guess 
He 'd sknrce ha' stopped." ses he, 
"Tom 



Ef I turned mad don loose, John, 

On yovr bont-puiot stairs, 
Wouldit je*t meet TOur views, John, 
To wait an' me theii heirs ? 

Ole Uncle S. ses he, "I guen, 
1 on'y guess," sex be, 
"Thet, efValtel on M* toes fell, 
■T wouM Und o' rile J. B., 
Ei well et yoa ao* me I '' 

Who made the law thet hurts, John, 

Biada I win, — ditto, lailt f 
"J. B." was on his ibirtt, John, 
Onlets my memory faili. 

Ole Uncle S. scl be, " I gneis, 

(I 'm good at thet,) " ses he, 

" liiet sauce for goose ain't j«f( the jnii 

For ganders with J. B., 

No more than yon or me I " 

When your righu was our wrongs, John, 

Yon did n't itop for fuss. — 

Britanny's tridenl-prongs, John, 

Was good 'non«i law for us. 

Ole Uncle S. ses b<; "I guess, 
Tbot^ phy«c 's good," says he, 
" II doesn't foller thet be can swallei. 
Prescriptions signed 'J. B.', 
Put up by you an' me " 
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We own tbe oc«an. In, John ; 

Yon mus'n'l r>ke it bard, 
Er we can't think wiib jtm, John, 
Il'i jut your own back'fird. 

Ole Uncle S. lei he, " I e^eu, 
Ef t!itf$ bis claim," ttt he, 
" The fencin'-stulf '11 coit enoagh 
To bast up friend J. B.' 



ayouai 



lel" 



Wb]p talk M) dreffle big, John, 

Of honour, when it meant 

Yon didn't caie ■ 6g, John, 

Bui jest fmttnper etnt. f 

Ole Uncle S. let he, "I EueH, 

He 'i like the leM," let be : 

" When all ii done, it '■ nnmbet one 

Thel'sneaieslloj. B., 

Ei wal ei you an' me ! '' 

We give the criilen back, John, 

Cot Abram thought 't was right ; 
It wini't your ballyin' clack, John, 
Provokin' ua to tighL 

Die Uncle S. set be, ■' I guess 

We ve a hard row," t« he, 

"To hoe jcit now; but thet, somehnw 

May heppcn to J, 6., 

Ei wal es you an' me 1 " 

We ain't so weak an' pooi, John, 

With twenty million people, 

An' close to every door, John, 

A school- house an' a steeple, 

Ole Uncle S. sez be, " I gaeta 

It is a (act, 'sei be, 

" The surest plan to make a Man 

Is, Think hicn so, J.B., 

Ei much tt yon or me I " 



" Tbere'd be one shindy from 1 
An' thet don t snit J.B. 
(Wben 't ain't 'twixt you an' m 



-')■• 



Wa know we've gat a cause, John, 

Tbet's honeat, just, an' true ; 
We tboDghl 't would wm apptanie, John, 
Ef sawWes dse, from you. 

Ule Uncle S. tez he, " I gaets 

Hi* love of right," *ez be^ 

" Hangs by a rotten fibre o' cottoo : 

There 'i natur' in J.B,, 

Et wal ei yOQ an' me )" 

The Sooth says, '• Poor Jutkt dcien t" Joba, 

An' "AU men up I" say we. — 
While, yaller, black, an' brown, Joba; 
Now which is yoar idee? 

Ole Uncle S. sez be, "I gnes^ 
John preaches wal," sex he ; 
*' Bat, termon thru, an' come to du 
Why, ihera'a iha old J.B. 
A crowdin' yon an' me 1" 



Shall it be love, or hate, John ? 

It't yon that's to decide ; 
Ain't your bonds held by Fate, John, 
IJke all the world's beside ; 

Ole Uncle S. set be, " I gness 

Wiie men forgive,'' set be, 

'' But not forget ; an' some time yet 

Thet tnith may strike I. B., 

£z wal ez jou an' me E" 

God means to make this land, John, 

Clear thm' frt>m tea to sea. 
Believe an' understand, John, 
The mtA o' being iree. 

Ole Uncle S. sei he, "I gneas, 

God's price is high," aei he ; 

" Bnt nothin' else than wut He sells 

Wears long, an' the! J.B. 

May learn like yon an' me I " 

James Russbll Lowbli- 



Vankee DooDt.B bad a mind 

To whip the Southern trutors, 
Becaoie (hey didn't choose to live 
On codfish and potatoes. 

Yankee Doodle — doodle Haa, 

Yankee doodle dandy, 
And so to keep bii courage up. 
He took a drop of brandy, 

Yankee Doodle said he found 

By alt the cenias figures, 
That he could starve the rebel* odI, 

If be could steal their niggcf. 
Yankee, Sx. 

Yankee Doodle made a speech ; 

'Twas veiT full of feding. 
I fear, ssys be, I cannot fight. 

But I am good at iteaSng. 
Yankee. &c. 

Yankee Doodle drew his sword. 
And practised all the passes ; 

Come, boy, we'll take another drink 
When we get to Maoatse*. 
Yankee, &c 

Yankee Doodle soon fonnd out 

That Bull Run wa* no triSe ; 
For if the North knew bow to steal. 

The South knew bow to liSe. 
Yankee. &c. 

Yankee Doodle wheeled ■honl. 
And scampered off at full inn. 

And SDcb a race was never seen 
A* that he made at BoU Run, 
Yankee, &c 

Yankee Doodle, oh I for shame. 
You're always intetmeddling ; 

l,«t guns alone, they're danBcrons things j 
You'd better stick to peddling 
Yankee, &c. 
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Yantiee Doodl«, you had ought 

To be B lillle smaller ; 
Instead of caiching woolly heads, 
I vow you've CBughl a taiU'. 
Yankee Doodle, doodle doo, 

Yankee Doodle dandf, 

Go (0 hum, you've had enough 

or rebels and of brandy. 



A Yankee Soldier's Sonc. 

I HEARKENED lo thc thuadering noUe, 

And wondered what "Iwa* for, Sirl 
But when I heard 'em tell our boys, 
I started up and iwore, sit I 

Yankee boys willfighl it out I 
Yanbeei brave and handy '. 
Freedom be out battle shout t 
Yankee doodle dandy I 

They said that traitors tore our flag, 
Down there in Dixie's land, sit ; 

I always loved the sliiptd rag. 
And iwoie by it to stand, sir- 
Yankee boys will light it out, &c. 

I knew them Southern chaps, high bred, 
Had called ns " Mudsills " here, sir ; 

If on these sills they try to tread, 
I guess 'twill cost them dear, sir, 
Yankee boys, 4c. 

Down South I marched, tat-tat-a-plan. 
With heart brim full of pluck, sit ; 

I held my head up like a man ; 
A righteous cause brings luck, lit. 

Yankee boys, &c. 



COCK-A-IreODLE. 

Mr. Stanley went to found 

A Congo trading station. 
The Stats and Stripes he hoisted up. 

And cried " No annexation." 
But H. de Braua came along. 

The natives to "canoodle ;" 
He gave them " tticolouts " all round. 

And sang out " Cock-a-doodle I " 

Mr. Stanley, very cross. 

Called de BruM " Poodle 1 " 
M. de Brazu said, '* Pooh, pooh ! 

You're one Yankee Doodle 1 " 
Whilst the natives took the flags, 

As out view discloses. 
Hade them serve as coverings. 

And to blow thdr noses I 
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Randv Chcrcbill. 

Randy Churchill's gone to pot. 

Melted just like candy ; 
Once he was, but now is not, 

And that's the last of Randy. 

When he thought that he was gtcat, 
Fellows thronged about him, 

Sweating that aflairs of State 
Couldn't move without him. 

Then a somersault be threw, 

Tumbled in the gutter, 
Sjull his sal:, and sugar, too ; 

Lost his bread and butter. 

Still the wheels will move, no doubt. 

Running on quite gaily. 
Doing better far without 

That Brummagem Disraeli, 

n'can Paper. January, I SB;. 



JOHN BROWN'S BODY. 
The origin of this celebrated anti-slavety song is obscuie 
and involved. John Brown attempted lo incite the negroes 
to rebel against slavery, and although he did not succeed in 
this, he, with a few fanatical followers, seiied a small fort 
at Harper's Ferry. The United Slates troops attacked 
them, c^tured or killed Brown's followers, and Brown 
himself was hanged on December i, 1859. Iiuigniflcant ai 
was this ensode, it was the warning of the coming stoim 
between North and South, and was the death knell of 
slavery. "John Brown's Body " appears to have been first 
adopted as ■ marching song by the rwelflh Massachusetts 
Volunteers, commanded by Colonel Fletcher Webster. The 
soldiers of this regiment sang it as they matched down 
Bioadway in New Vork, July 14, 1861, on their way from 
Boston to the front. 

A Radical Sons. 
7^1 the tunt Iff " John Smen't Bedy lia nttuUtring 
in Iht Oram" 
Raise a shout of gladness for the dawning of the day. 
Ever steady, onwud to the foremost of the fray : 
Every Tory hairier, boys, will soon be swept away 
J^ we go marching on. 

Chortu. 
Glory, glory, hallelujah. 
Glory, glory, hallelujah. 
Glory, glory, hallelujah. 
As wc go marching on. 

Tory knaves oppressed ni 



Joseph's coat of colour now is fluttering in the wind, 

Joseph and his brethren are the leaders of the blind, 
oseph and bis "gentlemen" must ill be left behind 
Ai we go marching on. 

Rally round the standard of our great democncr. 
Rally round your leader, boys, and on to victory. 
Rally 01 your fathers did, and Ireland shall be free. 
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Hand in hand our timy wilh Ihe workers o'ei (he wave. 
Hand in hind we'll ^Bllle (ill the people we shall save. 
Hand in hand foi Torj'dom we'll dig a yawning grave. 
As we go marching on. 

Shoal, for Time with victory oar strife is sure to crown ; 
Shout, for million voices join the chonis of renown ; 
Uhoul, and at the anthem every wrong shall crumble down, 
As we go marching on. 

D. Evans. 
7%t Wakljf Dispatch. July 17, 1SS7. 



THREE HUNDRED THOUSAND MORE. 

This tong was written in 1863 ju&l after President Lincoln 
had issued a proclamation calling for 300,000 men lo Rll up 
iheianksorhisarmy. The author was Mr. John S, Gibbons, 
a Quaker of New York- The poem was first published 
anonymously, in the " Evening Post " New York, on July 
16, 1861, and was then generally ascribed lo William 
Cullen Bryant, the editor of that paper. 



We 



e coming Falhei Abraam, three hundred thousand 
m and from New England's 



Joi 



! S, Gibbons. 



From Mississippi's winding s 

We leave our ploughs and workshops, our wives and 

children dear, 
Wilh hearts loo full for nttetance. wilh but a silent tear i 
We dare nol look behind us, but steadfastly before, 
We are comiog Father Abraam, three hundred thousand 

If yon look across Ihe hill tops that meet the northern sky. 
Long moving lines of rising dust your vision may descry ; 
And now the wind an instant tears the cloudy veil aside, 
And floats aloft our spangled flag, ■□ glory and in pride ; 
And bayonets in Ihe sunlight gleam, and bands brave music 

We are coming Father Abraam, three hundred thousand 



If you look up all our valleys where the growing harvests 

You may see our sturdy farmer trays fast forming into line ; 
And children from their mothers' knees are pulling at the 

And learning bow to reap and sow, against their country's 

And a farewell group stands weeping at every collage door — 
We are coming Father Abraam, three hucdred thousand 

You have called us and we're coming, by Richmond'! 

bloody tide. 
To lay us down for freedom's sake, our brothers' hones 

Or from foul treason's savage grasp lo wrench Ihe murderous 

And in the fore of foreign foes its fragments to parade. 

Six hundred thousand loyal men and tme have gone before — 

We are coming Father Abraam, three hundred thousand 



Ah Amekican Lvric— To AniuHAU Lihcoln, 

On tit dtmand for 300,000 3fen. 

We're coming. Father Abraim. we're coming all along. 

But don't you think you're coming it yourself a little 

strong P 
Three hundred thonssmd might be called a pretty tidy 



Consider, Father Abraam, and give Ihe thing a tbottght, 
"This war has just attained foar times Ihe longitude it 

aught i 
And all the bills at Ninety Days as you have draw'd ae 

free, 
Have been dishonoured, Abraim, as punctual as could 

be. 

We've fought, old Father Abraam, and fought oncommoo 

bold. 
And gained amazing victories, or so at least we're told ; 
And havmg whippnl the rebels Ibf a twelvemonth and a 

day. 
We nearly lound 'em liquoring in Wubington in May. 

Now, realty. Father Abraiim, this here's the extra onnce, 
And we are almost sick, you see, of such almighty bounce i 
We ain't afraid of being killed at proper limes and tea- 



Bnt it's aggravating lo t 



' Mac's strategic 



If you'd be so obligiog, Father Abraftm, as to write 
To any foreigo potentate, and pul the thing polite. 
And make him loan a General as knows the way to iMd, 
We'd come and list. Jerusalem and snakes I we would 

But as the matter stands. Old Abe, we've this opinion. 

If you say "Come," as citizens of course we're bound to 

Bui then we want to win, you see ; if Slrat^y prevents. 
We wish you'd use the nigger for these here experiments. 

Hereditary bondsman, be should just be made to know 
He'd convenience us uncommon if he'd take and strike a 

The man as will not fight for freedom isn't worth a cuss, 
And its better using niggers up than citizens like as. 



9 this here game cf 



So, Father Abraam, if yon plea 

You'd better take the black men against the white, I 

guess. 
And if yon work the niggers off before Rebellion's slain. 
Which snrely ain't expectable, — apply to us again. 

Shirlev Brooks. 



Trauf ! Tkauf I Tkamf I TtiB Bovs are Marching I 

As we muster for the fray. 

Id our thousands every day. 
By one hope and by one purpose we ate buoyed. 

We will never cease 10 fighl 

Until Ireland claims by right 
Thai sane freedom which so long we have enjoyed. 



U,g,i,zocbyGoO<^le 



PARODIES OF 



Tramp I tramp I tnnp I we bojrs ue marchiiig I 
Ja«iic« lor Irelutd tbere stall be ; 
For beoealb our Leader's flag 
Not a man shall lurk or lag. 
Till old Ireland, like Great BriUiD, shall be free I 
Chtrut. Tramp ! tramp I tramp I vrebojrsaremarcliiiig ' 
Cheer up I the (oes begin to ran I 
See where Gladstone waves the flag. 
And let no man lurk or lag 
Till tbe Battle □( the Ballot-boi ii won I 

Since we last time joined in fight 
Vie have lost some men of might, 
Thanks to envy and to spile and to ill-will ; 
But we need to waste no tejin 
O'er these jealODi muliaeers, 
For we bave our grand old leader, Gladstone, still ! 
Tramp t tramp 1 tramp 1 with bim we're marching t 
Forward t we shall win the day 1 
For we. ml I not flinch nor turn 
'Till with parpose grim and stem 
We have swept the Faper-Uniooists away I 



If we Parli«m«Dl divide. 
By our foes it is implied 
That a fatal risk too surely we shall n 
" ' Is better, we maintain, 



Tool 



I Parliai 



e marching I 



II thereby we can but make it 
Tramp t tramp I tramp t for ibis w« 

Tramp 1 tramp t Gladstone's si our neao. 
And poor Ireland soon to be 
From a Paper-Union free. 
Shall be linked to us by heart and hand instead I 



TnM. July i, 



iSSe. 



MY MARYLAND. 

This song was written in April, i86i, by Mr. James R. 
Randall, a native of Baltimore, and liist pubUshed in J%t 
Ddta, whence it was soon copied into every journal in the 
Southern Staler. 

It ii sung to the tone of a favouiile college lon^ entitled 
"Lauriger Horatiui," which itself ii borrowed firoia a 
German air known as " Tannenbaum, O Taimenbaum." 
Two young ladies. Miss H. Gary and Miss Jennie Cary, 
first set it to music, and sung it to the Coofedeiate troops in 



Maryland I 
Hi* torch ii at thy temple door, 

Maryland t 
Avenge the patriotic gore 
That flecked tbe street* of Baltimore, 
And be the battle-aueen of yoie, 

Haiyland I My Maryland I 

Hark to an exiled *on'* appeal, 

Maryland I 
My Mother-SUIe, to thee I kneel I 
Maryland I 
For life and death, foi woe and weal. 
Thy peerless chivalry reveal. 
And gird thy beauteous limbs with steel, 
Maryland I My Maryland 1 



Thon wilt not cower in tbe dost, 

MaiyUJid! 
Thy beaming sword *hall never rust, 
Maryland 1 
Remember Carroll's sacred iruit. 
Remember Howard's warlike thrust 
And all thy slumberers with the jolt, 

Maryland I Hy Maryland I 

Come ! 'Ti* the red dawn of tbe day, 
Maryland ! 

Come with thy panoplied array, 

Maryland I 

With Ringold's spirit for the fray. 

With Watson's blood at Monterey, 

With fearless Lowe and dashing May, 

Maryland I My Maryland I 

Dear Mother, burst the tyraal'i chain, 

Maryland ! 
Viiginia should not call in vain, 

Maryland I 
She meets her liiters on the plain, 
Sit Semper I 'Tii the proud refrain 
That baffles minions back amain, 

Maryland I 
Arise, in majesty again. 

Maryland 1 My Maryland ! 

Come, for [hy shield is bright and strong, 
Maryland I 

Come, for thy dalliance does thee wron^ 
Maiytand I 

Come to thine own heroic throng. 

Stalking with li1>erty along, 

And cluunt thy dauntless slogan-son^ 

Maryland I My Maryland ! 

I see the blush upon thy cheek, 

Maryland I 

For thou wast ever bravely meek, 

Maryland t 

But lo ) there surges forth a shriek. 

From bill to hill, 7iom cieek to creek. 

Potomac calls to Chesapeake, 

Maryland I My Maryland I 

TUou wUt not yield the Vandal toll, 
Maiyhmdl 

Thou wilt not crook to hi* control, 
Maryland I 

Better tbe fire before thee roll. 

Better the shot, tbe bhkde, the bowl. 

Than cruciiUion of the loul, 

Maryland I My Maryland I 

I hear the distant thunder-hum, 

Maryland t 
The Old Line bogK fife and drum, 
Maryland I 
She is not dead, nor deaf, nor dumb I 
Huzza I she spumi the Nortbern scum t 
She breathes! She hum* I She'll come t 



She'll 



Maryland 1 Hy Maryland t 



It should be mentioned that the metre (with asligfat modi' 
ficatioa); and the style of the poem, are c<^ied from " The 
Karamanian Exile," written 1^ that eccentric genhis, James 
Claience Mangan^ who died in 1S49. 
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The Karkmanian Exile. 
I SEE thee evn in utj dieami, 

Karaman I 
Thjr hnndred hiUi, ihy thonauid Itn 

Kuunan I O Karamni I 



With lines ol light lb; bills and sttea 

Kaiaman I 
So thoa loomesl on my dreams, 

Karaman I O KMunan I 



From ••TheBaUadto/IrOatid.-tdited by E. Hayes, fifth 
edition, vol ii. p. 392, 



The rollowing parody of (he Rebel War song alludei to 
the failure of tbe Southern force* to bold Maryland, the 
object of General Lee's advance noithiward. and which was 
defeated bjr the battles of Sonth Mountain and Antietan. 

Ah me I I've had enough of thee, 

Maryland, my Muyland I 
Dear land, thon an too dear for me, 

Maryland, my Maryland I 
I'll lake the nearest ford and go, 
I'll leave thee, darling, (o the foe, 
But do not let him kick me so, 

Marylind, my Maryland t 

Yoo've daihed my hopes, ungrateful State, 

MaryUnd, my Maryland 1 
Go I bless your sIbts I came too late, 

Maryland, yon understand I 
I meant to dress ron well in black. 
And scar von with the battles tuck. 
Aod I hao icooigta for youi back, 

Maryland, my contraband I 

Ob, where aie Longstreet, Hill and Lee ? 

MaiyUnd, my Maryland I 
And " Stonewall ' Jackson, where ii he t 

MaiyUnd, my Maryland I 
Four coal-lajis streamiog in the breeie, 
And that is all a body sees ; 
Belter than dangling from the trees, 

Maryland, my Maryland I 

Gray geeie are flying south waid, bo I 

Maryland, O Maryland I 
It's getting cold op there, you know, 

Maryland, O Manland I 
I ihonld have thought it rather waim. 
South Mountain yonder took by st 
Antietam yielded in alum, — 



Theee's a I 

That I dread lo think 



m yielded in alum, — 
Maryland, O Maryland 



Blood-red my hand, and dead my heart. 
Native land, my native land I 

Columbia from her grave will start, 

Murder'd land, my murder'd land ! 

Thy flag is like a sword of fire, 

I'll fly, I'll fly its vengeful ire ; 

Beneath its stroke its foes expire, 

Native land, my native land. 



A Liberal Lvric. 
crisis coming on, 

Mary Ann, 
upon, 

Mary Aoiil 
In tbe papera there appears 
Quite enough to raise our fears 
For tbe Ccmmons and lbs Peers I 
Mary Asn I 

For, apart from all the rows, 

Mary Ann I 

And tha sqnabblet, threats, and vows. 
Maty Ana t 

That are sure to emanate 

From the "Gifted, Good, aod Great ;" 

Oh, the Hads will demonstrate ! 
Mary Ann I 

Though tbe delegates seem mixed, 
Mary Ann t 

Aod tbe data is hardly fixed, 

Mary Aon ! 

There will be a meeting, mark ! 

Id that innocent Hrde Park, 

And most likely after dajk, 

Mary Ann ! 

An eolbasiastic crew, 

Mary Ann 1 
But what aim do they pursue > 

Mary Aon! 
Well, I'm sure I cannot say I 
Yet, wherever aaaea bray, 
Fool* are sure to go astray. 

Mary Ann ! 

Ob, oor policy once stood, 

Mary Ann I 

For the nation and its good, 

Mary Ann 1 

Now, alas I it only drains 

From the senatorul brains. 

To be howled in railway traioa. 
Mary Ann I 

There are better timei In store, 
Mary Ano I 

When these wrangling feuds are o'er, 
Mary Aim I 

And an intereat for the Stale 

Have nsnrped this Party prate ; 

But you'll bave some time to wait, 
Mary Aon I 
Bngtand. October 11, 1SS4. 

YAHKBB-IjtHP. 

Nomu Ot4o Cy^onim. 
The deatioed wheel is on thy shor^ 

Yankeeland I 
Its perch ia at thy ample door, 

Yankeeland 1 
Asceod tbe gay exotic goer 
Thai flashed the atreets of Boston o'er, 
And beat tha bonethaksr of yore^ 

Yankeeland, my Yankeeland I 
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Hark to the wootleriDg « 
YaDkeeland ! 
"My mother dear, 1 want awheel," 

Yankeelatid f 
For life and health, for " go " and veal, 
Thy beardless cavaliy reveal, 
And speed their beauteous timbs with steel ! 
Yaokeeland, my Yankeeland I 

They must not tumble io (he dost, 

Yankeeland I 
Their beambg sleel should never rust. 



's appeal. 



That slender finnness you may trust 
Like slender blade* in warlike thrust, 
Held by those numbered with the jast, 
Yankeeland, my Yankeeland I 

Come, for the wheel is bright and strong. 

Yankeeland I 
Cotne, for thy carriance does tbee wrong, 

Yankeeland ! 
Come for thy ^ouog baid m the throng. 
Who stalks with levity along, 
And gives a new key to much song, 
Yukeeland, my Yankeeland I 

This iron forms no tyrant's chain, 

Yankseland I 
Britannia noa sends not in vain, 

Yankeeland I 
She greets her kiodred o'er the main — 
Stick traaaii ! be the wild refrain 
We shout in greeting back again, 

Yankeeland, my Yankeeland I 

Tki Wialing Annual for 18S5, quoted this parody with- 
out any acknowledgment of the source from whence il was 
derived. It was written by Mr. J. G. Dallon, and published 
in his volume of poems enlllled Lyra Bicydiea. Hodges 
and Co., Boston, U.S. 1SS5. There was another cycling 
parody in lAc VmpiniatM3.y $, i886,onthesaineorigiDaI. 
bill not so good as the above. 



HAIL COLUMBIA! 

The new verses to " Hail, Columbia I " wrilten by 

Oliver Wendell Holmes for the American Centenary are as 

"™'" .798. 

Hail, Columbia I Happy land 1 
Home of heroes— Heaven-born band. 

Who fought and bled in Freedom's cause. 
Who fought and hied in Freedom's cause, 
And when the storm of war was gotie 
Enjoyed the peace their valour won. 
Let independence be our boast. 
Ever mindful what it cost : 
Ever grateful for the priie, 
Let its altar reach the skies. 
Firm— united— let a* be. 
Rallying round our Liberty. 
As a band of brothers joined, 
Peace and safety we shall find. 



1887. 



Welcome, fiieods, who one; were (uci. 
Welcome, friends, who once were (bes. 
To all the conquering years have gained 
A nalion't rights, a race unchairM^ I 
Children of the day new bom. 
Mindful of its glonous mom. 
Let the pledge our fathers signed 
Heut to heart for ever bind I 
While the stars of heaven shall bum. 
While the ocean tides reiuni. 
Ever may the circling lun 
Find the Many still are One ! 

Graven deep with edge of steel. 
Crowned with Victory's crimson seal, 
All the world their names shall read ! 
Ail the world their names shall read ! 
Enrolled with his hosts that led, 
Whose blood for us— for all— was shed. 
Pay our sires their children's debt. 
Love and honour — nor forget 
Only Union's golden key 
Guards the Ark of Liberty ! 
While the stars of heaven shall bum. 
White the ocean tides return. 
Ever may the circling son 
Find the Many still are One ! 

Hail, Columbia I strong and free. 
Firm enthroned from sea to sea ! 

Thy march triumphant allll pursue < 
Thy march triumphant still pursue t 
With peaceful stride from tone (0 tune. 
And make the Westero land thine own t 
Blest is the Union's holy ties. 
Let our grateful song arise — 
Every voice its tribute lend — 
In the loving chorus blend 1 
While the stars in heaven shall bum, 
While the ocean tides return. 
Ever shall the circling sun 
Find the Many still are One 1 



EDGAR ALLAN POE. 

Before leaving the American Poets a few 
iupplemental parodies of E. A. Poe may be 
iaserted here. His works were dealt with in 
Volume II. of this collection (Parts 14, 15, iG, 
17, aod 18), but since then, May 1885, several 
excellent parodies of his poems have appeared, 
besides which a few others have come to light 
which had then escaped attention. 

Annahel Let was printed on p. 61, Vol. H., 
the following are some additional parodies 
of it :— 

Dehor AH Lee. 

"Yii a doieo or so of years ago. 
Somewhere in the west coontiee. 
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Thsl a nice girl lived, as jre Hoosiers know 

Bj Ihe Dime of Deboiah Lee: 
Her sisler was loved by Edgar Foe, 
Bui Deborah by me. 

Now 1 was green, and sbc was greea, 

As a snmmer's squash might be. 
And we loved as watmly as olher folks, — 

I and my DeboraJl Lee. — 
Wilh a love ihal the lasses of Hoosieidom 

Coveted her and me. 

But somehow it happened a long lime ago. 

In the aguish West couDlree, 
That a chill Match moming gave the aliakti 

To mj beauliful Deborah Lee ; 
And the grim sleam doctor (drat him !) came 

And bore her away from me, — 
The doctor and death, old paitoers Ihey 

In the aguish countree. 

The angels wanted her in Heaven 

(But they never asked for me). 
And that is the reason, I rather guess. 

In the aguish West countree, 
Thai the cold March wind and the doctor and death. 

Took off my Deborah Lee — 

My beautiful Deborah Lee- 
Prom the warm sunshine and the opening (lower, 

And bore her away from me. 

Our love was as strong as a six horse learn, 

Or the love of folks older than we. 

Or possibly wiser than we ; 
But death, with the aid of doctor and steam. 

Was rather loo many for me ; 
He closed the peepers and sileoced the breath. 

Of my sweelhearl Deborah Lee, 
And her form lies cold in ihe prairie mould. 

Silent and cold — Ah me I 

The foot of the hunter shall press her grave. 

And the prairie's sweet wild flowers. 
In Iheir odorous beauty around it wave, 

Through all the »unny hours. 

The slill bright summer hoars ; 
And the birds shall sing in the tufted grass. 

And Ihe nectar-laden bee. 
Wilh his dreamy hum on his gause wing;S pass, 



akesi 



Yet ori in the hush of ihe dim still nighl, 

A vision of beauty I see, 
Gliding soft lo my bedside. — a phantom of light. 

Dear, beautiful Deborah Lee, 

My bride that was to be ; 
And I wake to mourn thai the doctor and death, 
Aod the cold March wind should slop the breath 

Of my darling Deborah Lee — 

Adorable Deborah Lee — 
That angels should want her up in Heaven, 

Before Ihey wanted me. 

Anonvmous. 
.Imcricaw Paper. 

Camomile Tea. 



A decociioD I knew of which you may know. 

By the name of Camomile lea ; 
A stuff which was brewed wilh no other end 
Than lo plajrue and be drunk by me. 

I was a child, a mere bit of a child. 

When I lived in that cot by Ihe sea ; 
Bal I haled wilh hale which was more than hate 

Thai horrible Camomile Tea. 
A hale which was visible, I have no doubl, 

To the eyes of my — Aunl Magee. 

And this is Ihe reason, I happen to know. 

Why she always was down on me. 
Whenever ! had the least malady, filling 

A tumbler wilh Camomile Tea, 
And drenching me three limes a day with the same — 

The horriblesl bore thai could be— 
And shutting me up in my bedroom for hours, 

Wilh a tract and more Camomile Tea. 

Even now, strange il seems, I have hideous dreams 

Of that horrible Camomile Tea ; 
Of ils taste when I think I still shudder and shrink 

Al the nauseous Camomile Tea; 
And I muse in amaze al thai old woman's croie. 
On the loathing, the loathing I fell in those days, 
When I lived in that col by the sea. 
In Ihal col with my Aunt Magee. 

Piinei'j jWmonoe. 1883. 



"W. E. G." 

Tis not so much as a year ago. 

In Ihis kingdom by ihe sea. 
That a statesman was al the lop of the House 

Known as old W. G. ; 
And this statesman he lived with no other thought 

Than a premier always to be. 

I had a vole — not a faggot -vote — 

In Midlothian by the sea, 
And I gave, with a love Ihal was more than love. 

Thai vote for W.G. ; 
Tho' a vote that the Tories, striving in vain, 

Tried muchly lo win from me. 

The Tories not feeling happy in mind 

Al the Budge*, which was lo be ; 
And this was the reason (as all men know 

In this kingdom by the sea) 
Thai petitions came swarming from every pub. 

And toppled o'er W. G. 

And that was the reason this hurricane came 

In this much-taxed land of the " Free " ; 
Just a row o'er Ihe lax, which completely snuffed oal 

This tree-felling W. G. 
In his dark days a Sunbeam brightened the gloom. 

In the shape of Sir Thomas Urass-ie, 
Who took him a-slarring to " Norroway's " shores — 

To "Notroway" over Ihe sea. 

But my failh got a shake in Bill's l.-uing ways. 
His liquor tax didn't suit me — 
He should have piled it on lo the tea ; 
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Add I've tplit with the " Libs." >1I ovet the ihop, 

And >tick to Lord Ruidotph C. 
And never— no, never — «pun will I vote 

For Ihe Brand old W. G. 
Judf, October at, 1S85. 



Albert HcGki, 



It 



I of yon know, 



not very many yean ago, 

ID ■ city by the tea. 
That there lived a man whom noni 

By the name of Albert McGee ; 
And thii roan he lived with no other tbonghl 

Than to read foi his Math. Degree. 

He was quite a child when he fini came up 

To this clly by the tea. 
But he lead in ■ way that ynu'd scarcely believe 

(For you didn't know Albeit McGee),— 
Id a way that Ihe bejants all agreed 

Wai really friehtful to see. 

And this was the reason he always said no. 

When invited out to a spree 
(His favoorite excuse was ■ very bad cold, 

But that was all fiddle-de-dee). 
And always al midnight his landlady came, 

Bringing him gallons of lea ; 
And he wore wet towels around his head ; 

And he always sat up till thtee. 



The eiaminer, not knowing half so much. 

Envied this prodigy. 
Ves ! that was the leason, I always thought 

<And Albert agreed with me), 
Why he ploughed him, not once bul several times. 

Finally killing Albert McGee. 

Bul his ghost is more persistent by far 
Than Banquo's {Macbeth, Act IIL) 
That appeared lo Macbeth al a spree ; 

And neither Ionics, nor change of air. 
Nor the best advice can set fiee 

That wretched man from the haunting wrailh 
Of the injured Albeit McGee. 

For at night in his dreams be freqaently screams, 

••Go away, dear Mr. HcGeel'' 
And at mom he wilt rise with bloodshot eyes, 

And the very first Ihing he will see. 
There, silting down by the side of his bed 
With several towels around his head. 

And an Algebra laid on its knee. 

Is Ihe spectre of Albert McGee I 



E. A. Poe's " The Bells " was printed on p. 
75, Vol. II. The following are some additional 
parodies :— 

The Swblls. 



What % mai* of snobbery their toggery loitells 
How they snigger, snigger, taigger 

In the spicy air of day 
At the ^rU who cnl a figure 
Od tbeirhorses — looking tngger 

And particDlarly gay. 
In a trot, troi, trot 
All about one tpol 
To the luper-admi ration, that so admirably tetls 
Of Ihe avrells, swells, swells, twellt, 
Swells, swell*. Iwellt, 
And the langhing and the cbalTuig of the iwells. 

Here's the op'ra and the iwall^- 
Fall dresi awalls 
What ■ iMte for music each swell's conotenance 
foitelts 

With their pretty well gloved paws 
How tbe^ lap oiit their applause 
At the prima donna's notes 

All in time. 
While the liquid mosic floats 
Till it filters in their mouths and down thdr throau 
Oh, SDblima I 
Oh, what are the gal'ry yell* 
To the gush of bravos that anuimoosly well* I 
On the belles- 
How it dwells I 
On Ihe singer — how it tells I 
Oh the rapture it impels 
Does the rapping and the Upping 
Of the swells, swells, swells. 
Of the swells, swells, swells, swells. 
Swells, swells, swells. 
Doe* the calling and the bawling of Ihe swells. 

Here's a drawing-room of swells — 
Grand swellsl 
What a world of slowness their society compels 
In the brilliincy of night 
Don't we instantly take fright 
At the melancholy drawling ol their tone ? 

Lisping throagb their tender throats 
Dwelling on their upper notes 

All their own — 
That we plebeianic people 
Would be rather in a steeple 

Alt alone 
Than be list'ning, tist'ning, list'ning 
To their dreary monotone ~ 
Or elsewhere at some grand christ'ning 

Where the children shriek and groan. 
They are never never cheery. 
Ever iia" Lord Dundreary " 

Always dolls 
And the best among them lolls 
And woman exiolls — 

Lolls 
Id the presence of the belles 
And his lisping voice it tell* 
Of the beauty cf (he belles 
Who delight to dance with swells 
Keeping time, lime, lime 
In a manner quile sublime 
To the joy of both the swells 

And Ihe belles ; 
KeKring time, time, time 
Wiih exactiltide most phme 
To (he sqnaeiing by (he swell* 

Of the beUe*. belle*, belles. 
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To the pleasiDg of the belles 

KeepioK timB, time, time 

Oh ye iwells, awelts, iwells, 

la a vay that'i moit tublluM 
To the throbbing of the belle*, 
or the beUe*, belle*, belles. 
To the bobbing oif the swells. 
Of the swells, swells, swells. 
Swells, swells, swells. 
To the Deatiue gnkd the pleasure of the twells. 

T. F. Dillon Ciokbr. 
^t Boyal Dnniatie CoO^ AimuaL July, iSGS. 

Thb Polls. 

Hbak the sutemenl* of the Polls, 

Of the Polls t 

What a world of partisans their pablishiog conwles I 

How they've nailed, waited, waited 

In tbe momiiig or the night 
Till the net result is staled, 
When they scamper ofl elated 

With delirious delight ; 
And they hip, hip, hip, 
Hip-hniiah, and dance and skip 
With the supererogation of a lot of frisky foala 
From the Polls. Polls, Pol1^ Polls, 
Polls. Polls, Polls. 
From their triumphs of the Ballot and the Poll*. 

Hear the totals of the Poll*, 

Of the Polls I 
What a larn official ttafl their adding-np enrols ■ 
After breakfast or at night 
How they count with all their might. 
Sorting papery checking note* ; 

And, ere 'lis done. 
How the acTutiniier gloats 
As he pounces down on spoilt or unmark'd voles 

One by one 1 
Then they end their calculation , 
And at last is made the long'd-fbr declaration : 

How It rolls. 

How it trolls 
O'er tbe human heads in sboals. 
Which— Whig, Radical, and Tory- 
Press round to hear the iitory 

Of the Polls, 
0( tlie Polls, Poll*, Polls. Polls, 

Polls, Polls, Polls, 
The story and the sequel of the Polls 

Oh, the troubles of the Polls, 
Of the Polls 
What a heap of candidates must find themselves in holes t 
How they treicble with aflright 
For the verdict of the night. 
Till the knell of their (IiBcom6lure i( tolls I 

Then they prate of promised votes 
With the huskiest of throats. 
And they haul their luckless agents o'er the coals ; 
And they give so many reasons for not having reached tfaeir 
goais, 

That we giadually weary of the Polls, 
And, perceiving one objection. 
To a General Election, 
We bedn to dread the mention of the Polls, 
Of the Palls, Polls. Polls. Polls, 

PolU, Perils, Polls, 
This persistent iteration of the Polls I 
The St. Jam^'t Qaitttt. December 8, iSSj. 



Thb Bills. 
O TRB seaioD of the bills— 
Tradesmen's bills t 
What a quaking in my bosom the sight of them Instil* I 
How uey flutter, Bnlter, flutter, 

In upon me day and night I 
Itom between my half-closed shutter 
T can hear their bearers matter 
They be blowed if it's "all right I" 
U the bills of Chriitmas time t 
I feel positive that I'm 
Quite bilioui grown with terror that tbe Protean shape inslib 
Of the bills, bills, billi- 
Of the never-ending deluge of the bills. 

O the never«nding bills, 
Chriitmas bilu, 
For the mince-raes, puddings, pastry, things which faring • 
thousand ilu 

In thor train 1 
How they still come on me flockjng. 
With hateful " figures " mocking 

My daied brain. 
And — afa, who's Ifasi I bear knocking? 
Oh, it's pasitively shocking — 
Doctor Squills t 
With his recipes of powders, black drai^fats, pill*, 
To be followed by his bills, 
Phpc biUi, 



Funnj/PWtt. January 3, iS86. 



Thb Slkich Bblls. 
Hua the sleigh-belle, how )he chtiters 

With her b^u I 
How the chaKere, chatters, chattos. 
Of innumerable mallen, 
While the horse's heel bespatters 

Her with snow t 

See tbe sleigb-belle with her lover t 

How they feel 
Like a pair of colts in clover. 
This ileigh-belle and her lover, 
Underneath the dainty cover 

Of tbe seal I 

See the people stand and stare 

At tbe UUe, 
As, with loosely Bowing hai^ 
And a smile b^rond compare. 
She is speeding through the air 

With a iwdC 

Oil, such weather suits for tidii^ 



And such merty, merry sliding. 
With her fifteen fiugers hiding 
In hei muff I 
Hu Topical Tiwta. March tj, iS86. 



Autumn Bblls. 
Hbak the bakers with the bells— 

Muflin bells t 
What domestic hapless tbeii netody foretell 
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How tliejr linkle, tinkle, tinkle, 
Al the mul appeus in light. 

With ■ mouth that's all a-wiinkle. 

And an eye that's all a-twinkle 
With a dcmoa-like dcUshl. 

Keeping time, time, time. 

In a lort of Babby rhyme, 
To the tinlinnabnlalion liut so musicallv swells, 
Wth his yells, yells, yells, yells, yells, yells, yelb— 
How we tolerate the torluie of those yelli I 

Am. OclobvT, 1886. 



Hear the damatoui church bells t 



focelelli i 

How tbey jinfle. jingle. jingU, 

Every rooming, noon, and night. 
Till I'm sure their deafening ring'll 
Make my ears for ever tingle. 



And my peace of mind quite blight 
Hear their dODg-doDg-dong, 
Like a cracked old Chineae gong ! 



Oh, that IbtinabahUioo's worse than all the street 

Oh, the beUs, bells, bells. 
The jingling and the jangling of the bells 1 

Hear the Rilaalistic bells. 
Ceaseless bells \ 
What a discord most dislractiog in theii noisy cUppers 
dwells. 

Ere ba< come the moming light, 
I awaken in a fright 
Al their dong-dongHjong. 
For 'tis matins all days long. 
Till they ring for eveniong. 
Or 'lis Little Bethel's Bells 
That from opposition steeple 
Call the other kind of people. 
Oh, the bells, bells, belb. 
What a honor in me dwells 
While the ear distinctly telU, 
As the noise now ebbs, now swells. 
That there's madoeis in the clangour of the belts. 

Belli, bells, bells. 
In the nevei-ending Babel of the belb I 



Fun. June 13, 1887. 



C. H. Waring. 



Thb Christmas Party. 

The Btc^iott. 
Oh, the meeting of the Belles, uid the greeting of the swell* ! 
How the merry maidens chatter 
While the men haw-haw and Salter, 
And how roguish Cupid weaves his magic spells I — 
Happy Belles I 

Tie ^Danee. 
Oh, the *kip[Miig of the Swells, and the trip[Mng of the 



skippmi 
Belle) I 



As couples, clasped, advancing 
In the whirling, twirling, dancing. 
The merry laogh all itarchiness dispell — 
Solemn Swells I 

The Supper. 
Oh, the flirting of the Belle!i, the diverting of the Swelli I 
How roemoty fondly linfien 
On a Mcunre of the fingers. 
And thod^t upon a whispered nothing dwells I 
Foolish BeUei t 

I%e J)«parfure. 
Oh, the parting from the !iwelli, the heart- 
Belleil 
Pledging no surcease of-soirow 
Till the D 



le meeting 01 






SweUsI 



The Bills. 

See the postman with the bills — 
New Years biUs 1 

What a world of tribulation 
Now theii sending out fullils I 
How tbey rankle, rankle, rankle 
In the startled dreams of night. 
As the creditors' procession. 
Of the chamber takes posseation. 

With a brutalised delight ; 
Calling "Time I" " Time I " "Time!" 
In a sort of ptiie-ring rhyme. 
To the dark and deep demnilion 
That so gradually kills. 
From the bUls, bills, bills, bills, bills. 
From the tailors' and the batters' little bills- 
Bills I 

Bills t 



The Unpin. January 7, i 
A parody entitled C^ri'i 



I "Pipinns 

, , . . Bradbl 

t & Ca, 1868. Another, entitled me YiUt, 

written for recitation by Mr. John C. Morgan, of Ken- 
mure Road. Hackney, and published by him, at the 
moderate price of one penny. These are too long to give 
in full, and extracta would not convey a fair idea of to^r 



" The Raven " was given on p. 17, Volume 
II., followed by numerous parodies. Since 
1885 many others have been written, princi- 
pally on political topics, but unfortunately poli- 
tical parodies are, as a rule, of only ephemeral 
interest. Consequently only a few of the best 
will be given complete, with extracts from 
some of the others. 

An Afpbal. 
Once upon a midnight dreary, GUbert pondered weak and 

weary. 
Thinking of a cnrioas title his new Comic Opera for. 
When a volume from bim Singing, auddsnly there ••rm if a 

ringing. 
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Ai of someone madly clingiog to the bell at hii frontdoor; 
"It is D'Oyly Carte," he muttered, " nngiog at my big 
froDl door. 

Merely this and oothiof; more." 

Polc[Dg then the glowing ember, for 'twas cold as bleak 

E>«cember, 
Gilbert «aid "Ab, I remember in the olden time of yore. 
Yea, and (ball forget it never, though I were to live for 

How 1 vainly did eodeavour once to see my 'Pinafore,' 

Sat and suffered awful anguish in the stalls at ' Pinafore,' 

Just that once, but nevermore." 

"For the feeling — sad, uncertain — at the rising of tbe 

Tbritled me, filled me with such terrors, thai a solemn 

oath I swore, 
Aod the oath have oft repeated, that thougb kings and 

qaeens entreated, 
I would ne'er again be seated in the stalls as once before, 
Tliere to try and see the piece through, as I tried to do 

Now to do so nevermore." 
Open here was flung the portal by a pompons powdered 
Who then ushered Mr. Cane In, as be oft bad done be- 
Not a moment slopped or stayed he, but asliiihIobeisaDce 

made he, 
And in voice of thunder said be, "Mr. Carte" — then 

slammed tbe dour, 
And in tones stentorian said he, "Mr. Carte,"— then 

slammed tbe door. 

Only this and nothing more. 

Mr. Carte iben said quite coolly, "Mr. Gilbert, tell me 

Have you fonnd a proper title our new Comic Opera for ? 
Tell this soul with sorrow laden, as you hope to goto 

Have you really, really made 'un? Tell, O tell me, I 

implore 1 
Tell me what its fiiony name is — lell, O tell me, I im> 

Answered Gilbert— "Rnddygoret " 

Carte uprose, alarmed, astounded, by this title much 

confounded. 
Pot this word of dreadful meaning such a world of horror 

And he said, "This title gruesome, I fieel very sure will 

do some 
Injuiy, and we Shalt lose some thousands ere this piece is 

Such a name will surely ruin both your words and Arthur's 

Therefore change it, I implore." 

Then said Gilbert, calmly smoking, " D'Oyly Carle, you 

mnsi be joking ; 
I bave never (bund a title that I liked so much before. 
For it gives the play the seeming of a drama that is teem- 

Wilh deeds of blood all streaming, which the people gloat 

Of those deeds all grim and ghastly that the people gloat 

Therefore be it Roddygore." 



And with title so unfitting, people still aro nightly ntling 

In tbe gallery, stalls, and boxe^ from tbe ceiling to tM 
floor; 

And alibough tbey can't help glancing at D. Lely when 
he's dancing. 

Think Miss Brandram's song entrancing and give Gross- 
smith an encore, 

Still a 



The Fatt MaU Gaietle. 

About a week iftei the pioduction of Buddygtrt (Jannaiy, 
1SS7), when both the opera and its title were heineadveiscly 
ciilicised. Mi. Gilbert jocularly remarked : '*I propose 



An AsrisT's Ravin', 
{Apro-Pot ofihi Soyal Academy Exhihtitn.) 
In lay studio, listless, dieaiy. 



■^"£3/: 



Over bespi of washy sketchcB I bod painted years belore. 
Suddenly there Ome S tapping 
(A carious wild mercurial tapping). 
'Twos tbe postman's double rappmg, 

" ~ pping at the bie (lont door. 
Only this, and nothing more. 

But it brought to me a feeliiiB 
Ever growing — never he»ling — 
"Still sogenlly o'er me slealiofr," 

Which I'd often felt befaie. 
rbe Academy weie sending 
Round those cards, those nevei.ending 
Monitors to the offending 

Limneis they'd turned out before. 
This it was — and nothing more. 

As I sal there, half demented. 
Our Jemima Ann presented 
Several tellers which were left me by thai postman at the 

And amongst them lay the verdict 
The Academy had sent me, 
And I swooned upon the flooi — 

Simply this — and nothing num. 

Rising, on the veigc of madness. 
Should I— eoorting joy or sadoesi — 
Find it DOW liy buiiiting open the portentous seal it bore f 
Or. in frenEV. should I burn it. 



Lno It now oy ourbimg open inc po 
Or, in fieniy, should I burn it, 
Or to the R. A. 's "■ 



ir secrecy implore — 

'their foigivenesa — Evermore I 



Might be lurking m the missive I've adverted to t^efbrei 
Should I teadeily unfokl it, 
And in trembling digits hold it 
To confront me Eveimoie 

With its verdict— Evennore I 

Musing thus, I opened wide the 

Envelope, and looked inside the 

Deep at>yss, and found a curious card I'd MTC* Ken b«fa 



Google 
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Twu the vwniihhi^ pemiHian 
Fat Ihe coming Exhibition I 
M«f I Rel it— Eveiroote ; 

Be tccepted— Evennore t 
Amny AJt>. 



On Octobei 31, 1SS6, He WtMg DitpatA (London), 
pnbliihed fi« paiodiei on the " R«ven " »enl in f<>t compe- 
tition. The prite of two guioeu m* awarded to the 
following! — 
Once bencalb ■ tree at Hawuden, while I pondered in my 

Over manv a quaint and cnrioni volume of Homeric lore. 
While I nodded, nearl; napping, came a ncnie like diitant 
tapinng, 
0[ ihilielaght gently lapiung, on the verdant Shannon 

"•Til more Irishmen," I mntleted, "from the verdant 
Sbaimon ihote— 

Home Ruleii, and nothing morel" 



In a ilale of agitation, I lought lome vaticination 
Which ihonrdtbow IB- '"^ .....--- . 



le if the nation would their G.O.M. 



If Ae public tbeii old leadet would to place and power 

Once again, or nevermore. 

Once again I heard the lapping ; then, hii ebon jhoiod* 
flapping. 
O'er the wall there flew a Raven, of the stormy days of 
yoie. 
An old iHid of aspect cheeky, with a croak extremely 

And a bill eittemety "Beaky," and a curl that hang 

Ijbe the cnrl once wom by Diuy, which, yon know, hung 
down before. 

And he croaked out " Nevermore 1" 



tufted P 
■' Wretch !" I cried, " fttmi distant Berlin, 
moustache from tvirlin' ; 
Tell me, for my brain is whirlin', will the Fate* my power 

Will die disMdents aurrender and once more my power 
Quoth the Raven, "Nevermore!" 
J. C. Rose. 
Highly commended : — 
Ohcb upon an erening dreary, as I pondered woro and 

Over many a dusty packet of unsettled bills of yore, 
As I sat sercDely rocking, thinking il was very shocking. 
Suddenly I heard a knocking — knocking al my study 

" Tismy tailor gay," I muttered, " kitoclung at my sindy 



Only this, and nothing mote." 



Ah t distinct my recollection, fbi I had a chest affectioit— 
Out of cash -and in dejection I was gating at the Boot J 

Vainly I bad tried to borrow half-a-crown 10 meet the 
morrow. 
But discovered, to my toiiow, none would trtut me any 

From the too-confiding butcher to my tailor, t 

They would tr 



He, mysleni, relentless tailor, whom, I fear, I bated 
ade a most polite oration — didn't show the least 



"T«lor,"criedI. "Imp of evil! Tailor still, 01 else the 
Devil, 
Whether Satan sent Uiee— whether 'bo* thy body hither 

Standing in thy fiock-coat braided on my carpet very faded- 
Having ihis my den iovaded, tell me truly, I implore." 
Is there, i* there iruit no longer ? Tell me, truly, I 

Quoth Ihe tailor, " Nevermote I" 

F. B. DOVBTON. 



"JOI" AFTSR POB. 

A CKaiiAtrlainiati Drtam, 

Oncb upon a midnight dreary, while I pondered weak and 

Over many a quaint and cuiioul volume of Midlothian 

While 1 s[udied-~deeply napping— luddenly there came a 
tanring. 
As of some one gently rapping with something wooden 

on the dooi. 
" 'Til some Radical," 1 murmured, ' with a cudgel al the 

Waiting ibr me — itotbiog more." 

Presently my views grew broader g " it must be that great 
marauder. 
The big and hurly-burly Harcourt, sturdy limb of Ic^ 

Ye*, 'lis he of frame Titanic, massive jowl, and tnect 
Satanic, 
That puU his foei to flight and panic when he occupies 

the fioor. 
Or perhaps it's Gladstone coming meekly pardon to 
implor^ 

" Tbii it il, and nothing more." 

Back I dashed the dour, half craiy— had my wits turned 
mad or haiy — 
For io there stepped a pompous raven, full of paunch and 
sleek galore. 
And his look was grave and crafty, neither smiled, noc 
looked, nor laughed he, 
Al he slowly strutted past m^ perchiiq; o'er my cbanbet 

Perched upon ■ bust of Schnadhotsl— Mmewbal broken- 

Crcalcing " Caucus," nothing moce^ 
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"Krd," I cried, " with vdce 10 niucou — Iboa who pnlett 

or thU CtDCUl 

(Which oDcc my uishni pni*« ud pceiidentiil bononi 

Know that we're the Liberal put;, mad ay brothen Dick 
and Arty, 
We «re the leaden— we — and Harif. And you dull 

TetQni no more 
Unteu jooi vows and Griod Old Leader yon throw over 
and ig[n(ne. 

'Til all we ask foi—DothlDg more." 

" Prophet," cried I, "thing of evil, prophet itill, if bird or 
devil. 
Whether Gladicone lent or lent thee thai to guide me 
back to shore. 
Thro* thai cloud the fntuie veiling, lay which way my bark 
Ie Hiling? 
Are our eCtorti unavaitioE^ Shall I ever hold once mote 
M^ old poiition in oar party? Tell me, tell me, I 

"Morley," quoth he, twlhing mor& 

" Pe that word otu aign of parting, lurd or fiend ;" I cried, 
uptlarliDg ; 
" All our confcnntial meelines only Mrre to part nl more. 
Gel IBee gone with thii defiance Iho' we have no real 

reliance. 
In the itrength of our affiance — for 'lii rotten to the core — 
This our aim, our hidden purpose, we don't want to crou [he 

floor." 

" Gladatone." cioaked he. nothing more. 

Bui that ri 



And whcD Pamelliles decrying, and stem commoD-senie 

All my former self belying, tbe ihadow steab aciosi the 

floor, 
The prescience of a Dissolution itealiog darkly o'er the 

Annihilation, nothing more. 

W. L. 

(Bevat veritM emillei. ) 

PallMiOigaitttt. April 13, 18S7. 

The Vankbb CkypTocBAH. 
A Tak of ShalutptaTt't Baeoit. 

Ohck within m aunimn dnuy, while I poodsred weak 

and weary, 

Of the only actren playing in my half-fn^otten tor^ 

While I nodded — nearly napping, which la soinething ofl 

doei happen. 

Whan some actors try tbe lapping, tapping of my written 



muttered, " Nol hit writing." 
been said before. 

Only this, and nothing more. 



Open then I flung the shutter, and with many a flirt and 
Batter, 
In there stepped a lengthy Yankee trom Colombia's 



a instant flopped 



Not the least obeisance made be, nol a 
or stayed be ; 
But with baste like all the Yankees, wrote a bookahout 

my plays ; 
Wrote that it was Francii Bacon who had written all 
my plays. 

Wrote and wrote, and nothing more. 

Then the Yankee scribe be([uiling all my sad sool into 
smiling 
By the queer and ilrange arrangement of the nonsense 
that be wrot& 
"Tbough Ifay pate's nnahom, aoshaveQ, thou," I said, 
must be a craven, 
Ghaally, grim, and lengthy Yankee, wandering from 

Atlantic's shore. 
Tell me what thy lordly name is on the night's Bacooisn 

" Donnelly, and nothing more." 

Then the Yankee creatnre, holdicg Bacon s bast, spoke 

One l^ig word, as if bis loal in that one word be did 



una fi 
flattered. 
Till I scarcely n: 



e than mattered, 



I pamphlet e 
'' Other men wi 



Startled at the stillness broken by the word* so oddly spoken, 
"Doabtless," said I, "what he atlers is his only stock 
and store. 
Caught from an unhappy master, who some (hocking brain 

Turned into a poetaster, till his thoughts one burden 

Till the echoes of his thoughts one melancholy bmden 

Of Crypto — cryptogram 1 " 

Then methought the air grew denser, perfomed by an on- 

Swnng by creainres whoM lootUUt tinkled on the taf ted 
floor. 
Romeo cried, " Shakespeare hath sent me, to the world 
A« lent me, 
Showing through me aodjnliet how it is troe lovers love. 
Leave, oh leave thy stupid fiction, and forget (bis crypl- 
ogt»m." 

Quoth tbe Yankee " Nevermore." 

" I am Richard I Man of evil I Hero still, thongh fiend 

and devil I 
Whether tempter sent, or ill wind blew tbee to oar shore ; 
Take my word — me all undannted— see Macbeth on ground 

enchanted. 
Poor Macbeth by Banquo bauntad — see them with a 

hundred morel 
Hamlet and bis murdered sire I L.ea*e him, leave him, 

I implore." 

Quoth the Yankee " Nevermore." 

Said Orlando, " Thins of evil I Yankee man. be civil I 
By the heaven that bends atxiveas, by the God we both 

''Tell this sool all loving-laden, do yon think thai Francis 
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Leave m' 



Coold have made a uinied maiden, like the one called 

Rotalind ? " 
Made a fair and ladiaat maiden like lo Shaketpcare'* 

RosBliad 7" 

Qaoth tbe Yankee "Cryptogram." 

"Be that word odt sign ofpartiog, Yankee fiend," I 
thrieked, apstaTting ; 
" Get thee back to Sampson Low's, or ; our own Atlantic 

proof-sheet ai a token o( the lie that jroa ha*e 

ve my glory still nnbtoken, take that bail withont 

Take tby bonk from off the preia, and that bait without 
my door. " 

Quoib the Yankee "Nevannoro." 

And that Yankee never silting, stilt is flitting, still i* 
flitting. 
With tbe pallid bast of Bacon to and from bis printer's 

And his tale has all the seeming of a madman who is 
dreaming. 
And the Crypto o'er bim streaming, holds him wriggling 

on the floor 
And bis book from out that Crypto wriggling with bim 
on tbe floor 

Should be pablisbed — Nevermore I 
( Bigkl verMt» omitted. ) 

Itbobibl. 
Hu Topical Tiniu. December 3, 18S7. 

Mr. Donnelly's ingtnioDS, but absurd, theory that what 
we call Sbakespeare't play* were written by Bacon, has been 
utterly demolished by Dr. Nicholson, in "No Cipher io 
Shakespeare" (London,T. Fisher Unw in.) Thetheorywu 
alio miMt amniingly parodied in Tin ComliiU Magatiiu for 
August, tSSS. fn an article entitled " Who wrote Dickens's 



they w 



A Vision- 



Ohcb witbin my little study,* while (he firelight gleaming 

Threw fantastic lights and shadows on the wall and on 
the floor, 
I was thinking of two nations that for many Kenerations 
Had known nought bnt deadly hatred and contentions 

Nought but deadly strife and hatred and contentions 
tadandsorc^ 

Going on for evermore. 

And I thoDght, all this is blameful, 'tis not only sad but 
shameful, 
All this plundering and oppresnngand this spilling lakes 
of gore, 
*Tis the nation that is stronger that has been tbe other's 
wronger. 
Let her play this part no longer, bnt this cruelty give 

Tarn 10 ways cf love and kindness, and thin cruelty giva 

And have peace for » 



• Ifr. Sd1Ut*ii>s plsTtDl nuu 
* wu tr«Md wltli ■ UtUa I 



tor hit nil In Tollmniire nol, « 
IS saverlty tliu som* «( liD ti 



While unto myself thus speaking, on the stairs I heard a 

creaking 

As of someone softly sneaking up to listen at the door ; 

Then said I, "You need not fear me. youcan just come in 

and hear me. 

Take a seal or stand a-neai me, let ns talk this matter 

'Tia a grave and serious subject, let us talk it calmly 

Then I opened svide the door. 



white of visage, tall and 
le and stood upon tbe 



Then a being thin and shanky, 1 

Looking ill at ease and cranky, c 

floor; 
In his hands some keys he dangled, keys that harshly 

clinked and jangled. 
And over bis right optic a large pane of glass be wor^^ 
When it fell, he slowly raised it, and replaced it a* 

This be did and nothing more. 

" Now," swd I, the shape addressing, " don t you think 
'twould be a blesung 
If this Anglo-Irish conflict coming down from days of 

If this age-long woe aod sadnen could be changed to 



And the holy ties of friendship could be knit from shore 

to sbora 
And no words bnt words of Idndness pass across from 

shore to shore 1" — 

Qaoth the lank one, " Tnllamore." 

At this word I marvelled trnly, for it seemed to come 

As a misplaced exhibition of his geographic lore : 

So my thread of thought resuming, I said, "There are 

dangers looming 
Over England's wide dominion that 'tis useless to ignore. 
What shall strengthen and sustain her when the battle- 

tbnnders roar ? " 

Answer made be, " Tullamore." 

Then said I, " Acroes the waters Enn's bjlhful sons and 
daogbters 
Now have fierce and bitter memoiies baming in each 
bosom's core. 
Tbink what peace and joy would fill thara and what 
happiness would thrill them 
If but England yielded freedom to tbe land that they 

If she spoke the word of freedom to the land ber souls 

Bnt Ut word was " Tullamore;" 



"Think," said I, "of England's masses; everyday that 
o'er them puses 
Hears their murmurings and complainings swelling 
louder than before. 
They object— and 'tis do wonder— to the rule of force and 
plnnder 
That so long bas kept tbem under, squeezing blood from 

every pore — 
Have you any word of comfort that their patienca may 



His reply was " Tnllamorcb" 
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From m; visioD quick be glided ; In my heart I then 

decided 
Thai it this wai England'i message by this popinjay 

brought o'er, 
She had missed a chance of glory that would brighten all 

But, I said, tbat lanky Tory was a bnmbug and a bore ; 
These words from both the peoples soon will ring from 
shore to shore— 

" We are friends for evermore." 
From " Priacn Fotma \ or, Lays of Tullamore " by T. 
D.Sullivan. M.P. (Lord Ma>-or of Dublin). Dublin Nation 
Office, Middle Abbey Street. i8S8. 

On August ig, iSSS, 7Ae Wttkly' DitpatA (London) 

Published five competition parodies on the sa^ae topic, 
he following won the priie of Two Guineas : 

TULLAHORB, 

Ys who Erin's history dreary oft have poodered, ibamed 

and weary 
Of our Saxon sway's ioglorioua volume of unrighteous lore; 
Castle knaves her sons entrapping, cruel laws her vigour 

sapping. 
Vampire landlords ever lapping at the blood her bosom 

Weep t iot Mandeville is martyred, stilled the hero heart 

Done to death in Tnllamore I 

Ah, distinctly we remember peasants, thmst, in bleak 

December, 
From the peat-Ere's smouldering ember, wandering on 

the barren shore, 
Shivenngly to wait the morrow, vainly to attempt to 

Solace and surcease of sorrow — sorrow for their homes of 

For the poor dismantled cabins tbat they named their 
bomet of yore — 

Thdr one shelter, Tnllamore I 

Tyrant Balfour Islaveofevill TyraoisiillifmaDor devil I 
Whether Satan tent, or whether Cecil set thee at her door. 
Erin's sons, who, alt undaunted, bear thy tinsel bravery 

vannted. 
See their isle coercion-haunted — yet their patriots' live* 

Is there, it their hope of respite? Tell a*, tell ns, we 

Croaks brave Balfour, "Tnllamore." 

And brave Balfour, venom spitting, chief in council still is 

sitting. 
While the pallid foce of Dillon smiles behind his prison 

For he sees, beyond all seeming, Erin's dawn of Justice 

beaming. 
Knows that when the daylight streaming throws its 

radiance o'er her shore 
Erin's soul from out thy shadow, that now desecrate* her 

Shall be lifted, Tnllamore 1 

Sakuel Uapirau. 
The following parodies are scarcely of suf- 
ficient interest to be included : — 

' ' Lyrics and 



Tkt Saving, in "Dublin Doggerels," by Edwin Hamilton 

M.A. Dublin, C. Smyth. 1877. 
A parody on "The Raven," by Miss H. B. Wiotlow, in 

Graham's Migasine for June, 184S, Philsdelphia. 
Sequels to Poe's " ftaven," A number of these were pob- 

lished in TrttlK, October 8, and November 19, 1885. 
r* Ltgenit of ytBavm, in "The Yoriahireman's Comic 



the Christmas Number of "The World." 

1S85. Political. 
JottpK and (V ■' Oiu-ciu " Battn. " Truth," August 35, 

1SS7. Political. 
Tht Corel ef a Cat. " Newcastle Weekly Chioniele. " May 

ji, 1887. 
Nevennert. "TroeBlue." January ag, 1887. Political. 
Dunravtti. " Punch." February 19, 1887. Political. 
HitHmmtidLifaaat, "Bridgend Chronicle." May 13, 1887. 
TlieDirgt of Dtad LtUtrt. "The Porcupine," September 

"7. ' " 



Chkistmas Boxes. 
(4/ta- E. A. Paa'a Una "Fos Anmie.") 
Thank heaven I the naisance 

Is over and past — 
The fierce Christmas Boxers 

Came eager and fast. 
Bat my purse fall of silver 
Is emptied at UsL 

The scavenger— hang him I 
Who howled " Duit ahoy t " 

The laiy and blundering 
Telegraph boy ; 

The lame crossing sweeper 
Came "wishing me joy." 

The turncock was grinning 

" Merry Christmas " — what staff I 

Hit overpaid Company 
Charge me enough ; 

And the sweep too's a claimant. 
All sooty and gruff. 

The postman, who often 

Delivers next door 
The note that should teach me 

A whole day before, 
Remindi me, the vulet, 

" 'Tis Chrutmai once mori^" 

I've tipped the lamplighter 

lliough dark is my road ; 
Remembered coal heavers. 

Though paid with each load — 
Even poor-rate collectors. 

Who no mercy showed. 

And 01 of all tortures 

That torture the worst. 
The Waits I who awoke me 

From sweet slnmtier nurst, 
And made the night hideous 

With discord accursL 



JfiMiuAine. January 8, 1S87. 
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Sib the lidiet, lodiei on}y. 

Scattered looeljr 
Through the empty looin and chill, 

Ladiei chatting each with olbei. 

Wife and mother, 
Ladiei potior, poiing ilill I 

And their talk ia faint and chUljr 

Almost lUljr I 
Chattel about son and rain. 

Chatter about babj'i teething, 

HeaTf breathing — 
Wretched wee thine ' — and hit pain. 

Talk about the latett 1I017, 

Gay or gorr. 
Bhfdt or brunt ha* chanced to ikjm. 

Talk of afabe^ talk of venei. 

Talk of Nnnei, 
Nuraei, Babj, — more of kim '. 

Thii, all thii keeps going, gcnng, 

Orerflowing, 
Broken b; a plaintive moan ; 

Lnckleu little ladiei drcaiy. 

How joa weary, 
Mow yon weaiT all alone I 



To Willi AK. 
(±t an iiiHn«iiM diitantx a/Jtr Pet.) 
William, thy "glamour" iitome 
Like theK torpedo baiki that oft 
Go forth OD the anTinlaged sea 
Fresh from the jrards of Tfaomycrofi ; 
Tbeii mission— (o blow ihipi aloft ! 

Through frantic speeches wont to foam, 
Tb* tongue, that conld not be at peace. 

Ha* btonght us, for the " Rule " cJled " Home," 
To barter fame that matched with Greece, 
And grandeur more than dwelt in Rome. 
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Have wrecked the bad t 
The Balvrdaj/ Sevitw. May 8, 1886. 



On April 38, 1886, The DaUy Newt (LontJon), 
published the foUoving ctmous stoiy about 
E. A. Poe :— 

"TklNaf Fori Oritie bai nnearthed a stoiy from Tht 
Ditpatth of Kokomo about the youth of the suthoi of 'The 
Raven.' Theredwell* a man in Kokomo (Ind.) whose grand- 
father kept a t&veni in Chesterfield, near Richmond (Va.). 
The story states that, at the Chesleifieid (Bvem, a dissipated- 
looking young man presented himself one evening about 
fifty years ago, and asked for a bedroom. When the servant 
went to call him in the morning he had disappeared, without 
the pro*«ic ceremony of settling bis bill. In place of that 
he had left a book with & poem written on Ibe flyleaf ' as 
legible as print.' Now Edgai Poe's bindwiiting was as 



decide whether il 



k the light 
Of the laughing atari, Bod framed bet 

In a smile of white. 



Moonshine, and they bronght her to m« 
In a solemn nighL 
Here the angels and the absurd sonotooi name 
and the midnight, are all very like Edgar Poe'* 1 
very like Us usual sentiment is the conclnalon, when 
Hy Leonainie drifted 
From me in a dream. 
Bnt whether ibe resemblioces are beyond the reach of 
parody it were rash to proDonnce." 

During his lifetime the inward applicatioQ of spirits had 
a very bad effect upon Poe, and since his death ipiril* have 
' ' } injure his reputation. It wai bad enough fot 



"yS 



Mill 

their melodious tvaddle as . 
poems were noosense, it i* true, but nonsense m 
educated persons. Whereas a work, publiibed in I 
twenty years ago, purporting to have been dictated by the 
spirits of decnised authors, contained a poem by the ghost 
of Poe which is ooteworthy for the absence of any icitse, 
and for the presence of grammatical errors which Poe, when 
living, would never have perpetntcd. 

As an authentic " spirit poem " it is curious, tbowiug how 
Poets deteriorate when in Hades, The book is entitled 
"Stmnfft Vititora," dictated by Spirit* through a Clair- 
voyant. New York, G. W. Carleton, publisher, 1869. 

The Lost Soul. 
Hark the bell I the funeral bell, 

Callinf; the soul 

To iti goj. 
Oh I the haunted human heart. 
From its idol doomed 10 parti 
Yet a twofold bnng bearing, 
She and I apart are tearing ; 
She to Heaven I to HeU t 
gt Har 
nHeU, 

Tolling, tolitne. 

Fiends are rolling. 
Whitened bones, and coffins reeking. 
Fearful darkness grimly creeping 

My visioi) learing. 

She di*appeariiig 

Drawn from me 

By a soul I cannot lee. 
Whom Iknow can never love her. 
Oh 1 thai soul could I discover, 

1 would ^, 

Steeped in woe, 
Down to darkness, down to Hell I 
Hark the beU I Farewell t ( 
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THE INGOLDSBY LEGENDS. 



Rev. RICHARD HARRIS 
BARHAH. 

Born, December 6, 1788. | Died, June 17, 1S4J. 

The author of the " Ingoldsby Legends " 
was educated at Brasenose College, Oxford, 
be entered the Church, and eventually became 
a Canon of St. Paul's Cathedral, London. He 
wrote ior John Stilt, Blaehiiood, Bentley'i Mited- 
lany, and was, for a time, editor of the London 
Chnmiclt. 

Bmtlev'* MiieeUany was established in 1837, 
and in it appeared the famous " Ingoldsby 
Legends," a collection of poems unique for 
their fun and originality. 

Popular phrases, the most prosaic sentences, 
the cramped technicalities of legal diction, and 
snatches of various languages are worked in 
with an apparent absence of all art or eflTort ; 
not a word seems out of place, not an expres- 
sion forced, whilst syllables the most intract- 
able find the only partners fitted for them 
throughout the range of our language. These 
Legends have often been imitated, but never 
equalled. 

MISADVENTURES AT MARGATE. 

A Leffend of JarvU't JtUy. 

Hr. SINFKINSON (lo^Hur). 

TwAS in Maieale latt Jul*, I walked npoo the pier, 

I uw a tittle mlgu Bo]^ laid, " What maiie ^u here ? 

The glooD upon yoai jrouihful cheek ipeaki anytbiog but 

iOfi" 

Agkio I nid, " What make you herc^ you little *nlgai Boy?" 
He ItowD'd, that liule Tiilgat boy,— he deem'd I meuit to 

Koff— 

And when the little heart Is tH^ a little "letiiloff:" 
He pat hii Gnget in hii month, hii tittle hosom loie — 
He had no UtQe handkeichief to wipe hii little mne I 

" Hark t don't yon heat, my little man, — il'l striking Nine," 

" An hoot when all good lillle boyi and ^1« should be in 

Run home and get your tappet, else yoat Ha will scold— 

Oh I fie I 
It is veiy ntong indeed for little boys to stand and cty I " 

The teat-drop in his little eye again t>^an to spring. 



I haven't got no sappn I and I haven't got no Ma 1 1— 

" Hy father, he Is on the teas, — my motfaer'i dead and 

gone! 
And I am here, on this here pier to roam the world alone ; 



t drop to cheer my 



I have not had, this live-long day, 1 

heart. 
Not ' brmen ' to buy a bit of bread with, — let alone a tart. 

' If there's a soal will give me food, or find me in employ. 
By d» and night, tbea blow me tight I " (he was a valgu 

"And now I'm here, from this here piei it It mj fixed 

intent 
To jump, a* Mister Levi did riom olf the Monument I " 

" Cheer up I cheer up I my Utile man— Kiheer up 1" I kindly 

" You are a naughty Iwy to take such tbingi into your head : 
If you should jump lirom off the pici, you'd surely bieak your 

legs, 
Perllaps your neck — then Bogey'd have you, sure as ^gs 



" Come home with me, my little man, come home with me 

and lup. 
My landlady it Mn. Jon« — we must not keep her up— 
There's roast potatoes at the Rre — enouch foi me and you — 
Come liom^ you little vulgar Boy - I lodge at Number g." 

1 took him home to Namtxr a, the house betide "Tbe 

Foy," 
I bade bim wipe bis dirty shoes,— that liltte vulgar Boy, — 
And then I laid to Misticii Jones, tlie kindest of her sex, 
" Pray l>e so good at go and fetch a pint of double X I" 

But Mrs. Jones was rather ctois, she made a little noise. 
She said "the did not Uke to wail on little vulgar Boys." 
Slie with her apron wiped the plates, and as she tubb'd the 

Said 1 might '* go to Jericho, and fetch the beei myself t" 



When I came back I gated about — I gated on stool and 

I could not see my little friend — tiecauie he was not there t 
I peep'd beneath the table-ctolh — t>eneath the sofa too — 
I said, "Yon little vulgar Boy I why, what's became of 

I oonld not see my table-tpoont — t look'd, but could oot see 
The little fiddle-i»lten'd onei 1 use when I'm at tea ;— 
I could not see my tngat-tongt— my lilvei watch — oh dear I 
I know 'twas on ibemanlel-iHece when I went out for beer. 



My carpet-bag— my craet-stand, that hotdt my sauce and 

toy,- 
My roast potatoes I — all ate gone I — and so's (bat vulgar 



I rang the bell for Hit. Jones, for she was down helOw, 

" Ob, Mn. Jonet, what d« you think i — ain't this a pretty 
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That horrid Uttl« vulgar Boy whom I brought heic lanight. 
He's iloleD my things and run awaj I I" Says she, " ^nd 
saive you tight 1 1 " 



Next moTning I was up lietimes — I sent the Cti«r round. 
All with his hell and gold-laced hat, to say I'd give a pound 
To find (hit liltic vulgar boy, who'd gone and used me so ; 
Bui when the etiei cried. "Oyesl" the people cried, "O, 



I went to "Jarvis* Landing-place,'' the etory of the (own, 
Theie was a conimon sailor-man a-walking up and down, 
I told my lale— he seem'd to think I'd not been treated well. 
And call'd me " Poor old Buffer r" what that means I cannot 



The sailor-man he said he'd seen that morning on the shore, 
A son of something— '(was a name I'd never heard before, 
A litlle "gallows-looking chap" — dear me, what could he 



He spoke about his " precious eyes," and said he'd seen him 

It's very odd that sailor-men should talk so very queer — 
And then he hitch'd his trousers up, as is, I'm told, their 



A landsman said, " I t»ig (he chap — he's been apoo the 

Mill— 
And 'c3u«e he ganmont so IheJIala, ve calls him Veeping 

Bill I" 
He said, " he'd done me wery brown,'' and nicely "tlme'd 

thf siray."— 
That's French, I fancy, Cor a hat — or else a carpe(-bag. 

1 went and told the constable my property to track ; 
He ask'd me if <■ I didn't wish that I might get i( back 1" 
I ansuer'd " To be sure I do 1— it's what I'm come 

He smiled and said, " Sir. docs your mother know (hat 

Not knowing what to do, I thought I'd hasten back to 

And beg our own Lord Mayor to catch the Boy who'd 

done me brown. 
His Lordship very kindly said he'd try and find him out. 
But he rather thought that there were several vulgar boys 



He s 



t for Mr. Withair tben, and I described " (be 



My Macintosh, my sugar-tongs, my ipoons, and carpet- 
bag; 

He promised that the New Police tboald all their powers 
employ t 

Bui never (o this hoar have I beheld that mlgar Boy. 



Remember, then, what when a boy I've heaid my 

Grandma' tell, 
"Be warn'd in time bv otheks' harm, and you 

Don't link yonrselt with vulgar folks, who've got do fixed 

Tell lies, use naughty words, and tay "they with they 
may be blow'd 1 " 

Don't take loo much of double X 1 — and don't at night $a 

To (etch your beer yourself, but make the pot-boy bring 

your stout I 
And when you go to Margate neil, jasl stop, and ring the 

beU. 
Give my respects to Mr^ Jones, and say I'm pretty w«l) I 

R. H. Bakhau. 



The Vulgar Little Bo v. 

Jtfr. Bimpkiiuon's Mitadvenhirt in Lmtdon. 
I WAS in London last July ; I walked into the Strand ; 
I saw a vnlgar little boy — a broom was in bis hand ; 
The dirt upon his jouthful face was quite agunil all rale, 
I laid, "Vou vulgar little hoy. why don't you go to school ?*' 



" Hark ) don't you hear, my Ultle man, it's really striking 

three?— 
An boni when boys should be al school (a learn their ABC. 
The School Board man will take you up but onlj for your 

And make yon go to school." Says he, '* I only wish he 

" If there's a school for such as me will (each me how to 

And read and spell and do a sum, I should be then all right, 
I should be jolty glad, (or (hen I might find some employ i 
But Walker at to lha( 1 " says he— he was a vulgar boy. 



And (hen be turned a somersault, which boys a "c 

wheel " call ; 
He was not so ungrateful, though so vulgar, after all. 



I (hoDght I'd go and tell (hem as (hey hadn't fouikd it otit. 
That loil'ring in the streets they might find several boys 

Thai I had heard the School Board schools were meant for 

such as these. 
And not for little undergiads to go and take degrees ; 
But schools where London's little lads might go and leanito 

And read, and vulgar little boys be taught to be polite. 
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I gave my card, wu inhered in, and told (o takt a chaii ; 
I saw a portly Eentlemaa— it might be the Lord Mayor ; 
I told bim of these vulgai boys, and plainly put my case- 
He latched, that portly geatleman— he laughed right in mj 



•* We do not care tor vulgar boys," be said. "Weuseoui 

poweri 
To shut up private schools, and get their pupils into outs. 
We go in for ' accomplishmeDls,' for music, and — who 

Some day a School Board pupil may an opera compose I " 

I said, " I thought it might be so (for rules Itue Genius 

And from the gutters there might spring another Robert 

But still he shook hia portly head, and said, " Don't make 

If such there b«, depend on il they'll get no help from us. 

' ' 'Tis not on vulgar little boys that we spend every year 
Four hundred thousand pounds. You see that education's 

And is not to be wasted upon every boy you meet 
Swesfmig crossings, selling matches, loafing, begging in the 



I said, "I thought the Act was passed that vulgar boys 

might share 
Some little education, that they couldn't get elsewhere 
That schools might 611, and gaols, in time might really 

He said, " Well, now we've got the Act. that's what we 



Now, ratepayers, when election comes, lemcmbei to a man 
Who caused all this extravagance — return Ihero if you can ; 
And so, 'twixl Board and lalepayei, to end this bitter sUife, 
Again I say return them all — but into private life. 



Misadventures at thb Mansion House. 

A Ltgend af the Cit;/. 

'TwAS at Guildhall, a year ae", I chanced to hear a cheer. 

And saw an Alderman stand forth ; thought I: "What make 

you here ? " 
There was upon his face a look of somewhat common joy ; 
Again I thought : " Oh, can it be, jou ever were a boy ? " 

But, strange to say. they cheer'd him still, and gave him such 



And asked the cititens if they would make him their Lord 
Mayor. 



n bound [o tay I didn't like [he 



They sud they ' 

He secm'd to be, yon see, a very pompous Alderman I 
And put on very bumptioui >iis, and puff 'd his shirt front 

out! 
Twas sad to hear the b's thai he thickly dropp'd abooL 

" Come, rule o'er at," the Cits exclaim'd, " and be our new 



And to the Mansion House we beg you to at once repair ; 
You'll (ind the City annals there, its prestige and It* fame. 
And bear in mind that for a year we trust you with the 



Well, he went to the Mansion House, amidst fresh marks of 

That pompons Alderman, who must have been, year* since. 

And there the City, with the trustand kindness that it ihows. 
Left him to do as he thought best, aod did not interpoie. 

Some Aldermen were rather cross, and made a little niAtt, 

And held themselves in readiness to be a counterpoise. 

But meanwhile left bim to himself, and murmui'd: "We 

shall see I" 
And sundry ominous remarks when at their calipee. 



He seemed of some important fact lo have Ms civic head 

"What'*up?"Iasked. Said he: "Ohior'l he'sierved 

the City dreadful 1 " 
"Who? what?" I cried, and thereupon the cittien b^an : 
" Why. don't you know ? I mean, of course, the pompous 

Alderman I '' 

" He's served you badly, eh ? " said t ; the citiien replied ; 
" Oh, yes ; he has done much to wound our ancient City's 

Our name of hospitality, no trace of it is left \ " 

And taking out his handkerchief I noticed that he wept. 



'Twas really very sad indeed, the state of things I found. 
There's all our Civic Prestige gone ; of National Respect, 
Although I searched both high and low, I could no sicn de- 
tect. 

"Of Popuhr Esteem, too, now there seems no stock, I see ; 
And very little ' Charity ' to what there used lo be ; 
He's even stripped the very Chair— the one in which he sat— 
Of its Traditions ; did you ever hear the like of that ? 

" There's nothing left worth mentioning of all we valued so ; 
Now can you wocder that I say, ' Now, here's a pretty go t' 
That pompous, stubborn Alderman, to so our trust requit^ 
And turn upon the City thus 1 " Said I : "It serves von 
right ! ■■ ' 

"It serves you right I" said I again. "The chair you 

should not fill. 
With men like this ; their very ways suspicion should inadL 
Your City should have shown more sense, and had sufficient 
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The LiTTLi Volga* (Scotch) Bot. 
The followiDS appMicd in P%mA. August 13, 18S1, with 
* CMtooD, by SMaboanie,icpiaeiiliiis thepedantic, pompom, 
prosy, priggiih Duke 'f AigyW, in t^ghUnd CoEtanie, 
" [aking > siebt " and pulling out hia tongue at the occupanti 
of (lieTrMtury Bench, whom he has jnsl ilyled "Jelly-Bah": 



1 veiy cock-noied'boy, which tempted bim, no 
douU, 
"To put hit thumb tmto Ibat note, aod ipread hii Gngen 
ooL" 

Sayi he, "O yu», yon iMk O.K." (the boy meant " Orl 

Ifocwct") 
"Too fancy you're big wbileiud ttdnp wilb backbone*, I 

Tah-boo I you flabby, flopping, flonodering flats, at Limp 



But took no other ootice of that little vulgar boy. 



SiXTT Years Aftsr. 

I WAS in Margate once again. I lim^ atoDg the pier ; 
I uw a great big vulgar man — I said, " What make yon 

here? 
The bloom upon yooi bulbous nose suggest* the pewter 

Again, I 'said, " What make yon here, yon great big Tolgar 

He scowled, that great Ug vulgar man, be deemed I meant 

He said (he was a vulgar man) be wouldn't " stand no cbaflT." 
He turned the qcdd within bis moutb, and from his teal he 

He stretched bis hand wide out, and pat his flnger to his 



" Haik I don't you heat, my vulgar friend ? it's ilrikiiig ten," 



It's very wrong for great big men to use a great Wg D." 

The curses on his ready tongue burst forth as bndt in spring ; 
Hi* bosom swelled with anger, and he swore like anything r 
I listened ; and, between his oatba, he taid ■* Upon my life, 
I haven't got no supper, and 1 haven't got no wife ! 

" My wife is dead, and I bave been in quod since Siity-lwo, 
I've got no wotk to io-oo-oo, I've got no work to do^ 
I haven't had this bleised day a mouthful or a drop; 
I haven't got a bloomin' thing (so 'elp me t) I can ' poc' 

"If any gent 'ud give me food, or put meonajob, 
Bydav or night I'd work all right to earn an honest bobj 
Bui it there ain't, I tell yon plain, it is my fixed ioteol 
To hold a great mass meeting under Nelson's monument." 

"Comehomewltb me," I kindlyaaid, "comeboma with 

me and sup ; 
Hy landlady is Mt*. Brown— w« mtut not keep her np. 



Tbars's devilled kidneys 



it the fire — eoongb for yon axtd 
; I lodgs U Nam- 

(1 oied to Iiflge at Number two — the Mcood In tb« row, 
£m Mrs. Jonea is dead, and that wa* aixty yean ago.) 
I took him homa to Number thrM, and Mlled to Mn, 

And asked her kindly to step round mto the Rose and 

She looked at my companion ; then the answered rather 

" It seems to me as if yoD'd had already qnite enongb. 
Who ia that honid-looking man ? and. when she'd wip«d 

tbedelf, 
Said, "Go nnto Jemsalem and fetch yonr beer yooraelf I" 

I went not to Jenualem 
I cbaaged a tbick'nn ^- 

I got the liquor for the mas (be did Dot come alou) ; 
1 said, "A pint of double X, and pleaae to draw it 

When I came back, I gaied abont — I gaied od tlool and 

I conld not see that great big man — becanae be waa not 

there t 
I looked into the coal-box, and beneath the sofa too ; 
I taid, "Tou great big vulgar man, why, whal't become 

I put my gltttet on my note, and looked, but conld not 
The rat-tailed apoon* I've alwaya nted these dztj yoan 
I conld not aee my mgar-tongt, my good gold watch— oh, 
t know 'twai on the mantelpiece when I went ont for been 



my Inverness — it was not to be seen ; 
ticke^witfa a strap and bonnd in green 



I conld Dot 
Nor yet my 
My Gladstone bag I my " Tantaln* 

My devilled kidney* 1— all are gone I and to'* that vulgar 

I touched the bell ibr Mrs. Brown, Ibr tba was down 

below; 
" Ob I Mrs. Brown t what do yon think ? ain't thia « 

I wbmn I bronght here 



pretty go? 
lat horrid grea 



That horrid great big vulgar n 

to-night. 
He's ttoleo my thinga and mn away t "— Saya th^ "And 

aarrea you right I " 

Neit morning I got up and wrote a letter to the Timtt 
The Meming Fo$t, the DaOg Jfrnat, The Clois, and CAwrdk 
B$U Ckimtt. 

' If anybody knew the man who'd used a 
1 " fcr iafbnr 



And taid " 



ifbimalion I would give a gindpro ^e." 



And all of them distinctly winked and promiaed me tb^ 

And when I go to them and a«k, they've always "got a 

Bnt never to this day bave got that great big rnlgai man. 
Tin OMs. Jannaiy i, 1887. 
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Thb Little Buloak Bot. 
(A iMfyl ballad of Ihe BaOuuu.) 
Sorrowfal Suierain taqvilur :— 
It was at Fhilippopolis, in Auftust of this year, 
I uw a little Bulbar boy, — I raid. *'\\bat do yon htrtt" 
The rIow upon bia youthful cheek, b^spake exctcdiiifi joy. 
I said, " What >« your liille gatoe, you little Bulgar hoy P" 

Ha aniSMl, that little Bulgar boy, he seemed iuclined to 

scoff; 
Ky hean hat been so aflen bruised, a little sets it oft 
He pDt bit 6Dger to his Well, my haaghly bosom 

And 1 aiqplied my — bem— my handkerchief dqIo my nose. 

"Harkt don't you bear, my little man, your Snierain 

speaks 7" I said. 
"How would yon like a sack, a cord, the Bcsphorut 

for a bed, 
Rdo hoDe to your Balgarian borne, or I shall scold. Oh, 

fie I 
This is a mMI improper game for Btilgar Boys to try." 



I haven't got no Sazerain, so (Aol kibosb will not wash I 

" If you into your Boiphoms, to your exceeding joy. 
Can land me right, then blow me tight I" (A volgai 

Bulgar Boy I) 
"And now I'm here^ old Pint o* Beer, it is my fixed 

To nise to diplomatic rot a lasting monnmeni." 

•■ Tnt I tnt t my little nan— tat I ttit I " I genially said. 
"Yon are a naughty boy to take snch things into your 

head. 
If yon go breakjng Treaties thns, at tbongh they were but 



" Go home at once, c 
Will have to take a t 

Don't pull the chestnols from the fire for Mister 



Cat home, yon little Bulgar Boy I Skedaddle slope, be 



"Home?" chuckled be. "Oh. certunly, with willing- 
ness and joy I 
This if my home, old Bnbblyjock !" — a vulgar Bnlgar 



Bat Mrs. Bull did not seem cross, she made but little 

She said iht dido 'I care to " sit on " little Bulgar Boys. 
She said. " Old Turker-Cocki 'lis time you were upon tbe 

sbelt 
Spwik bim } Oo to— Ronmolia, and spank tbe Boy 

yotUMUl" 



The Powers that be looked shy at me, they saw that 1 was 

riled. 
But said, "We can't have rows all round, to please to 



Wben I went back I gazed aboat— I hanled everywhere, 
I could not see my litlle foe — because he was not there 
I peeped at Philippopolis, and at 5o6a too, 
I cried, "YoQ little Bulgar Boy, what ito* become of 

I could not tee my Tribnte, no I — I looked, bnt could not 

The little fiddle-faddle sham they call my Snzeraintc*. 
I could not tee my Treaty -rights— my Balkan- range— oh. 

The whole great Bizzy-Dizty game was a great fraud, I 



I ran to Mrs. Ball — her Salisbury once admired me to I— 
" Oh, Mrs. Bull I what 4o yon think f — ain't this a 

pretty go? — 
That borrid little Bulgar Boy you thought we'd tied so 

lighl,— 
He's stolen my things and run away 1 1 1 '' — Says she, 

"And tOTVt yMi riffklUt" 

FmtA. October 17, 1SS5. 

There was another political parodjr entitled "Ti* 5ey 
and lAe fear, a ballad of Bulgaria" in Punek September 
14, 1887, but it was cot so interesting, nor to dose a 
parody as the above. 



THE JACKDAW OF RHEIMS. 

Thb Jackdaw tat on tbe Cardinal's chair t 
Bishop and abbot, and prior were there ; 

Many a monk, and many a friar. 

Many a knight, and many a squire. 
With a great many more of lesser degree, — 
In soolh a goodly company ; 
And they served the Lord Female on bended knee. 

Never, I ween. Was a prouder teen. 
Read of in books, or dreamt of in dreams. 
Than the Cardmal Lord Archbishop of Rheims I 

In and out Through the motley rout. 
That little Jackdaw kept hopping aboal ; 

Here and there Like a dog iu a fair. 

Over Mmfitt and cakts. And dishes and plates. 
Cowl and cope, and rocbei and pall. 
Mitre and crosier I be bopp'd upon all ! 

With saucy sir. He perch'd on the chair 

Where, in state, the great Loid Cardinal sat 
In the great Lord Cardiiial's gieal red hat ; 

Aod he peer'd in Ihe face Of his Lordship's Grace, 
With a satisfied loch, as if he would sav, 
' We two ate the grealebt folks here to-day I ' 

And the priests, with awe. As snch freaks they taw, 
Said, 'The Devil must be in that little Jackdaw I ' 
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The feasi wjs over, the board was clear'd, 
Tbe flawDs and the custards had all disappear'^, 
And six liiile Sin|iiDf|-boys, — dear little souls ! 
In nice cleao faces, and nice wbile stoles. 

Came, in order due, Two by Iwo, 
Marching thai grand r^eclorjr through I 

A nice little boy beld a golden ewer, 
Emboss'd and fill'd with water, as pure 
As any that flows between Rheims and Namnr, 
Which a nice little boy stood ready to catch 
Id a fine golden hand-basin made (o match. 
Two nice little boys, rather more grown. 
Carried lavendei- water, and eau de Cologne i 
And a nice little boy had a nice cake of soap, 
Worthy of washioK the hands of the Pope. 

One little boy more A napkin bore, 
Of tha best wbile diaper, fringed with pink. 
And a Cardinal's Hat mark'd m 'permanent ink.' 

Tbe great Lord Cardinal turns at the sight 
Of these nice little boys dresa'd all in white : 

From his finger hf draws His cosily inrqaoise ; 
And, not thinking at all about little Jackdaws, 

Deposits it straight By the side of his plate. 
While the nice little boys on his Eminence wait ; 
Till, when nobody's dreaming of any such Ihmg, 
That little Jackdaw hops off with the ring 1 

Tbeie's a cry and a shout. And a deuce of a rout. 
And nobody seems to know what they're abont. 
But the monks have their pockets all turn'd inside out ; 

Tbe friars are kueeling, And hunting, and feeling 
The carpet , the floor, and the walls, and the ceiling. 

The Cardinal drew Off each plum-colour'd shoe. 
And left his red stockings exposed to the view ; 

He peeps, and he feels, 

in the toes and Ibe heels : 
They torn up the dishes,— they lorn a p the plalos, — 
They lake up the poker and poke out the grates, 

— They turn up the rugs. 

They examine the mugs : — 

But, no !— no such thing ;— 

They can't find thr hiho 1 
And the Abbot declared that, ■ when nobody twigg'd It, 
Some rascal or other had popp'd in, and prigg'd it 1 ' 

The Cardinal rose with a dignified look. 
He call'd for his candle^ his ball, and bis book 1 
In holy anger, and pious grief. 
He solemnly cursed that rascally thief I 
He cursed him at board, he cursed him in bed ; 
From the sole of his foot to the crown of bis head ; 
He cursed him iu sleeping, that every night 
He should dream of the devil, and wake in a fright ; 
He cursed him in eating, he cursed him in drinking. 
He cursed him in oughinj;, in saeeiiog, i 



He 



irsedh 



anding, in Iving; 
wBlkinc, in riding, in flying, 
living, he cursed him in dying >- 






He cursed him i 

He cursed bim i 

Never was heard ; 

Bui what fiavi 

Nobody seem'd on 

The day was gone. The night came on. 
The Monks and the Friats they search'd till dawn : 

When the Sacrisian saw. On crumpled claw. 
Come limping a pO-r little lame Jackdaw ; 

No longer gay. As on yesterday ; 
His feathers ail (eem'd lo be turn'd the wrong way ;— 



His pinions droop'd — he conld hardly stand, — 
His head was as oald as the palm of your hand ; 

His eye so dim. So wasted each limb. 
That, heedless of grammar, they all cried, 'That's KIM t — 
That's the scamp that has done this scandalous thing '. 
That's the thief that has got my Lord Cardinal's Ring 1 ' 

I'he poor little Jackdaw, When the monks he uw. 
Feebly gave veni to Ihe ghost of a caw ; 
And turn'd his bald bead, as much as to say, 
' Pray, be so good as to walk this way t ' 

Slower and slower. He limp'd on before, 
'Till tbey came to the back of ihe belfry door. 

Where the first thine thev saw. Midst tbe slicks and 
Ihe straw. 
Was the king in the nest of tbat liille Jackdaw ! 

Then the greal Lord Cardinal call'd for his book. 
And off tbat terrible curse he took ; 

The mule expression Served in lieu of confession. 
And, being thus coupled with full restitution, 
Tbe Jackdaw got plenary absolution I 

— When those words were heard. That poor tittle bird 
Was so changed in a moment, 'iwas really absurd. 

He grew sleek, and fat ; In addition lo that, 
A fresh crop of feathers came thick as a mat I 

His tail waggled more Even than before ; 
But no longer it wagged with an impudenl air, 
No longer he percb'd on (he Cardinal's chair. 

He hopp'd now about With a gait devonl : 
At Matins, at Vespers, he never was ont ; 
And, so far from any more pilfering deeds. 
He always seem'd telling the Confessor's beads. 
If any one lied, — or if any one swore, — 
Or slumber'd in prayer-lime, and happen'd to more. 

That good Jackdaw Would give a great 'Caw,' 
As much as to say, ' Don't do so any more I ' 
While many remark'd, as his manners they saw. 
That they ' never had known such a pious Jackdaw ! ' 

He long lived the pride Of that coaniry side, 
And at last in the odour of sanctity died ; 

When, as worila were too faini. His merit* to paint. 
The Conclave determined to make him a Saint I 
And on newly-made Saints and Popes, at you know. 
It s the custom, at Rome, new names to bestow. 
So tbey canonised bim by tbe name of Jim Crow I 

R. H. Baihah. 

First published in BrntUy'i liit^any, 1S37. 



The Storv of the Latest Curse 

The Pontiff sal in SI. Pelei'i Chair, 
Cardinals, loo, quite a host, were there, 
CarJinal this and Cardinal that, 
Caidineti lean and Cardinals fat. 
Cardinals sitting in style and slate. 
Cardinals full of importance great. 
With Cardinal Vicars ofhigh deeree. 
In sonlh. a gocidly c >nipany ; 
And at they sal in full conclave thus 
Momentous matters did they discuss ; 
And presented reporii of a wide-spread scope 
To their Holy Falher and Sovereign Pope. 

And chief of poinis to attention claim 

Ihe perennial Irish Questicm came, 

With its pros and cdim, which no ending knew, 

And the Tory Goveinmeot's Inasied view. 
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And the Duke of Norfolk'i intxeiliont, too. 
Of (he coarse the Pope ibould hcDceroiih pnriue. 

They quoted once more 

All Ihe legal lore 
That, as they laid, on the qneitioD bote. 

They wrangled, too, 

(Which was aolhing new) 
And made a fuu and a great to-do ; 
And argued, some for the twentieth time. 
That to join in the " Plan ' ' was a heinous crime. 
And loudly declaied, through thick and Ibin, 
That " Boycotting " was a deadly sia ; 

Whilst others maintained 

That no coarse remained 
Save that to patriots gagged and chained I 

But the Pope meanwhile 

Gave a ghastly imile 
As the Cardinals talked about Erin's isle, 
And exclaimed, " This matter must fCtUeil be. 
Or else it will be the death of me I 
Di«w up a report without delay. 
And present it to me this very day [ 

For I've promised (he Duke 

That I'll rebuke 
Mf Irish flock in a putoial way I" 



So the Cardinals did what the Pope demanded 
And their Report to him duly handed. 
Denouncing the " Plan " and those who uied it. 
And any Priest who at all excused it ; 
CondeiDuing *' Boycotting,'' too, as wrong. 
In Latin phrases extremely slione. 
And having read it, the Pope made known 
That its sentiments were, in good sootb, his Own ; 

And heedlets quite 

Of the cause of right. 
And grossly misled by party spile, 
'Till he was moved to believe the worst 
Of Ireland — libelled, maligned, aspersed — 
The Pontiff published that famed " Decree," 
And filled the Unionist camp with glee. 

Yes, it filled the Unionists' hearts with hope. 

For " Lo r' said they, "thai obliging Pope 

Has cursed with hell and with book and candle 

Tbe cause of Home Rule — that crying scandal ! 

In holy anger and pious grief 

He's solemnly cursed each Irish tbief 1 

He has cursed Pamell and his plandering crew 

In all (hey say or attempt to do. 

He has cursed the League, he has cursed its chiefs. 

And its helpless serfs, and its threatened Gefs. 

He has cursed O'Brien and Dillon, John, 

And bis curse is O'Connor (Tay Pay) upon. 

He has cursed McCarthy and T. M. Healy, 

And all of the Irish leaders, really ; 

He's cursed them abroad, and he's cnrsed them at 

With all the anathemas used at Rome ; 
He E cursed them both in and out of gao^ 
He's cursed Ihe few now at large on bait ; 
He's cursed them in eating, he's coned them io 

drinking. 
He's curied them in coughing, in sneeiing, in 

From the souls of their feel to the ctowd* of their 

He's cuised them awake, and asleep in their beds ; 



He's cnrsed them in sUnding. in silting, In lying. 
He's cursed them in speaking, and selling, and 

buying ; 
He's eursed the GUdstonian Party, too. 
For daring to malie thai alliance new. 
In short these Unionists all averred 
So dreadful a cuise had never been heard 1 

Forsooth these Unionists talked away. 
Of this Papal curse all the live-lonn-day. 
And gloated with quite a savage glee 
On what must come of the Popes " Decree. " 
"They must he crashed, these vile Irishmen,'' 
They daily repeated with tongue and pen. 
" No more shall we hear of Parnell's fresh crimes 1" 
Excloimcd, in "leaded bourgeois," the Times, 
" Confusion has stricken Ihe League's Curs'd host," 
Was the warning cry of the jubilant Pott. 
" There's an end forthwith to Ihe sorry set 1" 
Was the evening shriek of SI. Jamta't QoMtte. 
But all Ihe time they were writing thus. 
And making this daily fume and niss. 
Declaring the Nationalist cause was done. 
And the Pamelliles doomed were everyone. 
Whilst sliU they were bidding the worid Co see 
What rain was wrought b^ the Pope's " Decree," 
And everywhere stating, in prose and verse. 
There never was heard such a terrible cuise I 
This fact gave rise 



Ton. 



little SI 



Nob«d]/ atem'd one pmnt/ thtmrtt! 



Stay ! some one trtmt a good deal the worse 
For this much-debated Vatican curse i 
And that is the Pope himself, for he. 
By even the issue of his " Decree." 
Made public the fael, beyond recall. 
That he knows of Irelaiid nothing at all. 
The Irish Bishops 'tis trae, have tried. 
To soften the blow to their Pontifl's pride ; 
While the Irish people have treated his cuise 
As a Papal weakness, and nothing worse. 

So far, so good I 

But the Pontiff should 
Bear in mind in how false a place he's stood ; 
He must ne'er again base denunciation 
On false and on biassed information ; 
And certainly never give vent to a curse 
For which Ac only is any tbe worse I 
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THE EXECUTION. 
A Sporting Anatlott. 
Mt Lord Tomnoddy got up one day : 

It was half after two. He had nothing to do, 
So hii Lordship rang for bis cabriolet. 

Tiger Tim Was clean of limb. 
His boots were polishd, his jacket was trim ; 
With a very smart tie in his smart cravat, 
And a smart cockade on the top of his bat ; 
Tallest of boys, or shortest of men. 



" Pray, did your Lordship please to ring ?" 
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Hf Lnrd Tomnoddy be Tailed hit head, 
And ihuj In Ticer I'im he said, 

" Malibran'i dei'l, Duverna]i'i fl«l, 
Taglioni has not yet arrived in her stead ; 
Ticer Tim, come, lell me liue. 
Wbat may ■ Nobleman find (o do ?" — 

Tim l»k'd up, and Tim look'd down. 

He pauied, and he iiat on a thoughtful frown, 

And he held up his lial, and he peep'd in the crown ; 

He bit hii lip, and he icratch'd nil head, 

He let eo the handle, and thus he said. 

As the door released, behiod him bang'd : 

" An't please you, my Lord, there's a man to be hang'd. 

My Lord Tomnoddy jump'd np at the news, 

" Run to M'Faae. And Lieutenant Ti^ooie. 

And run to Sir Ciinaby Jenks, of the Bines. 
Rope^ancets a score, I've seen before— 

Madame Sacchi, Antonio, and Master Black-more ; 
Bat to see a man swing, at the end of a strir^, 

With hit neck in a noose, will be quite a new diing." 



R- H. Bakhau. 



The Fkoucs of Bouai. 

Ou> BoRSAS ipruDg up one day— 4*yi h^ 
" Slow me tieht, but I'll have a spree— 
I must be very much mined, no doubt, 
'Tis a long time since I bad a Uou out ; 
And as things in town are dreadfully dead, 
I'll stir them up, iboogh as heavy as lead. 
Vei, now for a tollieksom^ frolicksome chase, 
m TUiH tkt iciiut in every place. " 
So away he went, through the Strand to gay, 
Biovit^ tip eveiTthing in hit way— 
Upetling dozens (in spite of theii squalls,) 
Of old women's apple and lollipop stalls. 

Never was heard socb a terrible abont, 
As the apples and brandy balls rolled about ; 
The old women swore, while the urchin shouts 
After the block, and runs off with the fruits. 
On went Boreas playing his rigs, 
Blowing off bonnets and ladies wigs— 
Making their hairless heads apparent. 
Which none would do but a rogue so arrant. 
Puffing aod blowing onwards he bounds. 
Frisking the skirts of the ladies' gowns- 
Punning completely, as genllemen say— 
And ladies, somttim.ta,i.thctilifiay. 

Away be want blustering tbroagh Pall Mall, 

To the discommotion of every swell 

Giving their stay-lacad figures a twirl. 

Blowing Iheir whiskers quite out of curl 

Piercing their benjamin waterproofs. 
Blowing their tiia ttota off their roo/» — 
Whirling old hichelors into the mud. 
And old maids upon them— ^/fa, gemini, Ind, 
Knocks down of chimneys a terrific lot. 
Sends a respectable family to pol : 
Upsets a woman with flowers =i Growing, 
Just as she squall'd out all a Uamng I 



Palling a thief in the way of a job. 
Of ditMaittg a pocket, or lightening a fob t 
Leaving the Peelers quite in the dark. 
Doing a turn for an amorous spark ; 
Giving the drunkard a chance, at most. 
Of running his cranium 'gainst a posL 
Upon the Park he flies to attend. 

And gives the boughs a bit of a bend 

The brave eld oaks in the air he heaves, 
Witbont K> much ai axtttg their leaves. 

Down he rushed to the river ude. 

Sunk the loose barge^ and Uawetf vp the tide ; 

Led the wherries a wherry rum chase. 

Gave Father Thames some blom in tit foot. 

Among the riigiag be played his n^. 

And capsized quite the captain's gigs ; 

The fishes swore they were quite dead tait. 

And rolled about in a/oHfuJcn'iw sUle. 

At last his frolics came to an end. 

He couldn't rain lei'ntf— he was fteSbwi to mend, 

S<^ as a wiitd-up, he, with all his might. 

Blew himself to TTind- sor to spend the night. 

AhonvmodKi 



A Pakuamintaky Lxobnd. 
Tub Marqnii Bobby sat down one day. 
Feeling himself in a very bad way ; 
His was the delicate potcetain clay 

Not made for the tlidf, like mere common AtU, 

And he felt thai the world wanted somethiiig bin 

Pot he loved to stand in the light of day, 

To have his own way, and to say bis own My — 

To slaughter and gibbet and mangle. 
Now he thought to himself, here's the devil to pay. 

Never a chance of a row oi a wrangle. 

No Afchao affairs to gel in a tangle. 
Gladstone before and old Johnny behind ; 
With a wide-awake Postmaster, even if blind ; 

Everything bound to go to the bad : 
Sit pUvx, too, filled by a rascally " Rad." 
Things seemed to his lordship gloomy^ven. 
So he rose and rang for bis Secretary. 

Mr. Sec — was a gentleman bom 
Who hated a " Cad " with a noble scorn : 
He had teamed at ihe best oF public schools, 
r- . . — obs, and ibc wretched fooli. 



He knew men were fools who trusled <«« stools. 
So wistly fallowed \er Ladgihip'i rules. 

He entered in haste, tbo' with dignified gait 
(It«M«it'f oUewd for Lord Bobby to wait). 

The noble Marquis raised his head. 
And to his underling be said ; 

" Beaconsfield's dead, and Northcolc is led 
By Ihe nose, and whatever the last man has said 
Richmond's a donkey ; Cairns is a parson ; 
Who but myself can carry Ihit farce on i 
People agree that there masi be a head : 
And there's only myself in Ihe old man's stead ; 
Tell me, Sir Secretary, what think you, 
What can a bom ststeiman find to do i" 
He paused, and the gentleman scratched his head, 
" There's only the Land Bill, my lord," he said. 
And the news of the evening, as you will lee, 
Is that theCommons will not agree." 
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Then Ihe Matqait Babby jnmped up in hute, 

And he mallcred a lomelhing that loanded like "bute." 

And lomelhing leiembling " bate 'em ;" 
He felt ihit the fun wasn't yet quite done. 

Though he'd isiued bii " uUimatuoi." 
" Enough — rail it done, tny ion of a gnn — 
I'll ihow 'em a game ere with me they've done : 

Go call mj henchmen liel and line : 

Call Cianbrook. Carnarvon and ■ canny ' Boccleueb, 

And call that Tool of a Marlborough, too. 

Fetch the rest of the noble crew. 

With headi so thick and blood lo blue ; 

And by way of a ' lat ' and a til for a tat, 

Look up the Grey and ihe Fortescue ; 

And even Gladstone shall learn to rue 

That with Irish landlords he'd augkl to do {'' 
Then his lordship sighed as he thought of the groaae. 
Put on his hat and vfeni down to the " House." 

The clock strikes twelve, it is really midnight, — 
But ■' their Lordships' House " is a blaze of tiHht ; 
The " parties have met and been pretty bard set. 
To amenil the amendments and manage to get 
A Bill which lookt something substantial— and yet 
Isn't the thing that is wanted quite 

In this nice little island so bright and so tight 
The Marquis Bobby has had bis fling — 
Denounced the whole as a villainous Ihing, 
A theft — a blonder— a iham— and a sin, 
And sworn that Ibe Lords will nner pve in. 



very bna Antlocra^, 

Proud of port and stern of eye. 

With a look that says plainly — ■' Never aay die," 

Stemming the tide of Democracy. 

The dock strikes "one" and tbe thing isn't done. 

The Marquia Bobby bas munched a bun, 

Some aged nobles bave " cut and ron ;" 
But sternly arrayed, as to say, " Who's afraid !" 
The rest wait for the message too long delayed. 

The clock strikes " four," and at the door 
Sounds a something that isn't exactly a roar — 
A sort of a scuffle and underbred shuffle. 
As of Commons who wouldn't tbeir lordship* roffle ; 
Impatience just tempered with awe. 

But the message is plain — as plain as the day, 
" Jly Lordt, Ihi Commont wiU net ebty." 

Then the Marquis Bobby in wrath arose. 
And he — well, I'm almost afraid todisclcne ; 
Well— he took up his hat and be blew a( his nose, 
And — did as do Fakirs, or people called Quakers, 
Or a gentleman namesake of his, ' ' Bobby Acres," 

Aod exclaimed, " Why, hutlo t here's a rum go. 
That lellow ha* made us do just what he chose. 
Wb certainly might bave saved all onr jaws. 
Thank God," with a pause, " there's tht uOd dutk 



What act could be done ? Well, it wonldo't surprise one 

To know that ibey did a very unwisd one. 
But now in their favour, there's this to be said, 
They thought better of it, and yoti may have read , 
That my Lords and Lord Bobby— tMnt home to btd. 

From Grins and Groan*. Social and Political. 
Published by W. Swan Sonnenschein ft Co., about tSSi. 
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POLIAKV sal in his oaken chair, 
Carte de virit9 and letter lay there, 
Piincely coronet, lordly cresi, 
Many a mystery, many a quest. 
With missive and iJttl al lesser degree^ 
In sooth an eiliaacdinary company ; 
And they seemed lo ask, " Ob I unravel n 



Nei 
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Was a Eobtler seen. 
Concerned in divorce, or elopement, or leaga*^ 
Than love's autocrat, Pollaky, lord of intri^ne. 

Through the motley rout, 
The Lord of Intrigue goes hunting about. 
Here and there, 
LiliE a dog in a fair, 
Through flights and divorces. 
Elopements and curses, 
Through a lady's love and a husband's grudge. 
Proud as a Cardinal, sharp as a Judge ; 
And he smiles in the face 
Of the scrawl of his Graces 
With a satisfied look, as If he would say, 
"Oh, (he duchess must fall in oui trap to-day." 
White his clients with awe 
As such schemes th» saw. 
Said, "PolUky's sharper than Hades, jon know." 
Never. I ween. 
Was a subtler seen. 
Concerned in divorce, or elopement, or league. 
Than love's autocrat, Pollaky, lord of intrigue. 

From Benjamin D . Si» lAttU Ditm*r. 1876. 



The Devil's Bili 






Mr. PEei.BR was known to be one of Ihe milliards 

Who go in for spending (heir talents on billiards ; 

And by diligent training, 

And careful abstaining 
From gin and tobacco, succeeded in gaining 
Such skill at a haiard, a cannon, or "pot," 

And was voted so " hot" 

When he got •' on the spot," 
That no one would plajr him, not e'en the great Cooker, 
(Who some people say is a bit of a Suker). 
Ke gave points to Jobcnit, Bobs, and Michelli, 
Andknocked the whole lot of 'em into a jelly ; 

He often would make 

A (wo-thousand break. 
And only left off when be found his arm ache, 
I Such a wonderful use did he make of his "sdck," 
' Tha( everyone thought be was leogned with Old Niek ; 
\ And they wen( down to see this most wonderful *' coon," 

Evening and noon, 

In December or June, 
' At the Royal Aquarium Billiard Saloon. 

And some time ago. 

As perhaps yon may know, 
A match was airanged, and this lime Peeler's be 
Wu Signor Michelli. who often made tots 

Of very good shots 

And Ihe odds Pnler gave to this man of such fame 
Were live hundred points in a one thousand game. 
i Now Signor Michelli, though very much saner 
, Than many, was for from a total abstainer ; 
I And whether the cheer of (he fesdval scatun 
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Or hanl mcntil work bad dej^ved him of tcuod 
1 CMinot afficm, but I'm poiiiive quite, 

Tbat he toaktd to be light, 

On the ■dvettiied night, 
Id ipite of his tie tnd bis litien so white ; 
Foe wbea be Mine in be wilked up lo the slate. 
And proceeded at once in ■ manner sedate. 
To nb out the figniet juit under his name. 
And said thai he " Waated no ixiinish in thish game," 

And would play "the young d 1," 

A Ibonsmd up level ; 
After making which modeat and coarteous renuiks. 
He pcoeeeded at ODce to be up to his larks ; 

Made a vetf bad uiot 

To screw in off the spot, 
(Instead of just giviag the usual miss) 
Which was baulked by hii making the two balls to Idsi, 

And left a good cannon 

f 01 Peeler, who ran on 
Ran off, and lan oat, and finished the game. 
Amidst a loud cheerine and general acclaim i 
Whilst Michelli, who'd wanted to shine as ■ hero. 
Stared aghast at his cbalkt, which were standing 
At this point i gentleman stepped forth bom the 

Who'd apparently tried 

All colour to hide. 
And to drive from his raiment all tints that were < 

His clolbei were all black, 

At the front and the back. 
His handkerchief, watch-chain, and locket, and tie. 
His thiit and hii studs, and his collar so high, 
His boots and his buttons, his hat and hii rings — 
In short, every one ofhii visible things 
Was as black as ■ crow, and— keep down your sniggei 
Mi*/ate and hit htiwb were a> black ai a niggrr't I 

He took his hat oS 

And ottered a coagh ; 
Then with cynical Mlire, and many a scofi^ 

H« called Mr. Peeler 



" Nicolo Scratcbini's my ni 



A ginger-pop di 

And snapped out " Nicolo S 

And I'll play Mr. Peeler a ten-lhonsand game ; 

And these points I will my opponent assign — 

Sint Ihotaand nine \vndrii aiuf ni'nrif ani nine ,' 

And the (takes " here be whispered in Peeler's left 

And tbat eminent caeist turned giddy with fear : 
But covered the tip of bis cne well with chalk. 
And led off the game with a miss into baalk. 



le as he'd flourish a dirk, 
Put his ball in the D, and aimed right at the red ; 
And with such awful twist on his flying ball sped. 
That it screwed into baulk in the right comer pockel j 
As a ruby gleam flashed from the Stranger's black locket. 
Then he got "on the spot" and made three thousand 



^1^ "°' 



Whilst the audience stared as if knocked on the mauards ; 
"Then made scores of cannons— the kind known a* 

Whilst Peeler was miking remarks that were curse-ory ; 
And at last, being " euihioned " or "under the bank," 

Fetched his ball such a twank, 

Such a terrible spank, 
That it gave to ihe red a most thundering clank, 

And both smashed to bits. 

And knocked into fits 
The marker who sat where he commonly sits ; 



And the audience yelled, when they saw all Ihii steam oo, 
" My I ain't he a scorcher t O, ain't be a demon t" 
Then Signor Scratchini, as meek as a Umb, 
Looked up, and most quaintly remarked, ■' Ves, I am !" 
And his poUshed black boots turned to black hoofs wilb 

And his black curlv hair to a black pair of homi. 

His cue lo a pitchfork, his bhwk eyes^o coals. 

His fingers to claws, and his studs into holes 

Prom whence there came out such a fire and a smoke 

That everyone felt just as though they vrould choke ; 

And he grabtied hold of Peeler, with eyes darting flam^ 

Bat Peeler had presence of mind lo exclaim — 

" You've not won me yet,tyou old cheat ! fie for ihaeoe t 

Fair play's a jewel, Nick I Finish the game." 

Kick let go his hold, foe though only a can't *un 
He felt he was bound, by the ftamra rules of Thurston, 
Sinee he'd broken the balls, lo be honest and plain. 
And call upon Peeler to " break them " again. 

So P. in a stew 

Took up his cue 
And aimed at the red in « manner so true. 
And pat on his ball such a gvantvm of screw. 

That without more ado 

It vanished from view 
In Ihe lop comer bag — and the red went in too. 

Old Scratch gave a scream 

That curdlea the cream. 
And was gone from their gaze like a horrible dream, 
(Which is not an original line, by the way. 
Though where I have read it I really can't Say.) 

And then Mr, Peeler 

Called a foui-wheeler. 
And drove home al once without any delay. 
And never played billiards again from that day. 
But turned to a rigidly moral and menfal man. 
And was troubled no more by the black-dreued Old 
Gentleman. 

Don't think that a man who's a total abstuner 

Is therefore as good as a saint — lo be plainer. 

Don't be sure that a chap who'll not diink, smoke, or marry 

May not all tbe lame he in league with Old Harry. 

Vou'll get mu.;h more good from lEoeids and Iliads 
Than 1^ wasting your time and your money on iMlliards, 
for take it as true, be you sage or buffoon. 
You are sure to find Nick in a billiard saloon. 

One word more. 



A Row IN THB Upper Cibclbs. 
A Legend ef U« Baymmliti. 
BancKOFT the manager sits in bis chair. 
With a gloomy brow and dissatisfied air. 
And he says as he slaps hii hand on his knee, 
" I mean to abolish the P. I. T. 
The P. I. T. of the Hay-mar-ket, 
When turned into stalls, will be nightly let 
For a sum that I own will be pleasant to get ; 
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And ill win agTM 

Twould be ruin (o me 

Tq keep on the Haymuket P. I. T. " 

The green buie io%e to the promptei'i beil, 
But the habbub that followed no woida cut tell : 
Shriek ind whittle atid hawl tnd yell. 

Like liendi let loose tiom the netheinioit L. 

"P. I. T! P. I. T! 

Tbit'i the place whence the pUjr we'd lee. 

Bah-ckoft [ Ban-croft 1 !" 

('Twu thai they shouted from high aloft) — 

" Upper circles for «* t Poah 1 Bah I 

Pish 1 Tuih I Humbue and swindle — yah I 

Managei Bancroft, don't foiget 

We've been nsed to a pit at the Hay-mar'keL 

Bancroft the mitiiieet rose ftam bit chair. 

And hit brow was shaded by sorrow and care, 

And he walked to the footlights, and made his bow, 

A* Manager Bancroft so well knows how 

" Ladies and gentlemeo,'' he did si 

"What may you plea 

" P. L T I P. 1. T t 

This is the thing we want to see ; 

These high upper boxes are (ldd1e-de>dee. 

And we don't care a snap for your {nteons plea, 

And there really most be 

A nice P. I. T." 

Bancroft the manager tries to speak. 

But his voice is drowned in a shout and a shriek. 

" A P. L T. 

Won't pay," sap he ; 

' ' Tbere'* the company, toenery, taxes, and reot. 

Yon don't know tbe money already I've spent. 

But, believe me, I grieve at your discontent," 

"P. I.T— P. L T— 

If we don't have that we won't come and see 

The playa yon produce if you let us in free." 

Manager Bancroft tries to be heard. 

Bat tb« Public will listen to never a word. 

Till, tired of ahonting, tboy cry anon, 

"You'd belter go o^ and the play go on I " 



So this was the end of the 6am and fret 
That marked the first night at the Hay-m. 
So long live the manager, long live he. 
Here's success both to Mr. and Misus B., 
And may we all often go there to see 
The plays they produce to delight you and me^ 
E'en [hoa^ they've abolished the P. I. T. 



■kel. 



Judy. Febraary I 



iSSo. 



In tbe M day of the Haymarket Theatre under the 

management of J. B. Buckitone, the pit was the most com- 
foflable in London ; but, Bockslone died in debt, whilst 
after abolishing the pit the Bancrofts made a foiiune in a 



shilling book of poetry, written avowedly in imitation of 
Barham's Ingoldtbg Ltgendt, beside* containing several 
ucellenl parodies of other authors. 

The following eitiacti from one of the imitations, written 
by F. B. Smedley, show that he bad caught tbe knack of 



TKK ENCtUMTlD Nbt. 
These were sundry strange monsters existing of old. 
Could we only give credit to hilf we are told. 
Ai evinced [on the tx paii Herculean plan, 
Which from merely a footstep presumes the whole man) 
By our Savuna disturbing Ihiise very large bones. 
Which have turned (for the rhyme's sake, perhaps) into 

And have chosen to wait a 

Long while hid in tlrttta. 
While old Time has been dining on emfrires and thrones. 

Old bones and dry bones, 

Leg-bonej and thigh-bones. 
Bones of the vettebtw, bones of the tail, — 
Very like, only more so, the bones of a whale ; 
Bones that were very long, bones that were very short 
(They have never as yet found a real fossil merry-thought ; 
Perchance because mastodons, burly and big, 
Considered all funny-bones quite infra dig.) 
Skulls have they found in strange places imbedded. 
Which, at least, prove their owners were very long-headed ; 
And other queer things— which 'I is not my intention. 
Lest I weary your patience, at present to mention, — 
As I think I can prove, wilhuul further apology. 
What I said to be true, sans appeal to geology, 
That there lived in the good old days gone by 
Things unknown to our modem philosophy. 
And a i^ant was then no more out of the way 
Than a dwarf is now in the present day. 
Sir Eppo of Epstein was young, brave, and fair ; 
Dark were the curls of his clustering hair. 
Dark the moustache that o'ershadowed his lip^ 
And his glance vras as keen as the sword at his hip i 
Though the enemy's charge was like lightning's fierce shock. 
His seat was as firm as the wave-beaten rock ; 
And woe to the foemao, whom pride or mischance 
Opposed to the stroke of his conquering lance. 
He carved at the board, and he danced in the hall. 
And the ladies admired him, each one and alL 
In a word, I should say, he appears to have been 
As nice a yoong " littei " as ever wu seen. 

He could not read nor write, 

He could not spell his name. 

Towards bdng a cleric. Sir Eppo, his (t) mark. 

Was as near as he ever came. 

He bad felt no vexation 

Prom maUiplicatioQ ; 

Never puttied was be 

By the rule of three ; 

The practice he'd had 

Did not drive him mad. 

Because it all lay 

Quite a different way. 

'The Asses' Bridge, that Bridge of Sigtis, 

Had (lucky Aog !) oe'n met his eyes. 
In a very few words he expressed his intention 
Once for all to decline every Latin declension. 
When persuaded to add, by the good Father Herman, 
That most classical tongue to his own native German. 

And no doubt he was right in 

Point of fact, for a knight in 
Those days was supposed to like nothing but fichling ; 
And one who had learned any Unguage that isliard 
Would have stood a good chance of being burned for a 

Education bnng then never pushed to the verge ye 
Now lee it, was chieSy ixmlined to the clergy. 
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Hahdt Jack. 

(k £ay tf Altxandria.) 

"Tfae iiilorf, tfta proving Ihemselvn excellent tnaaen 

■nd moil ucTul infantr;, bave to-da]' shone in Ibe capacity 

of engiDeen."— TKf Slandard. 

^(^, 

Handy Jack ? 

Upon £(jpt's far Eltand 
Yon teem (uioing font hand 
To almolt any job Ol 



You're exceedinely good with a gaa. 

Handy Jack t 
Ai wc know from 'he deedi yon have don& 
At infantiy duty, 
A regular beauty, 
On land and on water you're one 

Whose fun 
Ii to 6efa and do aught — except run. 



Yon aie braver and no end of a brick. 

Handy Jack ! 
Jack-of-all-tiadei, ai cheery as quick ; 

Ampbitnon* of gift, 

Ambidcilroa* and iwifl. 
And ai awkward to flnmmoi ai lick ; 



Of 01 



The rack 



' Bluei would not strike to Ol 



pfdNi 



ick. 



Here's your jolly good health and eood lock, 

Hant^ Tack I 
And the Sag you so seldom have slnick. 
Alhoie or aaost. 
On a bridge, or a boat. 
You're a picture of now and of pluck 

Never stuck. 
Tbey who say that Jack has altered talk muck ! 

Funth. August 19, 1S81. 



Thx Cardinal's Hat. 

A tremendous outcry against the Komaa Catholics was 
raised in 1S50, when the Pope created Cardinal Nicholas 
Wiseman — Archbishop of Weslminiter, and divided all 
England into Romish diocese). But die agitation ended in 
' is true the Ecclesiastical Titles Bill was passed ' 
ally 

Bp --I1U ^upeiy on Cardmal Wi 
nn^g Ibe bell— he ran away. 

Amongst the many pamphlets written on the topic was 
one puUishea by Henry Heal, Sboe Lane, London, entitled 
" 37w Cardinal'* Bat .- How, when, and where it was made, 
and what became of iL" By Ipsedixit. 1851. This is an 
imitation of the Ingoldsby Legends, and like them is very 
nncomplimentaiy to Roman Catholic priesit, conKquently, 
tevenu passages have been omitted in the following reprint, 
u being not only offensive and ungenerous, but also 

We bave all of ns beard of Ibe Citv op Rome, 
The (ouolain of Catbolic blessings, and curses, 
Where tboae who ue tucky in having long pnnet 

Go, to itare at the bnge Coliseum and Dome 



[B51, yet it has practically remUned a dead letter, and it 
— wittily said of Lord John Rnsaell that, after chalking 
loot, and 



Of St Peter'a, and bring ci 
Such 03 medals, and casts ; and indeed, wbate'er fixe* 
Their fancies,— rags — relict— beads— bone*— <nicifixe* ; 
Grand portraits ol Saiotf, who cured tearful disease 
By the sufferer's mereiy going doun on his knees. 
And telling some t>cadB, and by offering some fee*. 
For Sainis, like the men vbo take iS.D. degreet. 
Their pracltce conduct in an orthodox way. 
And grant no relief to the souls who can't pay. 

Well— in thu great and world-renowned City of Rome, 
Within the broad shadow that's cast by the dome 
Of St. Peter's aforesaid, is the Strada del Popolo, 
Ic which etands the bouse of the famed St. Jacopolo ; 
And there reside thirty or forty stout monks, to Me 
Whom, much reminds one of Smithfield obesity. 

All da; long 

Goes ding-dong 
Their bells — and their song 
Alarms you at eve as you're tialkinK along: 
But at midnight, a wild and demoniac yelling 
la beard from within, of some mystery telling; 

And I've beard 

It averred. 
That a vile brimstone smell id 
The Strada del Popolo, oft causes those 
Wbo're passing— the orifice nasal to close; 
And, like old Dattiel Tucker, of whom, I dace *»y 
Yon have heard— to make tracks "and git out of Ibe 
way." 

Now — acoming the aid of that personage odious. 

The two-sticked dark gentleman known as Amodma; 

We have unroofed the house of these portly old men. 

And gaze without obstacle into their den I 

St Peter's great bell tells one more day is dead ) 

Respectable persons lie snugly in bed ; 

Only a beggar or woman with shrewd eye, 

Is prowling about to pick up a few ttudi; 

But Jacopolo'a altar is all in a blase. 

Ten thousand wax tapers emit their bright raya. 

And at first you are almost struck blind a* you gaee : 

The Abbot is clad in hi.i finest attire 

Of satin and silk, at a price rather bigfaer 

Than an un-worldly man, one might think, would desire ; 

But what puzzled one most — and what seemed very 

Was— that all the fat Monks of Jacopolo there. 

Instead of performing prescribed genuflexions. 

Or praying to Saints, to forgive their defections: 

Or joining (melodious old souls 1) in the quire. 

All stood in a circle around a huge fire. 

Over which was a vessel of braaa — yes, 'twas ffcM 

And in heretic lands 'twould be known as a Hat- 

What are thtnr doing ? 

Some mischief is brewing t 
In tbe cauldron like that one in Macbetk, is stewing 
Somethmg I warrant tor somebody's ruin ! 
See bow the burly monks plunge, each a fist 
Into the kettle, from which goes a mist 
Creeping and curling like snakes to the ceiling :— 
For something right down at its bottom they're feeling ) 
Now they have got it and like Monks of mettle 
They dab a wpt mass on the rim of the kettle. 
Shapeless and dark is it I— but with a shout 
The Monks of Jacopolo maul it about ; 
Bow to it— pray to it ; — each one c ar esses it. 
E'en the Abbot bimwlf lays bia baDd on, and Umm* it 1 
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ThejF roll it, and wriDklo, 
PaDcb it, and ipriokle : 
Aiilver bdl'i tmkle 
Ii bMTd— then the Abbot proceadi to an.padlock 
A casket, and from it witb prayen takei a bat-block. 
[Tbe lait rhyme, dear reader, I very well knot* 



Yes, the Abbot devout, 

A Hat Block took out, 
And 'Iwai hailed by the Mtmki with a tang and a ihoat : — 
Not a block of the ibape of a hat mora in town ; 
Bat much like a wide-a-wake'a — low in tbe crown. 
Only not ihapcd like thow of diab, while, green or brown. 
But level at rail-road — in ihoit, 'Iwai a flat 
Block, inch as ii uaed for a milling cove'i hat. 
Ur. Bendigo weari luch a one — think of that. 
And withont further parley you have the thing paL 

" Hail Mary 1" the Abbot cried — " Look upoo that 

I ne'er law a handsomer Cardinal's Hat I 

In England, I fancy— 'twill rather sarprice Man, 

Woman, and Child, when 'tis worn by Nick WitufAN." 

(And realty, lo give the old Abbot bii doe 

The latter remark waa undoubtedly true ;) 

"And," he added, " Proceed, your good work and divine in, 

Ai now 'lit our duty to pat in the liniQg." 



Vet, the Cardinat't Hat was completed at last, 

AndNicuoLAS Wiseman went rather loo fast. 

To Rome where that feeble old Potentate Pius, 

Who, it leema, a fresh chance for our toult, won't deny us, 

Plac'd the hat on hia cunning old pate, and aaid " Rite 

AkCHBISHOF OF WESTMINSTER— CARDINAL WlSBH AH 1" 

And hit newly-made Eminence roie from his kneei 
At prood and detigaicg a Piiest as you pleate I 

But a veryiboit lime had passed by, and the Hat 
Was dingy and shabby, and crushed almott flat : 
For on il, John Bull, let bis stordy old heel. 



il with a Protestant Uea in his ear 1 



"We will woo," cried Old Nick, "good St. Gladstone'* 



So they came to the Sunt in a motley crew 

A heterogeneoui rout. 
There were impt of every ahtpe and bne^ 
And tome looked yellow, and tome looked blue. 
And they pasted and varied before his view. 

And iwiated themselvet abouL 
Bui the good Sl Gladstone kept bis eye* 

Fixed on that excellent book. 
From it they did not tink or rite. 
Nor lights, DOT langhlei, nor ihoult, nor eriei 

Could win away his look. 

One black imp came In a maiqnerade 

Moat like a ghoul't attire. 
With a face like a sknll in dried parchment arrayed, 
And bat-wingi dingy that Sutterra and played 
AI>oat St. Gladstone through light and through ibade. 

Till they made tbe Saint penpire. 
And another one came apparalled 

In silk and velvet tcnff. 
With a *oct of tiara upon its bead. 
And a iWowy alb, and a ghostly cope. 
And a scowl of angei, and fear, and hope 
Upon a phii that teemed carven from soap ; 
Alkd the row il raised. 
At il blustered and blaied, 
Wat noisier than enough. 
Another yet, of dimmntive tise. 
And with haiiy lip and with goggle eyes, 

A winged weird creature, wee. 
He pounced like a hawk, and he whisked like the wind. 
And he whooped and hawed, and winked and grinned. 



Them 



exulted he. 



But the good SL Gladatone bent hit eyes, 

Upon that cxcelienl book. 
He beard the shout and tbe laugh arise, 
Bui be knew that the imps bad a naughty gnite, 

And be did not care lo look. 



Why from Wealmintter it was sent into Rag Fair t 
But the Jews wouldo't have the vile article there. 
And the latl time 'twas seen, it wai kicked with disdun 
From the filthiest old Clothes* shop in Petticoat Lane I 



TiurTATioN OF TBI Good St. Gladstone. 
Trk good Sl Gladstone sat on fail stool, 

A-reading a big black liook, 
Wilh a ste^fasl patience, at wai hit nil^ 
For tie never frivolled or played the fool, 
Like a wanton urchin a-weaiy of school ; 
But, tbon|^ 'twaa the rollickine teaaon of Val^ 
He ttudied in quiet, and kept himtelf cool. 
On bit ttool of repentance — a hard-bottomed ttool — 
And ne'er from that sage 
Conadtational page 
Hit reverent gaae be took. 



Latt comet an imp — bow unlike the rest— 

A beanliful female form I 
Wilh two dark Irish optics thai ogle with leit, 
With ■ blooming cheek and a boxom bteatt. 
And a thamrock brooch in iti snow doth lett. 

And her lipt are loft and warm. 

a hit shoulder the bends the light 



She 



Of her dark eyea on the pa^ 

lie fires hit heart irilh its ancient 



"igbt. 



With tbongbts of old seatoiu of glorwai fight, 
'Neath tbe Shamrock Shield in the cause ta light 
To aid hapleu Beauty it still bia delight. 

Though he's grey with the frotta of age. 
So eenlTe the tcemt, to appeaUng. to tore 
Of his belpi at of old ; 'lit a parToos lure I 

Pride, ply, and promise of fame 1 — 
What Inikeih Mini it, that beautifu] mask. 
Will the good Saint see, will the good Stint ath I 
Wilt he kDOW that the Deril ia atUi old tatk I 

Will be twig Oi* last form of bis pme? 
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H> ) the good SL Gltditone bceglei hi) «ye> 

Over that eieelleril book. 
Ho I bo ! at the eninen ihey seem to riie. 
He (eels that the thing hath a lovel; guis^ 

And— tnU he decline to \aoki 

There are many deviti that walk thii world— 

Derili luge and deviU small ; 
Derili uint'Oieiere, and linner-itout ; 
Derili whh cow-hons, and deviU wiihoal ; 
'Cute denli that go with thnr tailt upcarled. 
Bold devUi, that cuiy them bravely Dnfuiled ; 
Meek deviU, and devils that brawl ; 

Scrion* devili^ and mocking devils ; 

Impa lot cbuKhei, and atbeiEt reveli ; 

D«vil) cbeelnr, and devil* polite ; 

Bine and fau^ and black and wlute ; 

Devili that goiiip, and devils that write [ 

Devils that Aaver, and devils that bite ; 

Dei41l that n»tiue ai angeli of light ; 

DevUt that fill green tooui with ipte ; 

Devjlt that dim Old An'» ti|^t : 

Devili foolith. and devIU wise ; 
Bat a tdMoering Colleen with two bright ejci 
It the temptingetl devil of all t 

PuitA. J*Dn»ij9, 1886. 

Tb Paptkvs Roll-Sckoll op n Sim op 
Odd Volomss-* 
Mr. J. Brodie-Innes, Master of the Rolls of 
the Sette of Odd Folumet, hds a great talent for 
logoldsby versification. On May 4, 1888, he 
read a paper at Willis's Rooms bearing the 
above title, ia which the peculiarities of the 
members were graphically, comically, but 
withal genially hit off. The opening lines ran 
thus:— 

Souk 6|ly centnriei, more ur less 

Over this planet have paii'd, I gnesi, 

Since a monarch there lived of wond'roui fame 

In ancient Esypt, whose mU;hty tame. 

Known to alfboth near anil far, 

Wa* Ht. Pbaiaoh Rameies Ra. 

One mora to hto great High Priest, said he, 
" Yon'te a doctor versed m divinitie, 

A man of parts. 

And a Master of Arts, 
And the slanr leaniDg of old Chaldee ; 

Now, don't 70D see. 

It's shocking to me. 
But I haven't a ghost of a librorie. 
The wisdom of centuries past lies hid 
In the mjrstic depths of the Pyramid ; 

And future agei 

Of leeri and sages 

• Tt SUU b} Odi Valumn, a •mall ud itfr nolHln liMrBrr 

■oslety toonittd Id 18TB by Mr. Bernard Qnarlloh. Tb* Bnlhraa 
(u ttier itrl* tbtnurlvu) ar* iiiili«d on« ■ nnotti in lona a 
p«tKl Htt* (or tb* purpnMa uf Conntvlallty. and Mutual Adulta- 

LlKratarv, or tbr Draiui. Euh "OddVninma" haa bis ipiotJ 
tills and r>ffi» Id cha "Katte," mini o( tha obnrruiDH at tb* 
BMttDKi ara quaint and Menlliir, vUUt lb* dalntj IJltl* Opunla 
CODtalalnf rawrta of thtlr proooadlDfi ar* *flnrtT nught aft«r bv 
esUootors ol Otaiarj onrlosAlH. 



Ongbt to read in history's pages. 

With what tOAt, 

That radiant star, 
Mr. Pharaoh Rameses Ra, 
In mortal earb on this earth once trod," 
Then the High Priest multeT'd, " Odd r very Odil I 
To record the events of youi Majesty's rdgn 
Were a la«k beyond mortal skill 'tis plain ; 
Bat marvellous, mystical, magical lore 
I have learn 'd from the saf;es, and seers of yore t 
And I tbink I ean fumi&b just the commodity, 
Apei of learning, and quaintness, and oddity. 
In a chapel built by the old Chaldeei. 
I'll show yon the cream of Libraries, 
Hidden away in the bowels of eartb 
Since long before Creation's birth ; 
And all the volnmes hidden there, 
LearnM, cnrioas, quaint, and rare, 
Hieroglyph carved, or papyrtis roll. 
Every one hath a hnman sooL" 



Softly and slow to the sbrine of the God ; 
The H^b Priest solemnly waved his rod. 
The doors roll'd back. 



e High Priest said, with a wink ai 
" Lo, there are the Volumes.- they're Odd, Te^r Odd, 

There are volumei little and volumes big. 

Bound in calf and leather of [ng, 

Volumes great and volumes smafi. 

Duodecimo midgets and copes tall. 
And from least to greatest all worthy are 

To grace the car 

Of the Perriah Shah, 
Or of Mr. Fbaraoh Rameses Ra," 



MR. BARNEY MAGUIRE'S ACCOUNT 
OF THE CORONATION. 1837. 

OCH 1 the Coronation I what celebration 

For emulation can with it compare ? 
When to Westminster the Koyal S[unster, 

And the Duke of Leinster, all in order did repaii I 
Twas there you'd see the New Polishemen 

Making a skritnmsge at half after four. 
And the I«rds and Ladies and the Miss O'Gndyt, 

All standing toand before the Abbey dooi. 



Then the cannons thnnder'd, and the penple wonder'd. 

Crying " God save Victoria, our Royal Qaeen 1" 
— Och t if myself should live to be a hundred, 

Sure it'i the proudest day that I'll have seen I 
And now, I've ended, what I pretended, 

This narration splendid in swate poe-lhij. 
' Ve dear bewitcher, juit band the pitcher, 

F^th, it's myself that'* getting mightj dhr;.' 
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Barnbv Masuibs, Junior's, Account of the Jubileb. 

Sing, imle Muse, the grand occuioD of (hM joyful 
celebralion. 
When the Nalian, with cUlion, nuh«d tumuttuonslj to 

In her glory and her iplendbonr, the Faith's fenuDioe 
dcfcDdber, 

On the dawning of the morning of her Day of Jubilee I 
Sure the flags was wavin' glorious, and the tumult wax up- 
All the route wat lined before yez with Hussari and 
bould Dbragoons ; 
While from iveiy cUngin' tteeple bells was deifeein' the 
people, 
Ad' the banda wer« all diseoonin' different sort) al loyal 

Then did cheerin' most itupendoni greet a cavalcade 
tremendoui. 
Formed of i^rgeous foreign splendoBrs— all from Histher 
Gam's hotel 
(Buckingham Palace, ai thej loold tbcm, being far too 
small to hould them ; 
Though its thme we've Kew an' Windbsor, too, wtd 
Kensington as well)! 
Och I the Chinese swells Imperial dhressed in tilver-gilt 
material ; 
Indian potentates, leverial ; Poles and Torlu and Arab 
SheiUu; 
An' the Queen of swale Hawaii, faith to see her doel 

Though lis mighty little English that the darlin' cralbnt 

When along the line came bowlin' wid a sound like thnndei 

All the dignitaries howlin' that grate Europe has to show ; 
Dhressed in glitlerin' start an' laces, littin' proudly in their 

like their images that graces Madame Twoswoordi' wax- 
work show ; 
Spanish High and Mightineises, Russian military dhresiet, 
Belgium, Aaslbria, Grase, and Dinmark, all like Court 
cards imitin' there, 
Gennans itout and sentimental, jooks and Piincet Con- 
tinental, 
Ownin' a conlhracted rental, hut a pcedons dale of bait t 

Then, with polished iword-blades glancing, goslden tag* 
an' feathers dancing. 
Came the princely escort prancing all beside a gilded 

Drawn h; ei^ht crame ponies— Giosetl or Bill Holland 

Was the cry the verymbnit ihat proceiiion did approach. 
And Victoria, Britain's Queen, ibere. other mhjecls' eye* 

Lookin' glorious and resplendent in her Sunday satin 
gown, 
Wid a dacent while lace bonnet wid a bunch of feathers 

Though 'tis said that Saliibnry bqg^ her on his knee* to 
wear her crown. 

Ihere was Our Princess the blessin' I She's the wan fbr 

stylish dhresiin,' 
Wid her charrumi that do be bcreasin* as the years go 



An' Ibe Heii Apparent watchto' with a twinkle in hli 

Edinborongh's Royal Sailor, who does ride like any tailot— 
Sarin' of his noble preieiKe I while, upon the otbtr 

Battenberg, monstached and dhreisy, Sane-Meiningm and 
Heise, 
Caracoled unto the music of a joyous German Band I 

In the Abbey there wm hustling— aye, an' buttling too, and 

All the li^i'et' dhtette* rustling like a aUken-toundinc 

Shoali oF swarthy foreign visithen. Press reponhers and 
iuquiiilhers, 
The whole Catnnet of Minislhen, Salisbury and William G. 
Bar and Bench. The House of Lords, too, in silk stockint, 
■hoes, an' twoordt too ; 
H.P.s manied — aye, and tingle — wid their wive* and 
daughters swale ; 
But Parnell and hii supporten stayed al home in writhin' 
torthers. 
An' the Socialists were abwnl at • pj teetotal thnte ; 

Then the organ loudly sthmck up an' the clu^n Ibe chune 
The ArchVishop quickly wok np, while- the tmmpets 'gan 

And in glory and in honour shone June's Royal sun upon 
As the tat thee* like a cherub in onld Edward't ancient 

Glitthering in full regalia. Fux, for brightnets I'll go 
Jacob's Tiskni most Elplao with the sight couhi not 



At 



I palhnot wat remarking when the polii caught him 
id a fnte all (it for sparking, underneath the pulpit 



Och I the crowds of notahilitiei celebrated for abilitiet. 

Octogenarians and juvenilities, lions old and liont new, 
Buffalo William and hit Injin, Miither Marina and Miss 
Slnjin, 
Wd the belle of the Aquarium in a costume of tattoo I 
"■ — '-gutiusin — ~-' — — 1— r— 
' Nationi 

Editors in shoah and batches, thieves intent on priggin' 

The ^wn Folter, Lady Colin, and the Bafurdat BwiemI 



an' thdr pick j 
An' Ihe title Levy Lawson long had hoped to 'gel Ui 

Hung convanient widin' reachin' of the handle of hi* 
■tick 1 
Sure the work was warm an' tirin', and the taycheis all 
perspirin'. 
Into buns tome children wirin', while the dhrinks went 
round about. 
Bonds and banners wildly clashm', Jnbilee memenloi 
smashin'. 
Punches squeakin', airballs squatUn', was there ner mch 



But at latt the (ait i 



tx, gnnidian ugelt eeuad to 
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Pickpocketi retiied in clovei, and the cats bec>n to roam, 
Wliilsl Ihe pajCDti of the IhieUed bote awsy the more 
leplcted 
Oc eoavtjti the flatteced datlio'i to the shelter of the 

Off wint N**;, off wint Aimjr, with the kx that'i bom to 
charm Te; 
Off wint Pma, Police, and Public ; borne wint Ri^altf 
to tea. 
And Her Majeity did nttber, as the tak the btead and 
bntther 
Hltlher Battenbog had cut her— "Well, We've Had 
Onr JUBILEE. 

Lady't Pictorial. Jalj x, 18S7. 



A I^y or St. Ddnstak's, Fleit Stribt. 

Sift Ckbistophsk Wren I O Sir Christopher Wren I 
How alnmbered your keen architeclaral ken 

When jow planned Temple Bar, 

Nor foresaw from afar 

How the witlings would spll jod, 

And editors twit yoil. 

And Levi the Thunderer* 

Proclaim f ou a blunderer I 
How Ihe D.T., the pet. pink, and pride of Ibe Press, 
Would feei itself called time by tim^ to aiddress 
Learned Leaden, the jo* of i<> large circulation. 
Intended to scorcb up the whole Corporation : 

All through you, dear Sir Christopher, 

Who made SDcb a fal of a 

Gate in the twiit of a 
Narrow etreet-waf, to be cuned at and hissed of a 
Hone-steerer class of Her Majesty's liegaa 

Who howled in the squeeies 

With trenchant phrase hippie 

And forceful philippic, 



Not a sigh shall escape for the relic that's none. 
Nor a thought be beuowed on one rotton old sioiie 1 

But till London shall tumble 

To pieces and crumble. 
And bookworms shall stumble^ and mumble, aod fumble 

O'er records faniastic, 

With lore periphrastic ; 

Till memory fail 

And custom grow stale. 

And history pale 
Before sceoes, men, and things, long forgotten, and cast 
Br the ocean of time on [h« shores of tlw past, 
Sliall the halo ol genius hover around. 
And the street christened Fleet shall be classical ground. 

Bat a pace, and we (ace 

St, Bride's tower of grace 
'Nealh whose shadow reposeth the gentle Lovelace 

He who sang sweet and clear 

Of Altbea, his dear 
And whose soul burst the bonds of imprisonment drear ; — 

Then bard by St. Bnde, 

In Shoe l^ane there bid^ 

Beneath the cold stone*, 



■ Prepri(toroIUiaDsll]iTi]*|Tqih, U^iita. 



Here Sackrille of Dorset Congreve, Wycherley, Raleigh, 
With Siildon. Rowe, Fielding, Burke, Cooper, held parley : 
And now, as we gaze on St, Dunstan's grey fane, 
We think of the pious and learned Romaine ; 
Then bringing our list to a period, we halt on 
The gentlest of anglers and men, Isaak Walton ; 

iust pause in a hurry 
'o note old John Murray, 
And finally pass on, just glaacing at Tonson, 
To the typical three. Goldsmith, Boswell, and Johtlaon. 

Did the heads of the rebels above the old Gate 
Give a Jacobite grin at a possible fate* 
That might haply a---' 
""le roysteri 
rst the D 
after. 

The midnight air shaking 
And " Charlies" awaking 
With echoing peals of Cj^opean laogbter. 

Now the Bar has departed. 

Its stones have been carted 
Away to the limbo of things undesired ; 

But — fateful perversity 

With even a worte City 
Nuisance the minds of the ' ' lathers " are fired ; 

As with bent pertinacious 

Some civic Horatius 

" Keeps the gale " by snggestiog 

A structure congesting 
The traffic anew that the Bar had let loose ; 
Nor heeding the trumpet-stop scorn and abuse 
Of that monarch of censors, the wordy D.T., 

Presses forward his motion 

With pugnacious devotion. 
And triumphantly carries it through the C.C.-f 
So now "jc^ for ever," and aye " thing of beanty "— 
That Is, till its outlines grow smoke-dried and sooty — 
The obstruction erect, with the Griffin a-top, 
Designed with the Bar situations to chop. 
Is to stand, spite of those whose loud protests it smothera, 
And SDb^st as " a refuge for lawyer* and others." 



f nobodies picked from the great Corporation, 
Voice in measures that deal With the citiiens' weal, 

Be sure you appeal 

With might sod with seal 

To statutes obecure 
That caoDot with modem requirements endure. 

And resist every movement 
That points the plain way to a public Improvement. 
Don't be daunt^ in playing your part of an as^ 
Bnt bray out your molioos with trumpet of brasfc 

Above all, stick a Griffin 

In Fleet Street, aod if in 
Your wisdom vou choose as a station most meet 
For your emblem the narrowest part of the street, 

Air your crotchet at will 

In the Common Coun-cil, 
And reply to Ihe Thunderer's wrath, my boy, 



ID Oaondl of tta Ollr ^ Ii 
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THE INGOLDSBY LEGENDS. 



Tbat the best oral) modes 
To video one't roads 
Is to steal a few yards from tbe patb, my hoy. 



1881. 

After maDy years of diBcauion, it was decided to remove 
Temple Bar, principally becanse t( interferMl wilb the 
traffic, but the City aatbarities, egged od by a Dobody wbo 
■hall be Dameless, det^ided to erect a monunieat in its 
plaM. Hence tbe bideous Gnffiu obatraciioD wbicb it was 
said cost London /12,00a; it wai so detested and ridiculed 
that for a long time after its erection two constables had 
to guard it night and day, or it would probably have been 
demolished. As it was, great damajle was done to it on 
several occasions, bnt it still stands, a costly ir ~ 
toadyism, (oily, and bad taste. 



PicEON Shooting at Hurlinghau. 
In this Sport every element of man)/ courage and skill is 
brought into play. The poor ciged birds are generally so 
bewildered on being released thai they can scarcely Hy, and 
the skilled marksmen often wound them, so that (hey flutter 
about foi bouts with broken legs and wings. This affords 
excellent enteitainment to the tender-hearted ladies of 
fashion who witness tbe sports, and bel on the lesulti. 

Occasionally a bird is kilted at once, others escape from 
the grounds and ate either ciplured, or tortured to death by 
that respectable class of the community which usually con- 
gregates around fairs, race meetings, and priie lights. 

Altogether, Pigeoa-shootlng is the sport which, for the 
sake of our Nalional reputation, should be encouraged. 

When we have persuaded the Spaniards to abolish their 
Ball fights as cruel and unmanlv, we may bring them to the 
inikocent' delights of ballue shooting, hare coursing, (ok 
hunting, or even to Pigeon Shooting, and to realise Poel 
Wordsworth's noble ideal ; — 

"One lesson. Shepherd, let us two divide. 

Taught by what nature shows and what conceals. 
Never to blend our pleasure or our pride. 
With sorrowofthe meanest thing thai feels." 
The iubject is treated from the Pigeon's pmnt of view, in 
the following imitation of Barbam's style. 
(Tktpifften is in Ha trap, availing ilt turn l« be ghet at b^ 
kind-hauled, MttuibU men. J 
Wbll, here I am, and precious hot I 6nd it, 
I wish I were a Fantail not to mind it ; 
Ten to the foot's too warm for any sinner, 
I'd quite as soon be in a pie for dinner ; 
Id fact, it woold be cooler to be bakid. 
For they've tbe decency to cook us naked 
And leave our feet outside ; but here, I tell ye. 
My toes are cramped and trodden to a jelly. 

So, this is Hurlingham ] Accursed place I 
Tbe fell destroyer of our harmless race. 
Centre of fashion, bauni of lords and ladies, 
A whiled sepulchre, a dazzling Hades. 
Prom Mooday here we're massacred till Saturday, 
Bat murdered worse than ever on tbe latter day t 
For then conspire the " Upper Ten " to vei as, 
" Onmit ataiit uMutjtit itxut," 
With jealous hearts, intent to shed the blood 
Wbicb, like their own, dates backwards to tbe Flood, 
Aa for a pretext, they can find a reason 
For killiDg us each dav throughout the ssason. 
" i-.-i. - »i( the aport were quite meant 



Some people talk as if the iport w 



To give the birds some innocent amusement. 

And say a little shooting to us Socks is 

Just tbe delight that bunting is to (oies. 

Poor beasts I How can tbey possibly avoid it ? 

They'd " be surprised to bear " how tbey enjoyed it. 

One says that killing pigeons is as good 
As murdering barn-door pheasaols in a wood. 
Granted. But please to prove that shooting's pleasant 
When looked at from the aspect of the pheasant. 

They all insist that death attends the shot, 
(Some think precedes a trifle and some not) ; 
And then they cry, in ecstasies of virtue. 
"Poor things I we kill you, but we never hurt yon." 

Wbo was it made tbe theory so astutely 
Tbat piteous cannot feel at all acutely ? 
Well, of a want of feeling when he spoke, we 
Might well return him a direct tu guoque. 
"You blocks, you stones, you worse than senseless things." 
Was said of men's bard hearts, not Rocks with wings. 

One comes to bet and thinks the shooting rubbish, 
Another' shoots, but votes the belling snobbish. 
This little episode a moral teaches ; 
Which of tbe iwo is right t I fancy each is. 

If we are only slaughter for tbe larder, 
I wish they'd miss us clean or bit us harder. 
This amateur despatching ten times worse is 
Even than tbe wicked poulterer's lender mercies ; 
And why should man be justified in maiming us. 
Because be had the privilege of naming us P 

"You ladies! You whose gentle hearts do fear 
Tbe smallest monstrous mouse," what make yon here 
Are those the eyes to gaze on slanghtered doves. 
The chosen birds of Venus and the Loves ? 
Alas ! what hypocrites of balf-a-score. to 
Watch the death agonies oeula irretorio. 
But when some wretch surmounts the fatal paling. 
Sick unto death with sight and pmions (ailing. 
To clap your hands, o( pure compassion quite full, 
And cry "He's safe, poor darling I How delighlftil !" 
So young, so fair, and can ye lack compassion ? 
It cannot be ; ye are bul slaves to Fasbton, 
Bowing yourselves, as did the Jewish nation. 
Before the monster of your own creation. 
Shake off the chains, or lake a bird's advic»~ 
Serve if ye list, but do not sacrifice. 
Yon, upon whom all fashionable men danct^ 
From noon to eve, assiduous atlendance. 
Hence 1 fair ones, hence 1 nor, like Herodias' daughter 
Bring by yonr charms the guiltless to tbe slaughter. 

My turn at last I I wish he'd leave off squeezing ; 
I think I've scratched him 1 Serve him right for teasing I 
Alas I the middle trap be lays his band on, 
"Ye (birds) who enter here all hope abandon." 
And now he's pulled my tail out by the roots, 
I (eel as helpless as a Puss-ln- Boots, 
(Ah I our poor tails, they won'l believe we need 'em 
Or else they're fitting us for endlen freedom.) 
They say it's to prevent my being bit. 
(It's very good of them to mention it) 
They tell me I'm a clipper I and shall wobble, 
" And yet I am not happy " for their trouble j 
And if they want me to get safe from harms off. 
Why don't tbey pull the sportsman's l^s and arms off? 

Fast in the middle trap. To test the cunning 
Of the great guns. It's fallen nine times running ; 
And now, to baffle their unerring aim, 
Tbe next that falls ii sure to be 3ie same. 
A chilly fear of death is stealing o'er m^ 
And all my j)#eiadilloes Raih bdfote me. 
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It't very ud to die — to die — to ileep — 

To sleep, percbance to dieam ; I'll take a peep — 

Oh I that fair grove, and yon delicious pine. 

Towering beyond ihe fata! bouodar; line. 

And Iheie he stands, the fatal swell of Hurlingbam : 

Hii little black moustaches, how he's twirliDg 'em ' 

Heie comes his gun I If he forgets to cock it, 

I'm off to Alabama like a rocket. 

I wish he'd ute a hundred pound torpedo. 

And tnike the people mount in air, as we do. 

Theiego the rocks? " ClicK. click?" A moment mole 

And I am free, that never was before I 

Ves. " Free among the dead," though some, I heard. 

Were belting "ten to live upon the bird.'' 

Bui can Iheii jargon from the land of death 

Back to its mansion call Ihe tieeling breath? 

Or will my ghost be glad, when I am gone. 

That I was "freely backed at two lo ooe^" 

Welt, come what will, " This Rock," at least, shall make 
For life one tlultei (" Lady of the Lake "). 
Suppose I Sy slap at him, and sui^x>se 
I make him think I mean " to have hii nose." 
Perhaps he'd miss me, but perhaps he wouldn't ; 
And then, bow very awkward if he shouldn't ; 
He'd be quite sure to bit me if I crawled ; 
I think I'll try what Juvenal has called 
" Bxwba turrit liOulala." Bless it 1 
I fear the slory goes on, " unde oilier astt 
Catat," Ac, ending wilh a ruiiUE. 
It's quite enough to make one " shed the briny," 

Would thai like Milton's demons I could clime 
" Pail on the earth, and part in air sublime I" 
He'd not know which to hie at, and the poule 
Might make him put his shoulder to Ihe muule. 

By Jove, I have it 1 Plan untried by"Rocks," 
I'll light (like Bryant's matches) on the box | 
The line " In mtdio lulissimua ibit," 



I'll lit on lop, and try how long f can sil. 

Time's pieciousl "Ready? Pull I" Here goes; I'll 



It misted my (absent) helm but raxed a plumi 
Even as il was, so ckisely came each pellet 
"That as it passed I could distinctly smell iL 
Thanhs, courteous trap, for rescue in (he nick ; 
Bui whsl a iilly man to lire so quick. 

So far to good, but doubtless he has reckoned 
On " dropping me snpeibly with his second " 
(Tbis spoiling euphemism consoles the worst shots 
For missing quite absurdly - """" ■■---- '^- 
Bnt I won't budge an inch, 
He'll find it hard lodrap n 
He hesitalei, uncertain which to let 0^, 
The gun oi me ; perhaps 1 still may get off. 
But no I the gentle audience sees his doubt. 
And playfully resolves to help him out ; 
And nfty throats exclaim, wilh laughter splitting, 
" Wire in, my boy, and shoot the beggar silling 1" 
Will he " forego his vantage " and leiirc ? 
Ah.no! he quietly proceeds to "wiie." 
The gun is laised I A Bash t And so I die — 
No, missed me clean, with none to wipe his eye I 



yboy." 



" Of two given victims, always choose thebi 



R. L. FRAKas. 



Every one who has read the Ingoldsby Legmda (and 
who has not ?) will be sure to rememMr Ihe pathetic 
liltle poem with which they coDclode :— 

AS I LAYE A-THYNKYNGE. 



Merrie song the Birde aa sha sat upon the ^raye 1 
There came a noble Knyghle, 
With his hauberke shynyuee brighte. 
And his gallant heart «a* l^htev 

Free and gaye : 
As I laye a-lhlnkynge, he rode upon bii waye. 

As I laye a-thynkyngo, a-thyokynge, a-lhynkyogt^ 
Sadly sang the Birde as she sal upon the tree I 
There seem'd a crimson plain. 
Where a gallant Knyghle lays ■layne. 
And a tteed with broken rein 
Sanfre^ 
A* I Uye a-thynkynge, moti pttifnl to tee I 



As I lays a-thynkynm tha golden ran was siDkiag; 
O merrie lanK that Birde as it glittered on her brc««t 

Wilh a thousand gorgeons dyes. 

While soaring to Ihe skie^ 

'Mid Ihe stars she seem'd to rite. 
As to her nest ; 
As I laye a-thynhyoge, her meaning was nprest :— 

" Follow, follow me away. 

It boots not to delay," — 

'"Twas so she teem'd (o uye, 
" Here is reit 1 " 



As I SATB A-HTHKYNGI, 

The last words of Jonas JiNCWUiSBr. 
(B^ort going to ly-by). 



There came a gay reporter 
Of a "duly," nothynpe sho 
And he ordered balfe 



As I sale a-diynkyn^, a-drynkynge, a-drynkyngc, 
Swelely sang the Birde as she perched upon the bar t 
There came a lovely maide, 
Who took the cojme he payde. 
And giving change, she sayde. 

As t sate a-diynkynge, hei face was as a star. 

As I sate a-diynhvnge, a-drynkynge, a-diynkynge, 

Blylhely sang the Birde as she pecked about my shoe* : 
This journalistic childe 
CoDtinuonily smyled, 
And got to mixing " mild " 

With Chartreuse. 
As I sate a-dryokynge he wat upon the boow. 
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JOSEPH ADDISON. 



Ai I ute i-drynkynee, ■•drynkjmge, t-^diynlcjan. 
The Birde decUneif lo ling, having ittrEed od ue feed ; 
This youlh did I'mg and shaut. 
Till then came a chuckci-out ; 
But he EtDod hrm halfe of stout 



Ailu 



And a 
; a-drynkynge— he did in wiy deed. 



Ai I ute a-drynkynge, a-diynkynee, a-drynkynge, 
Menie suig the Birde as it fiTtisned up its feast, 

The maiden she did lay, 
" Now, there's one and nyne to piy« 
So yoa had better goc awaye, 

Tipiy beasl I" 
Ai I We a-drynkynge, I thought it rude, at least. 

At t sate a-drynkyoge, a-dryokynge, a-drynkynge. 
Sleazy the Biidc did its song again b^n. 
There came ■ gallant ciew 
Of oSceiei in bine. 
And I shnddeted — so would you 

At their grin. 
As I »ate a-diynkynge, they look and ran him in. 

Ai I lite a-drynkynge, a-drynkynge, a-drynkynge. 
The Birde was getlynge hoacie, and could tuidly force 

My blood was turned to curds 
When a beak, fruf not (As Birde'i, 
PfOQounced these solemn wordei, 

" For your freak, 
I deeply grieve lo laye 



This little anonymoui liipenny pamphlet was published 
at 84, Fleet Street, Ixmdon, about iSSz, In addition lo 
the above parody, and A Lay q/* Bt. Duntlan'a which 
appeaii a few pages back, it contained " Fhe Inspector a' 
Trapping 'em,*' "Sir Wilfrid the Beerless," " The Night 
and the Ladies," and other imitatioDS of the Ingoldsby 
L»ends, both in proie and verse. 

There are two imitations of 1^ Ing«ld$by Ltgtndt in 
Tht Corktattf Papers, pablishtd anonynioiuly in 1876 by 
W. H. Gaeit, 9, Paternoster Row, London. 

One is styUd " Tamborini, the Poet," the other 
'' Pygmalion and Hii Statue," they nre long, and of no 
pattictilar iotereit 



JOSEPH ADDISON. 



Born, 1672. 



Di£D, 17 June, 1719. 



" Cato," a tragedy by Mr. Joseph Addison, was prodaced 
with much success at Druiy Lane Theatre in 1713. It 
is now well nieb forgotten, but the following soliloquy 
was generally lOMrlea in the school books of tbe last 
generation : — 

ON THE IMMORTALITI OF 
THE SOUL. 
It nnst be so — Plato thou reason'si well— 
Else why lbi< pleasing hope, this fond desire, 



lliis longing after immortality ? 
Or whence this secret dread, and inward horror. 
Of falling into nought t Why shrinks (he soul 
Back on herself, and startles at destroction ? 
'Tis (he Divinity that stirs within us ; 
Tie Heaven itself that points out an heTcafter, 
And inlimales eternity to man. 
Eternity 1 Thou pleasing, dreadful thought 1 
Through whal variety of untried being, 
Through what new scenes and changes must we pass ) 
The wide, th' unbounded prospect lies before me 1 
But shadows, clouds, and darkness rest upon it. 
Here will 1 hold— If there's a Power above us 
(And that there is, all nature cries aloud 
Tbrongh all her works), he must delight in virtue; 
And that which he delights in must be happy. 
But when, or where ?— This world was made for Cmsu. 
I'm weaiy of conjectures — (hi* must end 'em. 



My bane and antidote are both before a 
This in ■ moment brings me lo an end ; 
But this informs me I shall never die. 
The soul, secur'd in her existence, smiles 
At the drawn dagger, and defies its point i 
The stars shall fade away, the sun himself 
Grow dim with age, and Nature sink in years [ 
But thou shalt flourish in immortal youtb. 
Unhurt amidst the war of elements. 
The wreck of matter, and tbe crush of worldi. 



Hamblg irueribed to tht Sight Bonourailt 
John, Sari of Stair. 

Mitchell. «a)u, sitting in a thouehlfut posture : In his 
hand his tailor's bill, with an eipostuUtoiy leller : pen, ink, 
and paper 00 the table by him. 
-Tailor, thou It 
lit pleasing hop 

_ nging to discha _ 

Or whence this secret dread, and inward h 

Of an arrest ? Why shrinks the conscious son! 

Back on herself, and startles at a Bailiff? 

The JuMliix of a cause prevails within us ; 

'Tis Svnttly that points out better days. 

And mlimates even Stonty to a Bard / 

Itanty, thou pleasing, an>:ious, dreadful thought 1 

Through what variety of untry'd life, 

Through what new scenes and changes must We pass ? 

The wide, th' unbounded prospect lies before me ; 

But shadows, clouds, and darkness rest upon it. 

Here will I hold. If a M<M«uu be, 

(Aod that there is. Fame publishes abroad 

Thro' Britiih realms) he must delight in goodness ; 

And that which he delights in must be happy. 

But when, or who 7—U present I'm in need, 

And dun'd for debt— but this must bring relief. 

(Taking hit pen in hi$ hatli.) 

Thus am I doubly arm'd. My pain or pleasure. 

My bane and antidote are both before me. 

Thi* in a moment claps me in a gaol ; 

But thai informs me I shall yet he rich. 

Tbe Mutt, secured by inspiration, smiles 

At sight of Calthpolts. and defies a Writ. 

KobUt rnay perish, and the Kin; himself 

Submit to fate, the very realm be mined ; 

But Bards shall flouiish in immortal youth. 

Unhurt amidst the Whig end Tory broils, 
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Nitnte, oppceii'd uid Wriu'd out with cue. 
SdIu down to dnlaeu. — Let mc drink > BaltU, 
That my awaken 'd Mutt may wiiw bei flicht, 
Rraew'd in all her Mrenglh, and freih wiin lifc^ 
An oiTiiDg tit fat Stail Let guilt or feai 
Disturb man'i rett : Mitchell knowi neithcf of tbein, 
Itkdiffeieat in hji choice to live or die, 
If he, peat Lord 1 niDcbiare me not hii favor. 

From Potmi OK Smeroi Oeeaiiani, in t vols., bjr Joieph 
MitcbeU, commDnly called Sir Robert Walpole't Poet. 
Publitbed at Loadon. 1739. 



The Maiquesai>B[ 

or, Iht Batk'j SeUUqvy. 

Celestina, mIw, in a thou^tful poitarc — a DomiDO. 

with Hal and Feather, and a Pune of Gold Wtag on the 

table. 



iTm 



n reaioD'it well 



Elie whence thii ipringing jov, this fond desire. 

This loi^ng after concerts. pL , . 

Or whence Uiis loathing dread and chill n 



At ilajKng oft at home ? Why hate we all 

Immur'd to sit alone, and start at crickets 1 

'Til ccenei of poliihed life which prompt our longings, 

■Tis Faihion's *elf, that pcnats oat public places, 

And intimates Bvn Ton to well-bred females. 

Bott Ton, thou heirt-ieviving, pleasing thought I 



Here will I hold— if there'! • Queen of Fashion, 
(And that there ii, each mlllinet declares 
In every cap you buy I) ihe must love gadding 
And that which she approves the great must £llow. 
But when or where I— Cits go to the Pantheont 
I cannot make decision ; this must close it. 
(Laying her hand on th* Puroe.) 
Thai am I doubly aim'd ; my cash and trappings. 
Money and E>omi[io are both before me ; — 
This, in a moment, puichaHs a ticket : 
But (hit informs me I shan't be much spoke to. 
The £eU(, lecuic in Indian princess' robes, 
Smiles at the Domino as 'nealh her notice t 
Colours shall fade ; new Iitsh steps crow old 
With lapse of time ; ev'n laced Pellice be icom'd, 
But Diamond! still shall flourish and alliact. 



LaDV TOWHLIV'l SOLILOQUT. 

It mast be so — great Hoyte, thon coonsell'st well ; 
Else whence this anxious hope, this thirst of gain. 
This longing after Faro, Whist, Qaadrille ? 
But whence this secret dread, and inward horror 
Of suking all I'm worth ? Whj; shrinks my soul ? 
Does Season's secret impolie strive to shake 
My firm resolve of going to a drum I 



No : — "ns last night's ill run at which I ttut ; 

'"ns want of gold that dictates stay at hom^ 

And iatiroatet 'twere better not to play. 

Must I not play? Oh, serious hated thought I 

From what variety of pleasing hopes. 

From what gay scam of joy, would'st thon exclude 

And tempt my steps to tread DiscretioD's patlu ? 

The wild, the dreary prospect lies before me. 

And none but prudent fools can rest upon IL 

Here I will hold : if there is chance at play. 

(And that there is, Hoyle proves in every line. 

Throng all his works) I yet ouy be sncceasfnl ; 

And ifsuccessful, then I must be happy. 

Bnt when, 01 where ?— Home bai do charms (or me — 

I'm wcaijof conjectorea. — Bring me my jewela. 

(ToiMrmMd-J 
Thas am I donbly ann'd ; jewels and nld. 
My parse and casket, now are both before me 1 
This, in a moment, may perchance be loct ) 
Bnt this insures me credit for a week. 
My heart elate, depending on good fottnoe. 
Smiles at Saiu pranJra, and defies Codille. 
*" ' rs shall fade away, the tapers waste. 



Moming appear, my husband wake alone ; 

Bat I shall floariih heroine at play, 

Unhnrt by fears of war with France or Spain, 



Pmsua'i defeat, or Bmoswick's overthrow. 



Another parody hat Lot* instead of Flay a* the Iewiiii( 

" Ovid, it most be so — thoa reason's! well ; 

Else whence this pleaiing pain-^hese tender donbts— 

Tbit lon^g after something n 



Etc7«c-, «e 



A long political parody of the Senate scene in "Cato" 
ired m Fitfora it ' ' . " „ " „, :." _ 

illustration by Robert Seymour. It dealt with William IV. 



appeared 



> LoTidon, December I4, 1833, with a 

. , Seymour. It dealt with Wlliam I' 

and his Ministers, and has no present interest whatevet. 

An imitation of Addison's prose writings may be foond in 
Portkumota Farodiet (London. 1814), it is entitled "A 
Prchlory Paper, by the Shade of Mr. Addison," and describes 
the characteristics of the various authors whose work* an 
parodied in the volume. 



WILLIAM COLUNS. 



ODE ON THE PASSIONS. 
When Music, heavenly maid I was yoang. 

While yet in early Greece she sung. 
The Passions oft. to hear her shell. 
Thronged around her magic cell ; 
Exulting, trembling, raging, fainting, 
Possessed beyond Ihe Muse's painting} 
By nuns they felt the glowing mind 
Distmbed. delighted, raised, reRned ; 
'Till once, 'tis sud, when lU were fired. 
Filled with fury, lap^ intpited, 
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WILLIAM COLLINS. 






Fiom Ibe nppoitiQ^ mrrtle* TOund, 
The; uutched bci matnmcnts of wmuhI ; 
And ■• they oft bid heard kurt 
Sweet leiions of her forceful arc, 
Bacli — for midaeu luled tbe honi — 
Would prove bii own expreuire power. 

Fint Fear hii hand iti ikill to try, 
Amid the chordi bewildered laid : 

And back recoiled, he knew 
Even 

Next Aoger nuhed, bil eye* on Gre, 
In ligbtninn owned bii >ccret itingi 

Id ooe rude cla*b be ttiuck the lyie. 
And **ept with hurried hand the strinci. 

With wofnl meanuei wan Deipaii, 
Low inllen loundt bis giitl b^uiled 

A lolemn, itranEe, and minsled air j 
'Twai lad by fit*, by (tuu 'twaJ wild. 

Bat oh I bow allend wu It* tprightly tone. 
When CheerfoliMH, a nrmpb of bealthiett hue. 

Her bow mtom her iboalaer fliu% 

Her butktni gemmed with morning dew. 

Blew an inipiring air, that dale and thicket nag. 
The bnnter't call, to Fawn and Drynd known ; 

The oak-crowned tUtei*, and tbrir chaite eyed 

Satyr* and eylvan txnpi were teen 
Peeping from forth Iheii alteyi green ; 
Blown Exerdie rejoiced to hear. 

And Sport leaped up and loied hi* beechen 

Last came Joy'i eettalic trial : 

He, with nny crown advancii^ 
Fttal to the lively [ripe hit band Addreued : 

But *oon he law the briik, awakening viol, 
Whoie iweet entrancing voice he loved tbe bett 

They would have thought, who heard the ttraio. 
They saw, in Tempe's Vale, ber native mudt, 
Amidst the featal loiuiding sh»de*. 

To some unwearied minstrel dancing : 
While, at hii flying Rngers kissed the strings. 

Love framed with Mirth, a gay fantastic round. 
Loose were ber tresses seen, her tone nnbound : 

And he, amidst his frolic piay. 



About tSoo a satirical parody on thi) Ode wu published 
tnonymonsly, of which unfortunately no copy can now be 
traced. It contained tbe foUowiog linei : — 
Ode to thi Fassions. 

" RivsNGK impatient rose ; 

He threw hit boxing elovei in baste away. 

And, with a knowiog look, 

A set of Scottish ba^pes took, 

And blew a strain so full of fears. 

The very Passions melt In tears. 

(Teaii I such a* you've heard Shake* 



huMout Parodia and other Pieea, publiihed aoonymoruly 
in London in 1814. Unfotlunitely it deals with Ibe politin 
and poliliciaos of the day, and many of the allurioDi are of 
DO general interest at the pretent lime, so that only a few 
atracta need be quoted : 

The Asfikants : 
An Ode far Jfune. 
Whbk George out Prince, lirtt sway'd the land, 
While yel Restriction erimp'd fail band, 
As^urauls oft, with smiles and bowi, 
Throog'd tbe door of Carlton House, 
Eipecting, hinting, praying, striving. 
To get the reins, and shew tbeir driving. 
By [urns ihey found the Princely mind 
Disturb'd 01 calm, displeased or kind. 
Till once, 'tis said, when one and all 
Met impatient in his ball, 
From a music room beyond 
They snalch'd the instruments of sound ; 
And, having beard, perhaps, at school, 
How fiddling Orpheu* rose to rule. 
Each, for Madness ruled tbe hoar. 
Would tempt the self-sane path to pow'r. 

Fint fiddle Greoviile needs must try,— ■ 
And strain'd the cbotds. to make them nre i 

Then back recoil'd, he knew not why. 
Prom the unGnish'd cvtrlun. 

Neat, Brougham came pushing from behind. 

His native bagpipe at his ude : 
In one rude roai tie forced the wind, 

And sounded strong, and far, and wide. 

The organ fell to Byron's share. 

Low sullen sounds his grief begnil'd : 
A solemn, strange, and mingled air I 

' Twas sad by fit*, by starts 'iwa* wild 



But thou, O Ctoket, bard of Same, 

What wii thy pro(dietic story ? 

Stilt it spoke of promised gloiy. 
And bade the lofty hopes at distance hall. 
Still would hi* touch the strain prolong ; 
And from Ibe foit. tbe height, tbe vale. 

He call'd on Wellington thioogh all the song j 

And OS that noble tbeme be chos^ 

Britain responsive cheer'd at every clos^ 
And Croker amil'd, well pleai'd, and Britain boast* hi* 



Sheridan came last to trial : 
He, with viny crown advancing,* 

First to tbe lively pipe bis hand address'd ; 

But soon he saw the soul-awak'ning viol, 
Whose lone his nobler judgment loved the best: 

Wlule, as his skilful fingers kiss'd the strings. 
Wisdom and mirth framed a harmonious round ; 
Then wisdom ^acious smiled, wiib tone unbound. 
And mirth, amid his frolic play. 
Beating brisk measure to the jocund lav, 

Vtivti in the Sun his gaily burnished wings. 

* R. B. Shsrldiii'i slUuhnHnt V 
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The Victims. 

Wh>N GlO'STKR, hunipbuk'd Prince mks jOaDg, 

While jrcl on foiieting bieut he bung, 

Hli mind being, like bii bod;, made ill. 

The Vices tbronc'd aTauiid bis cradle ; 

Exulting, sneeiing, giianiDg, figbling, 

Tbey let his early teeth a biting ; 

Bj tnrni Ihey taught the embiia Kbig, 

To roar and cry for everything ; 

Once, vhile he ilepl, and all were lired, 

Filrd with fury, rapt, inspir'd 

Each Rend propbetic inilcb'd a page ; 

Anil, as they oft had shewn apart, 

Dark leiioni of their forceful ail. 

Each borrow'd from the futme hoar, 

Some victim of the tyrant's power ; 

And mutually agreed to piy 

Into their darling's destiny. 

Tint CuiRBNCi came, his taste to try, 

(Near him a Malmsey bull they laid 
Who back recoit'd. he knew not why. 

Even at the choice himself had made. 

Neil Henry's Son. his eye on fire, 

With just tepfoof the lyrnnt Stiagi, 
One savage blow speaks Richard's ire. 

And the youth soars on seraph wings. 

In woeful gaiie of lad despair. 
King Hbnrv mourns bis hopes begoil'd, 

'Till Gi.o'stkr's dagger ends his caie, 
And sends the father to his child. 

But thou, O Hope I with eyes so fair. 

What was Iby delusive measure ? 

Still it whisper'd loyal pleasure 
To Edward's son, and promii'd thrones and pow'r. 

Still did her voice the cheat prolong, 

While their fell ancle in Ihe Tower, 
Thought fit to echo the deceitful song. 
And where of loyalty the theme she chose 
His hypocritic voice wa> heard at ev'ry close ; 

And VORK and Edward fell into the snare. 

Add longer had she sang, but with a ftown 

The Duke impatient rose, 
Be threw bis artful mask in fury down, 

And with a withering look, 
Of Hastings, Rivrrs, Vauohan and GrbvIk took 
The lives : and bid bis hellish agents do 

A deed »o horrible and dread — 
Ne'er were half-stifled shrieks so full of woe. 

As when the fell assassins press 'd 

Against each struggling infant's breast ; 
And tho' some time each dreary pause between, 

Dejected pity at their side, 

Her soul subduing voice applied : 
Still on the couch of innocence they lean, 
'Till each slraaned ball of sight announce the victim's 



And from her wretched regal seal. 



In poles by soRow tendci'd sweet, 
Ponr'd to Pnnce Edward's shade her plaintive soul ; 
And deeply grieves that e'er she (bund, 

like Eve, the soft b^iniling sound 
or the keen serpent's voice, which gently stole 
Within her heart, her duty to betray ; 
When after once or twice refusing, 
Ob woman's weakness I past excusing. 
She on Ihe Crook-back threw herself away ! 

But oh I how altei'd wu the rooumnil tone, 
WhenHARRV Richmond, arm'd with titletme. 

His Baldrick 'cross his shoulder flung. 
And, with enliv'ning trumpet, blew 

A call lo arms that thro' the island rung J 
His claim annoimctng to the English throne. 

Elizabeth, late Edward's Queen, 

With age so gay, and yonlh so green. 

To join his standard soon were acen ; 

And Stanley inwardly rejoiced lo hear. 

And Rice Af Thomas seized his Cambrian spear. 

Last came Bosworth's warlike trial, 
Richard for his crown advancing ; 
First lo the soldiery some Words addressed. 
But soon he saw brave Henry dely all, 
(And fighting, far than talking he lov'd best). 
They might have thought who heard the fray. 
Thai in dark Pandixmoninm's shade, 
All Milton's demons were arrayed ; 
Such clang of aims and coursera prancing. 
While, as at sounding shield the falchion rings. 
Death, in bis ebon car, drove liercely ronnd ; 
And Richard's corse among the slun wa* found 1 
V oD that well fought day, 
..J .._, _ 

nViet 



And He: 
Mis worth ai 
Received a crown upbome oi 



Victory's 



Just at this scene young Glo'stbr 'woke. 
And begg'd, not relishing the joke, 
Hii tutors would lo civil be. 
At alter the catosuopbe. 

But thai which is decreed by bit. 



.0 pass, as we've rebted. 



The fbUowing parody was wrillen by Mr. C H. Waring 
and altbongh it was first printed 46 years ago, it is only a 
few montha since the author kindly r~" 

It to be included in this collection. 
The Sessions. 
An Oit far Hume. 
When Parliament was fietb and young, 
WhQe yet election squibs were sung, 
The M.F.'s tbroog'd lo Uke their seats, 
Through London's counUy-leading streets. 
Exulting, trembtiag, burnmg, glowing. 
With paliiolic real o'erflowmg. 
By lums they felt the teeming mind 
To silence forced, to speak inclined ; 
Till once, 'tis said, when all were &red, 
Fill'd with speeches, rapt, inspired. 
From Ihe suirounding benches nigh 
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Thej ittove lo calch Ihc Speaker's eye ; 
And M Ihey oft had tiied sparl 
Leuon* in the rorcniic ut, 
Each, as the Speaker ruled Ihe hour, 
Would prove his own eipreuivc povrer. 

Fint Diuy rose hii skill to try, 

Mid wild abuie bewilder'd ibay'd, 

Aeensiag those in places high 
Of maldng statesmanship a trade I 

Next • * fuih'd — his eye's cleat fire 
Told of power that lurk'd within — 

In some few words he squashed the liar, 
And stiipp'd the bisehoods bare and thio. 

With woefut measures, poor Joe Hume 1 
Low plaintive sounds beguiled his soul, 

In tolemn, strange, aod fearful fume. 
He aumm'd the "tattle of the whole." 

But thoa. old boj! with tongue so glib. 
What was thy expected pleasure? 
Still it cried " Repale's Ihe measure !" 
And bid Ihe friends of Ireland "agitate !" 
Still did bis tongue that word prolon£, 

And now deject, and now elate. 
He spoke of Erin's worth, and Erin's wrong ; 
And as his eyes and hands uprose. 
Each Tory's finger touch'd the scornful nose, 
And Dan O'Connell trailed and waved his Irish 
"sprig 1" 



La»t came Peel's ecstatic trial ! 
With majority advancing, 
First to New Tariff laws his lore address'd. 

But soon he pouitd from his wrath-full phial 

The Income Tax, whose ease he loved the belt, 

Ther would have thought who heard his strain 
They saw in ancient Rome her saviour stand. 
Amid the lyres of the Imperial band. 

To the triumphant notes unwearied dancing, 

Wbile, as bis pearl-white pinions swept the strings. 
Toy pranced with fear a wild fantastic round. 
Plain were all profits seen, strong chests unbound ; 
And he amid his frolic play, 
As if be would some part repay, 

Shook promises by thousands from his winp 1 

O Parliament t the people aid t 

Friend of debtors ! wisdom's shade I 

Why now to us, Ihy worth denied, 

Lay'st thou thy ancient strength aside? 

As in that old forensic place 

V'ou leain'd to body forth with grace 1 

St. Stephen's now, alas I for these. 

Cannot recall old memories 1 

Is all thy ancient power dead. 

And with that chapel echoes Bed f 

Arise 1 as in that olden lime. 

Warm, energetic, true, lublimel 

Thy speeches in that golden age 

>'ill many a glowing, storied page, 

'Tis sai^ and I believe the tnle. 

Then an humblest speech could more prevail — 

Had more of truth, and patriot rage, 

Than alt that linger through this age ; 

E'en all at once together bound, 

Orte inane senseless world of sound t 



Oh 1 Ud our modem M.P.'s cease 
This war of Party, and in Peace, 
Learn to sincerely legislate. 
Not for themselves, but for Ihe state. 

PaHth. November 5. ) 841. 



When Fancy, heavenly maid, was young. 
And roved the hills and dales among. 
The Fashions, to produce a swell, 
Would throng around her magic cell, 
Enulting, strutting, almost fainting. 
Possessed beyond e'en Planchf's painting. 
By turns they showed creative mind 
In costumes curiously designed, 
When all at once. Ihey all desired. 
Each goddess much to be admired. 
They from imagination caught, 
The wondrous power of Fancy's thought. 
And by that aid sought to impart 
The lessons of her graceful art. 
And each — for Fashions nile the hoar — 
Would prove its own delusive power. 

First Antiati Bn'tan sought lo try 
His hand upon the tailormg trade. 
And back recoiled— pray don'l ask why — 
E'en at the fright himself had made. 

A Templar next with eyes on fire. 
Looked through a helmet made of chain. 
And Fancy cried she'd ne'er desire. 
To see such head-dress worn again. 

Then came the elongated toe 
And hose that made the legs look taper, 
With movement that of course was slow, 
The wearer couldn't cut a caper. 

But Ihou, oh hoop, with ruflles grand, 

What was thy emended measure, 

In which Queen Bess could lake her pleasure, 

And bade her courtiers keep their distance all 

She scarcely could her train prolong ; 

It must have awkward been when at a ball. 

Especially if thete had been a throng. 

And when her sweetest dress she chose, 



And long this Fashion reigned, till with a frown. 

The Puritan uprose ; 

He rused his sword, and thundered at the gown. 

And, with determined look. 

Raffling the ruflles, took 

A sight i and as he did so said, 

That sach a bauble from the scene mast go. 

And ever and anon he beat 

The " Devil's Tattoo" with his feet. 

With scarcely any pause whate'er between. 

Dejected Cavaliers tried 

Their deep vexation all to hide. 

As thus the Puritan maintained his mien. 

And spoke as though a cold alfected his round head. 

Then came the Restoration with nought fixed, 

Sad proof of what had been the state 

Of inrlies — for then all kinds were mixed — 
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And now they courted lace to thow their Roondbead 

hate. 
With curia lurned ap beneath Ihe lile. 
The wic full bntlomed showed its style, 
The wearing which, when in the street. 
Could lurel/ not have been ■ treat ; 
The stjrle passed through three rei^n*, dalins from 

This Brunswick fashion all around, 

In circles quite genteel, was found ; 
Through promena^lei Ihe hideous head-dmi tan, 
And e'en Ihe country spots, Ihe hisloriei uj. 
Found the strange taste diSuling, 
Love of wigs 'twai quite amusing ; 
At length the costume died awaf. 

And now how altered ii the Fashion's tone I 

When silks and lalin of most brilliant hue 

Their show aerois each thmilder flung. 

Their flounces gemmed with ribbons, too. 

Had a diitingut air when seen upon the jtMtig, 

A charm that's in Betgraria well-known. 

In (US nlrmml, or in beauty's queen. 

So (hat e'en beardless boys are seen 

Looking quite iheepish or quite green. 

Till exercise gives Ihem a leer. 

As love leaps up whe» Fashion dolh appear. 

Last came crinoline into (he trial ; 

She, with mighty hoops advancing. 

First with flowing flounces it was dressed, 

Bn( loon she saw, for beauty quick doth eye all. 

That something yet should her fair form invest. 

They would have thouehl, who saw the train, 

That it could scarcely be on English maids, 

Here, where decorum oft opraidi 

Our Mabille mode of daricing, 

And modesty looks sheepish at Such things. 

Love raised up mirth on this fantastic round. 

Which looked like a balloon juil coming to the ground, 

'Heath which the ankles made display. 

Which, with Balmoral boots, looked very gay 

As military heels displayed their rings. 

Oh, Fashion, most fantastic maid I 
Friend of pleasure, frailty's aid ; 
Why, goddess, it can't he denied 
Thai thou dost many a blemish hidb 
But where is now the simple art 
That did in ages past impart 
A grace, which scarcely now is thine. 
Unto Ihe human form divine? 
Arise, as in Ihe elder time, 
When simple grace was quite sablime: 
The triumph of (hat graceful age, 
Display once more upon the page 
Of Fashion's book, tt FoUet named. 
Through which new fashions ar< 
'Til said, and I believe the tale, 
The simplest dress did more prevail, 
Had much more charm folks to engage 
Than the strange guise of modem age t 
Then bid your vain displays to cease, 
Give the simplicity of Greece, 
Return in to (bat umple boast. 
Thai beauty unadoined's adorned (be m 

Tht Conit irtM. May 3i, 1S64. 



SAMUEL ROGERS. 

Born, 1763. | Dihd, 18 Dec, 1855. 

Mr. Rogers's poem 7%e PUamrti of Mtmory, pabUihed 

in 1793, was in]i(a(ed in a small volnme published in iSiz, 

enlided Tht Pain* 0/ Ittmery. a Poem, in (wo book^ fay 

Per^rine biogham. London, W. Andenon, iSis. 

ON A TEAR, 

Ok I that the chemist's magic art 

Could crystaliic this sacred treasure I 
Long should it glitter near my heart! 

A secret source of pensive pleatitre. 
The litde brilliant, ere it fell. 

Its lustre caught ftom Chioe'a eye ; 
Then, trembling left its coral cell — 

The spring of Sensibility 1 
Sweet drop of pure and pearly light I 

In thee the rays of Virtue shiiK ; 
More calmly clear, more mildly bright. 

Than any gem that gilds the nune. 
Benign restorer of the soul I 

Who ever fiy'sl to brine relief. 
When first we feel the rude controul 

Of Love or Pity, Joy or Grief. 
The sage's and the poet's theme, 

In every clime, in every age ; 
Thou cbarm'st in Fancy's IdTe dream, 

In Reason's philosophic page. 
That very law which moulds a tear, 

And bids it trickle from its source. 
That law preserves the earth a sphere^ 

And guides the planets in their coune. 



On a Tkab. 
{Buggaltd by Me abmt P«eM.) 
Oh I that the tailor's modikh art 
Could fashion tr 
d strong 
:e of inexpensii 
I little thought, mistrustless swell. 

Whose garments Snip and Shears supply. 
That trousers were but made— to sell— 

The (est of gullibility I 
Yet, (hough these hands had scarce arrayed 

In tourist suit my ugly body. 
The fabric frail my trust bettaved, 

I thought it doth, but found it shoddy. 
What power malignant sent it here ? 

Vile rent ; my peace of mind it drowns. 
It proves (hese flimsy bags were deal, 

Thai only cost me 6ve half-aowna. 
Here must I, sorrowing, wait repairs, 

And moraliie the mournful scene. 
My sad refrain, ' ' Tears, hideous tears, 

I know, confound them, what they mean I" 
Come, Jane, with silver finger-sheath, 

WiOi thread and needle heal my woes ; 
Come, armed like Curtius to the teeth, 

And bid Ihe yawning chasm close! 
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ADDENDA. 

In order that this Volume may contain as 
complete a collection as is possible of the Paro> 
dies of those Authors who are treated in it, the 
following poems are here inserted. Although 
they appear here somewhat irregularly they 
will all be found in the Index under the re- 
spective Authors to whose works they refer. 

THOMAS GEAY. 

Numerous parodies and imitations of Gray|s 
poems appeared in the early pagts of this 
volume, a few remain still to be quoted. 

Mutm BerkhamtltdimtU, or Poetical Pioluiions by 
some YouDg Gentlemen of Berkhamsied School, 1794. 
Ihis work containi Latin (iin>latioD> of Gt>]''s El^ in a 
Cnmlry Chunhyar<l, and of tcveral othei ilaodard poeint. 
An IwtitaU'BH of Oray't BUgy. WHlten by ■ Sailor. 
London. PciDted by George Cooke, 1S06. 



The foUowing parody wu latirically attributed to William 
Cobbett, M.P., bjr the Editor of Tkt Saliriat, io n/hich 

Gipcr it appeared in Auguit, 1810. The whole of it is 
llerly pmonol and ofieiuive, but it muil be lemembered 
that Cobbett himielf oerer ipaied tbe feelingi or chaiaclen 
of hi» adTeriaiiei : — 

Elegv in Newcatk. 

The Curfew toll* the hour of locking op, 
Tbe graliog bolti turn heavy on tbe key, 

The tnmkey haBteoi on beef-Gteaks to tup. 
And iMvci the cell to trcRHia and to me^ 

Now fades tbe Elitlering dram glass from the tight, 
And thiough the gaol a hotrid stillness reigni, 

Save where ue watchman bawls the hoar of n^fal. 
Or restless kkin shakes his clanking cbaini. 

Save that beneath the piion't outward boand. 
Some drunken Cypnan wratbfully complains 

Of such at, wandering near her nigblly round, 
Foieital the market of her wanton gains. 



The Hahgham's Sfbbcr. 
Here Weeds his head upon the traitor's stag^ 

A wretch to Virtue and to Truth unknown. 
Foul Faction ftown'd not on his lying page. 

And Infamy bad maik'd him for bci own. 

Large was his bounty, — so he would you cram, — 
The law rewarded him beyond his hope. 

He gave to misery, all be pleised — ■ damn. 
The law beslow'd, 'twas all he feared— a lope. 

No fuitber seek his villunies to know. 
Not bid me all his hateful libels tell. 
For now with him tbey bum in fires below 
Andscrre thecauseof Faction tl ill, in Helu 



The min spread by war is wisely o'er. 

The grateful mob tMei»e a peace with glet. 

The dioo^ng patty cease their wonted roar. 
And leave these shades to tilence and to me. 

This is also given in full in ThtSatiriH for May 11, iSit, 
where it is attributed to Mr. J. Taylor, who had then 
recently published a volume of poems. Neither of the 
above is of sofGcieol interest to reprint in full, the fitit, 
indeed, is too coarse to please moden leaders. 



Writtsh in the Temfle Gakdeki. 

The gard'net tings the bell at close of day. 
The motley crowd wind slowly home to lea ; 

Soft on the Thames the daylight fade* away. 
And leaves the walkt to darkness and to me. 

Now shine the glimmering gat-lights on the sight. 
The warden now tbe ontet portals lock, 

And deepest stillness maikt th' approach of night. 
Save when tbe watchman calls "Past ten o'clock." 

Save, alto, when from yonder antiqne lower* ; 
With solemn sound, the bell itriket on tbe ear. 



Id those high rooms, where clients ne'er intrade. 
And here and there a light doth dimly peep. 

Each in his lonely set of chambert mewed, 
The brieSett crowd tbeir nightly vigils keep. 

The grave attorney, knocking fteqaently. 
The tittering clerk, who hulent to the door. 

The bulkv brief, and eonesponding fee. 
Are thing* unknown to all that loRy floor. 

Small comfort than when each dull day it o'er : 
No gentle wife lh«r joys and griefs to tbare. 

No quiet bomewiid walk at half-past four 
To some snug tenement neat Ruiell Squate^ 

Ofl have they read each prosing term report, 
Dull treatises, and ttatutei not a few ; 

How many a vacant day they've pats'd in conit ; 
How many a barren citcmt travell'd through. 

Yet lei not judges mock their nseless toil. 
And joke at sapient faces no one knows. 

Nor ask, with careless and contemptuout smile; 
If no one moves in all tbe long back rows 1 

Vain is the coif, the ermined robe, the strife 
Of courts, and vain it all lueeess e'ei gave ; 

Say, can the judge, whote word gives death or life. 
Reprieve himself when tummoc'd to the grave? 

Nor you, ye leadeit, view them with ill-will 
If no one sees their speeches in nt 7\ma, 

Where long-drawn columns oft proclaim your skill 
To blacken innocence, and palliate crime*. 

Can 1^^ lore oi animated speech 
Avert that sentence which awaili on all ? 

Can nitipTivt craft and snares o'er teach 
That Judge whose look the boldest must appal? 



• The Mlddla TtaspK Htli Tow 
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PARODIES OF 



Fechapi, in those negtecteit rooms abound 
Men deeply versed in ail the quirki of laws. 

Who could with cues right and wrong confound. 
And commoa sense upiet, bj splitting straws. 



Rich with retiining-fees, did e'er 
Chill negligence repreil'd their legal rage. 
And from Ihe quibbling ' ' 



bling current of ihe loul, 

Fall many a barcistec who well could plead, 
Thct« daik and unfrequented chambers beat ; 

Full man)' a pleader, bom to draw unfee'd. 
And waite hii counts upon the deseit aii I 

Some Follett, whom no client e'ei would tnist. 
Some Wilde, who gain'd no verdict in his life ; 

In den obscure, some Deamin there mi,j niit ; 
Some Campbell, with no peeress for his wife. 

Hie wits of wond'rine juries 14 beguile, 
The wrongs of injured clients to redress i 

To gain or lose (heir verdict with a smile. 
And read their ipeeches in the daily press, 

Thetr lot forbad— not was it theirs, d'ye see 7 
Tlie wretched in the toils of law to lure ; 

To ptoititute theit conscience foi i fee. 
And shut the g»tes of justice on the poot. 

To try mean tricks to win a paltry cause. 
With thie«dbare jests to catch the laugh of fools, 

Or puff in court before all human laws, 
"Die lofty wisdom of the last New Rules. 

Not one tule niii, even " to compute," 
Theit gentle voices e'et were beard to pray. 

Calm and sequester'd, motionless and mute, 
In the remote back seats they pass'd each day. 

Yet e'en th^t names ate sometimes seen in print. 
For Ftail memotitls on the ouiei doors 

Disclose, in letters latge, and dingy lints. 
The unknown tenants of the uppet Boors. 

Door-posts lupply the place of Term Reports, 
And s[dendid plates around the painter slicks. 

To show that he. who never moved the contts. 
Has moved from numbet two to numbet six. 

Fot who, to cold n^lect a luckless prey 
His unfrequented stlic e'er resign d. 

E'er moved with better hopes acroai the way 
And did not leave a spruce tin-plate behind ? 

Strong is the love of fame in nobler minds, 



le recorded by the painter's brush. 

Fot thee who, mindful of each briefless wight, 
Dost in these motley rhymes thnr tale relate. 

If, musing in this lonely attic flight 
Some youthful students should inquire thy fate, 

Haply some usher of the court may say — 

"AtDOon I've mark'd him oft, 'tween nine and ten 
Striding, with hasty step, the Strand away, 

At four o'clock to sauDter tnck again. 

There in the Bail Court, where yon quaint old judge. 
Doth twist his nose, and wreath bis wig awry, 

Listless foe hours he'd sit, and never budge, 
And poie upon a book — the Lord knows why. 



Oft would he bid me fetch him some report, 
And tarn from case to cose with look forlorn, 

Tben, bustling, would he run from court to court. 
As if some rule of his were coming on. 

One mom I miss'd that figure lean and lank. 
And that pale face, so oflea mark'd by me. 

Another case — nor yet was he in Banc, 
Nor at Ih' Exchequer, not the Pleas was he. 

The next day, as at mom I chanced to see 
Death's peremptory paper in The Ti'msi, 

I read his name, which there stood number three. 
And there I also read these doleful rhymes," 



" Here rests a youth lamented but 1^ few ; 

A barrister, to fame aud courts unknown. 
Biief was his life — yet was it briefless, too. 

For no altoioey mark'd him for his own. 

" Deep and correct his knowledge of the laws. 
No judge a rule of his could e'er refase ; 

He never lost a client or a cause. 
Because, forsooth, he ne'er had one to lose. 

" E'en as he lived unknown— unknown he dies. 
Calm be his rest, from hopeless simggle free, 

'Till that dread court, from which no error lies, 
Sliall final judgment pass on him and Ibe^" 



By the late Mk. Justice Havks. 



Elbgv writtrk in a Ball-room. 
Tks beaux are jogging no the [Hctured floor 

The belies responsive trip with l^htsome heels ; 
While I, deserted, the cold pangs deplore. 

Or breathe the wrath which slighted licaaly feels. 

This does not continue b the vein of parody. 

Prom JTsseellanKi .- Frmt aitd Verm, by William Maetnn, 

"88s. 

Thk "Elegy" Travkstied, 

The shops are closed— the sign of closing day 
The sewing-girl glides glibly home to tea ; 

The drayman homeward drives his noisy dray. 
And leaves " down town " to watchmen and tu me. 

Now fade the lightiess lamp-posts on the sight ; 

O'er all the street a soothing stillness reigns. 
Save where the stages wheel their distant flight. 

And landom sprinklings tap the window panes. 

Save that, from yonder " Square," upon the ear 
Fall sounds of " Presses," with a bulling din. 

Where hordes of " Scribblers " take their •' Bitter Beer," 
And " Midnight Bounders '' drink their fighting gin. 

Observe, ye chaste, who promenade the way 

In spotless satin and unsullied fame. 
Where, thro' the crowded streets, in open day. 

The painted wanton publishes her shame. 
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GRAY'S "ELEGY." 



Fechkpi beneath those BuiitiDg .robei tit locked 
Heart] once tecoiling at the Dime of " Flid " — 

Ilandi that a ounerjr ciadle might have rocked, 
Or lewed the balloni on a huiband'i ihiit I 

And who lo hiAd ai Tentore to presage 
The fate of leemiiig best or seemiDg wont? 

Fn wonuu'i the iime mjitery to the age, 
She wu to Seooi Adam at the fiist. 

Full mm; ■ fair, to hopeleii lore a pcey, 
Slill Id life'* drama plays a iroiling («it ; 

Full manjr a lovet tiih* tii> toul away. 
And waste* hit pauion on • " Marble Heart" 



Fof tbee, who mindful of the jel unwed. 
Dost in these lines citol the married (tate, 

If chance, hj British disposition led. 
Some curtMo shall inquire thy fate. 

Haply some old aisociite may say : 

" Oft have we seen bim throueh the deepest snow*, 
Ruahing with hurried itiidet and features gay 

To reach the play-honM, ere tbc curtain rose. 

" There, at the end of yonder circling row 
That skirls the stage, above the foot-light's glar^ 

His careless length at evening would he liiiow. 
And gate upon the giil ibit dances there. 

" Hard by jaa bar, now twearingi as in spite. 
Muttering his wayward' fancies, he would rove; 

Now lalk'ing awful wild, like one half ' tight,' 
Of tome new ' mash,' his latest love ! 

"Onenlghl we missed bim 'roODgtheaocnttomed bloods' 

Within the comer near hi* favourite she ; 
Another came ; not yet among the 'gods,' 

Nor near the bar, noi in the pit was he, 

■■ The Deal, with favours while, and strange duigni. 

Swift up the church-vmy path we uw him whJrlBd j 
Just take your eye and throw it o'er the tines 

That ihow he's lost for ever to the world." 

Thi E?iGRApn. 

Here lives, retired, with no more to excil^ 
A youth to all the eerpt dt baUtt known ; 

Fair woman smiled upon bim evei? night. 
Till Matrimony marked him for ber own. 

Strange though his fancies, yet his heart was warm ; 

Fraught with aversion for a form uncouth, 
Was down on Humbug in iti wildcat form : 

His motto — "Every maa hiaown Kossuth I" 



No Eartber seek hi* merits to disclose. 
Or paint the follies of his single life. 

For they, alike, quiescently repose 
Wilhin the bosom of his faithful wife. 

TkiVmptn. (Manchester), Msjj, 1888. 



The lollqwiog imitstion of the "Elegy" appeared in 
T!tt Volmtttr JiMonf andBlkeetins Htm (London, 33, King 
William Street, E.C.), August 11, 1S8B. II was written 
by a well known shooting man of the London Rlfla 
Brigade aa a funeral dirge upon the last of the N.II.A. 
meetings on Wimbledon Common. The first meeting wu 
held there in July, 1B60. 

WiMBUDOH— Am Eucy. 

Juif/ ii«<, 1888. 
Tm sound of gnD6rfl marked the dosing day 

Of that last meeting on the breezjr lea ; 
Now marksmen homeward plod their weary way. 
And leave the Common tney no more shall see : 

For fades the latest glimmering hope from sight 
'lliat he who by ill-fate the land doth hold. 

Hard by where bullets sped their rapid flight 
Might yet a portion of that land have sold. 

Round yon trim cottage and the windmill's tower 



Where stood the umbrella tent, whose welcome shade 
They often ■ought— to amoke, 10 flirt, to sleep ; 

Where Henton's* band such charming music played ; 
Now, noisome cieatures o'er the tun shall creeps 

The cheery call of bugles in the mom. 



And they no more upon those beds shall turn. 
Making perchance, in dreams, tall scoring tberai 

No comrades greet ibem 10 bot haste to learn 
What they have made, their joy or sadness shares 

Oft did the taigets to their science yield 

The welcome "eyes "when they past records broka 
How jocimd then they sped across toe held I 

Scarce bent the grass beneath their feet's ligbt stroke. 

And yet, more oft, mocked was ambition's toil. 

Modest OBleri, and " " ■ ■ 

Rewarding hope with a 

Provoking Ungaage the reverse 01 pure. 

They freedom asked for, from vexatious strife. 

Their well-aimed bullets never learned to sttay. 
And never yet endangered limb or life. 

While to the butt* they sped their noiteless way. 

Full many a budding shot, with vision keen. 
Strove nsrd to woo the fickle goddess there ; 

But now, slas 1 they live to blush unseen 
And waste their sweetness on the desert sir I 



ir at th* Lmdon RlSa Brifsds. 
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H. G. LEWIS. 



MATTHEW G. LEWIS. 

(Cendudid from pof* 14J-J 

Seveni parodies of " AIodio the Brave *nd the Fair 
IiDwine " tit civen in Tlit Bpiril of tht FniUe JoarwHa. 
of which the foMowiiig ii the best. It orieinoll/ appeared 
in TItf Tntt BritBn, and was leptinted in Vol. III. of TKt 
Spirit aflhtPubltJoumaU. foi 1799. 






B Gay, a 



t Bold Roger Giav. 



A PLOWKAN to Stout and a dunMl so rate, 

Converted as thev sal on (he haj ; 
The; ogled each olhei with simpering slue ; 
f^^tj '^Sej 'he Gay, was the came of the f^. 

And the plowman's the Bold Roeei Giay. 

" And 1" laid the njmph, " nnce to-monow 70a go 

Fat hence with a leigeant lo list, 
Vour lean for your Ptgsj soon ceasing to Sow, 
Your love for some wealthier maiden jron'II show. 

And she'll by my Kogei be Itiu'd," 



For by the Lord Hairy I sv __., 
Nor cheeks red as cherries, nor eyes black as jet. 
Nor moist lip*, nor of (eelh the most beauliful i^ 

Shall malce me anlme to my fail. 

" If ever by money or love led aside, 

I forget my iwecl Peggy the gay. 
With (be power of a justice's warrant supplied. 
Hay a eonitable come as I sit by my bride, 

And bear me to prison away I*' 

To Glos'ter then hailened this plowman so bold. 

His sweetheart lamented him tore. 
But scafcely nine months had over him roll'd. 
When a lich batcher's widow, with tags full of gold. 

Bold Roger enlic'd to her door, 

Hei mntton and beef, so red and to wUle, 

Soon made him nnlnie to hit vows ; 
They pamper'd Ms palate, they daixled Us right, 



From church the fond couple adjou 



Now first Roger Gray with amaiement descried 

A stranger stalk into the room ; 
He spoke not, he mov'd not, he Jook'd not adde. 
He neither renrded the landlord nor htide, 

Bnt eatncttly gai'd on the groom. 

Fall slont were bis limbs, and full tall was his height. 

Hit booti were all dirty to view, 
Which made all the damsels draw back in a fright, 
Lett by chance they should tuUy their petticoats whit^ 

Aikd poM Roger began (o look blue. 



The twain now is lilent — the strainer complies, — 

His coat now he tlowly uoclos'd I 
Good Gods I what a sight met poor Racer's gray eyes. 
What words can eipreu his dismay and surprise. 

When a constable's staff was eipot'd t 

All pieteni (ben nttet'd a [enified thont, 

All hat(eQ wi(h huny away ; 
For as no one knew whom he came lo teek 00^ 
Some tried to creep in, some tried to roth out. 

Till tbe constable cried " Roger Gray I" 



" Bdtold me, thou Use one I — behold me I" be cried ; 

" Remember fair Peggy (he gay. 
Whom you left with a child (0 pcnsest a new bride ; 
Bal hit Wonbip, to punish thy faltehood and pride. 

Hat sent me 10 fetch thee awaj." 

So saying, he Uid his strong um on the clown. 

Calling vainly for help from the throng ; 

He bore him away to the gaol of the town, 

Nor ever again was he teen at the " Crown," 

Or the calchpole who dragg'd him Along. 

Not long ttoid the bride — for, at old women say. 

The meat in her thop was all tpoil'd. 
All her beef and hei mu((on were carried away. 
And told to bay cudle for Peggr the gay. 

And big^nt and pap foe the child. 

Poni limes in each year, when in judgment prafouod 

The Quorum all dose on the Bench, 
Is Roger brought op, and it foic'd to be bound. 

With a friend, in the sum of at least forty pound. 
To provide for the child and (he wencH. 

The Church-wardens tit round the treat they don't pay, 

TheiTcties all with 'baeeo beguil'd. 
They drink out of mugs newly form'd of bak'd clay. 
Their liquor is ale, and Ibis whimsical lay 
They sing — " Here's a health to fair F^sy the gay, 

And the false Roger Gray and hit cbUdT" 



There it anothet Parody in the tane volume commencing : — 
"A Bulldog to fierce, and a Spaniel to meek." 



" Lemona wai daaghtct of Hudda the Brave." 
Ndlher of Ihete it worth preserving, but the following 
rather humoront tkit may be quoted : — 

The Sqdbakihc Ghost. 



Hoigotlin. 

The wind whittled loud 1 Farmer Dobbin't wheat stack, 

Fell down I The rain beat 'gaintt hit door I 
As he sat by the fire, he heard the roof crack I 



And the candle burnt— jW m 
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PARODIES OF 



The Uima otctftimed, with a piteoai ligh, 
" To get rid of tbu curi'd notie and rosl, 
Wire, gi'e US some ale." His dame straight did cr^. 



By Ihe side of the fire ul Kogei Geebo, 

Wbo bad Bnisbed his daily vocation : 

With Cicely, who'l tya were as black M a 

A damsel, indeed, who bad never said no. 

And because— *A( ne'er had an ceeagion. 

All these wet 



7*i^rit^aeFiMitJ«amabforiSo4. VolumeVIII. 



> pamphlet, pu 

tia«d"ThtMod 

tores of John Oldstock, in an EicursioD by Steam from 
London to Rochester BridRe, containing a passiDg fllance 
at the principal plicas on the Thames and Medway " was, 
an its name implies^ a parody of Cawper'a "John 
Gilpin":— 

JoHH Oldalock wa« a store-keeper. 

In far-famad Seven-Dials ; 
An ebon nympb grac'd hia shop-door — 

He dealt in rags and phials. 



It la very long, and ila only interest consists \a its 
detctiptiotu of acenei mnch changed during the past fifty 



''A Lay qfStedem Sxan: a serio-comic tatire on the 
Great Gas Question," by Blabington Mike-Havley, 
P.C.E., waa tlia title of a small pamphlet published in 
Exeter in 1879. It was a not very good parody of Lord 



Hacaulay, and of purely local ii 



AMERICAN PARODIES 

Oo page 1B4 a parody of E. A. Poe, entitled "The 
Swells," wax erroneously attributed to Mr. T, F. Dillon 
Croker. That gentleman had kindly written a copy of the 
poem br tbia collection, hence the error, which he wishes 
to be corrected. The author of the parody ia unknown. 



Tks Dutchman ahd the Ravsr. 

VONCB upon a midnite dreary, a* I ponderad, veak and 

Ofor many a glaia of lager, vot I drank in dsya of yore. 
In my bM I vaa bschd nabbing, ven I dream I heert 

some dapping, 
Aa if tome von gently drowing brickbats at my vcodshed 



Yah, diadinctly I Temember, it was in dot pleak 

December, 
Und each saberale dying ember vos gone oad long 

Dot nide I felt qaoide beardy. for Louise vent to a bardf, 
Und of canse I drunk more lager as I nefer did pefore ; 
Bui Bcbdill I know dot wmedings athmck my oudtide 
voodahed door — 

Only dot, and nodiog mor& 



jamb, und tee TOt tro* 
so veak ? I feel so not 



o open tchnd 



From oud mine bed 1 1 

dis dmbble. 
Mine Got I vot makes 

I sckane could valk, I could not talk, mii 

a mnddle ; 
But I dougbl it vas Johnny Snyder diyin' 

Uod miC cabbage-tdumpt to bit me. ai ha often doned 

Dit I laid, und noding mora, 

Fy und py I vos got praver : den 1 takes mine gnu and 

Und scbloly valki, midoul mine pants, up to mine voad- 

shed door ; 
Und dan for von half bonr I sdood mitont no power. 
So veak I vos I conid not lift mine hands up any more ; 
Bat at vonce I got more polder, und t opened vide do 

Flack aa darknet^ nodii^ more. 

Deep into dot placknesa peeping, all around mine vcod- 
shed creeling. 

Dreaming dreams no Dntchman efer dare to dream 
pefore. 

Der silence vos unbroken, und der adillness gave no 

But I hear somepody spoken, " You viU vare dem panll 

"Vot is dot ? " I cried, and someding anawered back the 
vord, "No more." 

Merely dis, nod nodii^ mora; 

Back indo my bedroom taming, all mj sole mitin me 

burning. 
Den vonce more I heert a tapping, aomedmg louder at 

pefore. 
Now I cries out, " Dander velter 1 vot the devil ish the 

madder?" 
Sorely dis ain't Johnny Snyder hitting cabbage mit mina 

No I I dink dis cannot be, for I bet, by geminee I 
'Twat the vind, und noding more. 



Oben bere I flncg n 



a vindow, ven dare alt 1 



A ding jasl like a big plack cat I never aan pefore : 

Von fearful vink he geife me, not von moment sdoped nor 

sdayed he ; 
Hia pack he humped, und den he jumped upon mine tied* 

Dare he sat, und noding more; 

The air dew was so funny, tor it scbmells no more like 

Und den I sqtiease mine noee bard until it vaa qnide 

nide, " I vant to van mina 
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